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M AKANN A 

A  ROMANCE,  IN  TRRBB  VOLS. 

"  One  of  the  most  intereiting  aod  crapbic  romuices  thmt  it  has  been  onr 
lot  to  remd  for  many  a  year.  •  •  •  the  aathor  Cranporu  as  to  South 
AlHea,  at  completely  as  a  Jodge  conld  to  Sooth  Asia.  *  *  •  He  is 
eqoally  at  home  when  grappling  with  the  ocean's  storm,  honling  the  wild 
beasts  of  the  wilderness,  or  Minting  with  Flemish  minateness,  the  wnm> 
kamgr  of  a  Dutch  boor  at  the  Oape/*— itfAgmBwni. 

"  There  was  yet  nnlrodden  land  for  the  writer  of  fiction — ^and  the  anthor 
of  Makanna  is  its  didcoTcrer.  To  him  we  owe  a  romance  of  real  life,  the 
seene  of  which  it  laid  in  the  Jungles  and  deserts  of  Soothem  AfHca,  bcvond 
the  confines  of  the  Dntsh  aettlemuits,  wlMre  the  boor  is  sarrounded  by 
savages,  and  primitive  natare  Is  eiihibited  in  all  the  satdiaity  of  desolate 
grandeor.  *  •  •  His  pictures  of  the  scenery  of  Aftrica  are  vivid  and 
oniqa'e — his  eloquent  delineations  of  indlvidoal  character  are  life-like  and 
philoaophical/'^AUas. 

■*  The  graphic  deuils  of  the  Dutch  Colonists,  and  the  striking  delineation 
of  the  manners,  and  superstitions  of  the  savage  tribes  of  the  desert,  im^part 
such  a  deep  and  vivid  interest,  that  we  seem  to  live  and  breathe  in  the 
wilds."— Orarf  Jowmat. 

"  This  work  abounds  in  interest,  tnd  is  written  in  «  style  of  great  vigour 
and  elegunce." — Sunday  7\meM. 

"  The  work  does  not  want  to  lie  invested  with  any  fictitious  interest,  and 
the  talent  which  is  visible  in  its  pages  is  Its  best  reconunendation  to  paMie 
fsvonr."— Aformfijf  Pott. 

*'  We  have  rarely  read  a  production  of  deeper  interest,  of  interest  sus- 
tained from  the  first  page  to  tnc  last.  *  *  *  He  Is  as  much  at  home  on 
the  Ocean,  and  there  are  many  scenes  on  ship-board  eaual  to  the  best  of  the 
great  sea  lord,  the  author  of  '  The  Spy.'*'— ivcw  Mamthlp  Magaakte. 
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CHAPTER  I. 


*'  You  would  pluck  out  the  heart  of  my  mytier)  .** 

HAMLKT. 


Tlhe,  shades  of  coining  night  were  fast  wrap* 
ping  the  gorge  of  St.  Vincent's  Rocks,  through 
which  the  Avon,  after  laving  the  shores  of 
Clifton,  advances  towards  tho  sea,  in  a  veil 
of  vague  and  dim  obscurity  :  a  few  faint 
rays  yet  lingered  on  the  crags  that  crown 
with  fantastic  pinnacles  the  gray  and  rugged 
bastions  of  the  DeviPs  Reach,  but  in  the 
dizzy    depth     beneath    all    was    dusky    and 
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silent  as  the  grave: — ^it  was  high  tidci— but, 
of  the  proud  commercial  navy  of  the  neigh- 
bouring city,  not  a  single  sail  appeared,  while 
the  dying  breeze,  which  still  came  in  sensible 
breathings  from  the  distant  Downs,  raised 
not  a  ripple  on  the  glassy  bosom  of  the  flood; 
the  water  too  had  lost  the  silvery  gleam  that 
shone  faintly  on  its  surface  only  a  few 
moments  before,  and  changing  with  the  fad- 
ing light,  grew  dark  almost  to  blackness, 
when  a  solitary  boat  came  suddenly  in 
view. 

'^Carema,  Love! — ^these  late  walkings  are 
not  to  be  advised — ^the  river  damps  hang 
heavily  on  the  breath  ;  our  way,  too,  is  lonely ! 
— come.  Love,— we  will  return* — ^Ah !  dost  thou 
see  that  boat? — ^Whence,  and  what  is  she? — 
I  will  tell  thee,  that,  to  the  understanding 
eye,  that  craft  appears  a  stranger,  and  one 
of  evil  token.  Mark,  how  she  shoots  to  her 
oars,  with  leap  on  leap,  as  if  she  felt  the 
pulse  of   life  !       The  barks  of  traffic  or  of 
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flemie  speed  not  »o  swiftly  : — No,  the 
nuuKTs  thtt  pull  wiib  auch  precision  as  if 
th^T  anns  were  the  skceordiTi.g  springs  of  some 
QttduQe,  are  trained  l>y  force  and  fear,  hare 
^^BHed  It  the  boats^r&in'a  call,  dread  blows, 
mi  yet  ddiglit  to   deal   tHem/' 

^^ Hush  I''    whispered    the    yoong  maiden, 

tD  ii?\ioni  tlie  old    qnaljLer   (for  such  he  was) 

had  sddxeased  these  scnne^what  untimely  words, 

for  they  unphed  alarm  that  might  be  groond- 

"Hvah,  deareat    Sir  !" — And  securing  a 

&rmef   gnsp  of   her    companion's  arm,  who 

caoUoasly  remained    at   a  safe  distance  from 

the  verge  of  the   cltiF,   Carema  leant  boldly 

over  the  chasm. 

^  It  sounds  again ! — a  smothered  moan, 
and  clearly  from  the  boat;  but  surely  not 
ottered  by  either  of  the  four  who  row  so 
strongly  and  so  eagerly — and  yet  how  strange, 
for  I  cannot  see  a  fifth.** 

''Odd  enough !''  replied  the  worthy  Ephraim 
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Uagglestone, — "  It  was  certainly  a  groan  ; — 
and  yet,  aa  thou  observest,  it  could  not  be 
from  either  of  the  crew.  Ah !  now  that  the 
boat  comes  nearer,  I  do  opine  I  know  them 
well ;  yea,  too  well !  That  sallow  fellow  in 
the  stern  sheets  is  the  old  pilot  Mat  Marlin, 
the  other  three  are  his  comrades^  and  if  men 
affirm  truly,  a  sorry  gang  they  are,  yea,  both 
crew  and  master.  Ever  ready  in  a  storm,  or 
in  a  fog  : — ^ready,  for  *  themselves'  at  least,  for 
Mat  makes  more  by  wrecks  and  plunder, 
than  other  men  by  salvage  or  wages,  in  the 
way  of  honest  work,  A  wild  sea-shark  that 
Marlin.  No  wonder  that  I  mistook  his  galley 
for  a  man-of-war's  boat — Mat  plies  as  keenly 
for  *  self-and-profit'  as  an  Algenne.'' 

Friend  Ephraim  had  visited  climes  where 
a  broad  brim  was  no  superfluity — ^had  counted 
'  Mother  Carey's  chickens '—-caught  a  fish  in 
the  air ! — ^believed  in  mermaids  and  the  flying 
Dutchman  ;  — -  in  fine,  in  his  youthful  days 
Ephraim  had  made  sundry  voyages  as  a  super- 
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cargo.     He  had  afterwards  been  a  partner  in 
a  West  India  houaey  and  now  that  Time  had 
placed  his  silvery  signet  on  his  brow,  he  had 
retired  on  a  handsome  competency.     Yet,  still 
had  Ephraim  a  hankering  for  all  things  nao- 
tical,  and  loved  the  scent  of  tar,  beyond  the 
fragrant  hay-field  or  the  Sabsan  gale.     He 
had,  withal,  his  oddities,  and  so  have  many 
men   not  called    upon   to   support    the    pro- 
prieties of  the  primitive  denomination  :^did 
''  something  smack,  something  grow  to,"  a^ 
Laoncelot  Gobo  says  of  his  father — ^yet  was 
he  an  excellent  old  soul  in  the  main;  cheer- 
ful, domestic,  and   harmless   as  a   robin  ;  — 
overflowing    with   heartfelt   benevolence,  and, 
withal,  curious  as  a  magpie. 

That  same  curiosity,  by  the  bye,  (in 
man  or  woman,)  is  a  fructifying  endowment ; 
when  duly  employed,  the  very  touchstone 
of  wisdom  ;  what  had  been  my  Lord  Bacon, 
or  the  great  Napoleon  without  it  ? 

Ephraim  was  kind,  and  curious,  and  both 
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qualities  were  now  awakened.  The  cry  of 
soffering  hmnaiiity  had  never  thrilled  on 
his  ear  in  vain,  and  the  mystery  in  which 
it  was  now  involved  rmdered  him  doubly 
eager  in  the  work  of  inrestigation.  The 
cottage  of  the  pilot  lay  within  a  short 
range  of  the  homeward  path,  and  late  as  it 
was,  the  quaker  resolred  to  make  it  in  his 
way. 

The  apprehension  which  Hagglestone  had 
hinted  to  his  ward,  had  a  more  serious 
foundation  than  was  avowed.  The  evening 
damps  were  indeed  rising,  and  it  was  grow- 
ing late  ;  but  more  than  these,  robberies, 
attended  with  violence,  had  recently  occurred 
in  the  Leigh  Woods;  and  on  this  very  spot 
they  had  already  loitered  all  too  idly,  while 
Carema  indulged  the  fond  enthusiasm  of 
her  girlish  fancies. 

She  had  watched  the  sun  declining  be- 
yond the  empurpled  mountains  of  the  CSam- 
brian    coast,    and    listened    to    the    drowsy 


^istm  d  Vmfiote  n^mberleasy    that  filled  the 

eraobg  ui  mtVi  life    tkxid.    loire  ;    and  while 

^bfiSb  lo^ifttiiigmahed      sounds    stole    oq   the 

m,  vJ^  %nd  dreamy    as    the    distant   bar- 

then  of  a  faarfs   soii^   she    had   gazed  her* 

«dl  into  a  aveei    forgetfulness,   enamonred 

q(  the  changing   hght,    as,    flashing  with   a 

aimaQia   or  a    golden    glow^    it    played   at 

nndom  amoDg    the    laoes-piown    trunks    of 

the  gnarled  and  stunted  oakSf—^the  thiindei^ 

rifled  crags,  and   hollow   dells»   that  render 

desohttion  beautiful  in  that  wild  solitude. 

With  such  fond  musings  the  misgivings 
of  fear  and  danger  had  no  aUiance^  and  at 
the  first  glimpse  of  Mat  Msriin,  even  Uie 
jHiident  Hagglestone  felt  quite  himself  again. 
True,  Mat  was  a  sad  dog>  but,  however  just 
the  unsavoury  odour  of  his  name  among  the 
land  folk,  the  freemasonry  of  the  ocean  had 
made  the  quaker  and  the  pilot  friends  to  a 
eertain  n^ative  extent,  and  the  latter  was 
conscious  that  no  man  in  Christendom  would 
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sooner  wink  at  his  petty  peccadillos  against 
the  excise  than  Ephraim  Hagglestone,  though 
the  conduct  of  the  worthy  quaker  in  all 
things  personal  balanced  nicely  as  the  card 
to  equity  and  law. 

The  approach  to  Marlin's  home  was  by  a 
deep  lane,  overhung  with  old  dwarf  timber, 
and  all  encumbered  with  eglantine  and  ivy : 
one  of  those  Arcadian  privacies  of  Nature, 
where  the  very  sunbeams  seem  to  grow 
bashful,  as  they  peep  palely  through  tangled 
labyrinths  of  foliage,  interwoven  with  endless 
canopies  of  semitransparent  leaves,  fresh  in 
dewy  greenness,  and  pranked  with  clustering 
flowers.  In  such  a  nook,  the  evening  hour 
breathes  a  luscious  incense ;  the  violet-be- 
sprinkled banks  sink  with  a  velvet  softness 
beneath  our  sauntering  tread,  and  half-for- 
gotten dreams  of  love  and  youth  steal  over 
us,  even  as  a  charm.  We  muse  of  Sherwood's 
jolly  Outlaw,  and  his  sylvan  Queen  ;  of 
old  Isaac  Walton,  so  poetically  moral,   and 
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TOD  With  stoDecTopy  moss,   mnd     trsLils    of  bo- 

neysTicUe,  ¥rbile  the  turf  licid  \>eexi   dug  away 

from  Ihe  shelvea   of    solid    rock    in    front,  so 

^&  to  foim  a  court,  with,    some    broad    steps 

descending  from  the  centre. 

Ual  bad  just  made  tlie  ahore,  and  was 
saluting  Mxa  handsome  ^wife,  as  she  Blood  on 
the  lowtr  step,  Viih  a  lantern  to  light  his 
comrades  from  the  boat. 

"  Bless  thee,  wench,  thy  lips  are  honey 
baits.— I'll  haTe  another  smack  yet !— Come, 
get  thee  ander  way,  and  find  the  boys  a 
dram  from  out  the  Dutch  keg  in  the  old 
.  locker.  Come,  come,  pit-pat  away,  and  leave 
little  Jack  to  hold  the  light.'' 

"  Gently,  Mat  ! — You're  quick  to  give, 
bat  slow  to  take.  Don*t  you  see  that  the 
lads  are  overblown  to  a  man? — ^Why,  look 
ye,  their  eyes  sparkle  sharp  as  the  Holms- 
light  in  a  frost,  and  their  very  faces  shine 
like  skinned   eels.     Give  them  brandy  I — No, 
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no, — clean  straw  is  too  good  by  half,  they're 
hogs  already." 

''  Hearken,  Meg  !" — replied  the  pilot  in  an 
under  tone, — "  I  know  they've  had  a  smart 
drop, — but  I  say,  not  enough.  Til  have 
them  drenched  to  the  very  gills,  wench  ! — 
The  dead,  and  the  drunk,  can  bear  no  wit- 
ness ! — I  say,  away  ! — look  lively, — rap  us 
out  the  brandy/' 

The  command  was  about  to  be  obeyed. 
Meanwhile  Ephraim  and  the  lady,  who  bad 
hitherto  viewed  the  scene  from  behind  the 
convenient  covert  of  a  fallen  tree,  resolved 
to  preserve  their  concealment,  and  await  the 
event. 

''  Prime  stuff,  Meg ! — Come,  suck  a  sip, 
my  bonnie  bird,  'twill  do  thee  good.  And 
now,  lads,  don't  shy  on  the  can,  we'll  spill 
another  yet,  and  then  to  work.  What,  you're 
edging  on  there,  eh?  —  sly  and  silent,  like 
old  maids  at  a  wedding,  that  sham  the  sweet 
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qmuntly  gay,  with  the  story  of  the  coy  little 
milkmaki  too,  who  sang  so  sweetly,  and 
smiled  through  her  blushes  boQeslh  the 
stranger's  lips. 

Yes,  woodland  dells,  and  sheltered  sha- 
dowy lanes,  by  *  daylight,'  might  surfeit  a 
poet  with  deliciooB  phantasies,  but  in  night, 
and  darkness,  in  spite  of  glowworms  or 
nightingales  to  boot,  they  are  rather  apt  to 
balk  our  philosophy  ;  and  the  one  in  ques- 
tion, as  the  evening  shadows  grew  every 
moment  darker,  seemed  a  ready  den  for  cut- 
tbioats. 

Carema  had  all  the  gaiety  that  health,  and 
the  cheerful  thoughts  of  youthftd  innoeence, 
inspire,  and  yet,  as  they  wandered  onward, 
and  the  grotesque  masses  of  foliage  frowned 
darker  and  darker  through  the  increasing 
glooms  of  night,  and  straggling  tmils  of 
gray  mist  began  to  creep  around  with  a 
hovering    motion  over  the    more   damp  and 

b2 
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hollow  portions  of  the  way,  there  were,  per- 
chance, some  little « shrinkings  of  feminine 
timidity,  as  she  clung  to  the  arm  of  her 
companion.  Ephraim  too,  it  may  be  whis- 
pered, had  his  qualms,  and  at  every  advan- 
cing step  planted  his  '  walking  staff'  with 
a  sonorous  menace  on  the  earth, — while  ever 
and  anon  he  uttered  some  little  consolatory 
sentence,  but  all  so  abrupt  and  pointless, 
that  it  became  more  and  more  apparent  that 
his  thoughts  were  foreign  to  his  words. 

Presently  the  lane,  diving  through  deeper 
banks,  became  a  naked  rock-strown  gully, 
pointing  towards  the  river,  and  the  lower 
part  was  now  overflown  by  the  rising  tide, 
so  that  the  boat  which  had  already  arrived, 
was  floated  up  to  the  very  door  of  Marlin's 
cot  It  was  a  wild-looking  hut,  partly  built 
out  of  old  ship  timbers,  propped  against  an 
over-reaching  buttress  of  rock,  which  hid  it 
from  the  eye  on  the  water  side.  The  rude 
walls   and  weather-stained  thatch   were  over- 
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Gomfdi&ng  ki  compliance  ^^vl»  out  of  the 
is^^sAm^  2Jid  \iei  busband  listdL  no  alterna* 
Uve  but  to  coaJL  Vier  to  Kis   purpose. 

^  UVft  bave  no  more  ^  dears  '    aod    '  <2f or- 

ing' txhm^l,  MaU — Your  tongue's    grown  so 

s\ckbf  &«eid  ^\tb  false-hearted    foolery,    that 

I'd  sweu  that  yoa   liad    some    live    frolick* 

some  qaeau  \aid  &at  ia  the   box    there,— ay, 

certain   sure  «ft  t\iundt:T    in    hay    time,   but 

just  that  I  kaow   you're    too    old     and    too 

ugly  to  catch  her  I — No,  I'll   hear  no  more: 

— Before  I'd  have  one    of  your   brown   ont^ 

landiah  sea-tanned  corpaes  laid  on  the  same 

floor  with  me,  Td  fire  the  thatch,  and  leave 

ye   to    rake    the    embers    for    yonr    fortune. 

All  would  be  right  and  decent  enough,  man, 

if  you'd   put  the  coffin   under  the   ledge    of 

rock  outside,  and  let  it  rest  till  morning." 

Ay,  Meg,  but  remember  the  cold  !'^ 

The   *  cold,*   man  !  —  What,   you   forget 

the   warm    shroud,   all   bran    new   flannel  !-— 

Too  cold  for  a  corpse,  eh  ? — ^And  she  laughed 
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till  the  cliff  re-echoed  with  the  sound,  when, 
suddenly  shocked  at  the  thought,  that  such 
ill-timed  mirth  was  a  mockery  of  the  dead, 
she  turned  pale  as  ashes,  and,  grasping  her 
husband's  arm  with  Tiolence,  exclaimed-— 

**  Bat  you  are  much  to  blame,  Marlin, 
to  make  a  chamel  of  your  home,  and  con- 
sort your  own  living  flesh  and  blood  with 
dead  men  for  the  lucre  of  gain : — O,  there's 
a  token  and  a  visit  from  the  grave,  Mat^ — 
and  ru  not  be  tempting  the  chance  of 
either !" 

A  frown  gathered  in  silence  on  the  pilot's 
brow; — men  of  the  lower  order  have  little 
confidence  in  the  discretion  of  the  sex,  and 
Mat  felt  that  he  must  be  far'  more  explicit 
than  inclination  prompted.  At  last,  with 
an  air  of  sullen  resolution,  he  passed  up  to 
his  wife,  and  taking  her  hand  between  his 
own,  said  a  few  words  in  a  solemn  earnest 
tone,  but  so  low  as  not  to  be  overheard  by 
the  men;    and  then   throwing  himself  back 
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cikt  WW,  ^  fican  tlie   bride's   trim    to    the 

Qokmi  <i  W  g|8AtocB,  Y>eibre   they'll    own  the 

H^  i\ute\    WXulI,    you     mvust     1:>e     poking, 

Y^XBSf^  ^  tv^^^^g    over    oothtngy    eh  ? — 

lid  |0  t\ke  n\\,  Tom  \ — ^I'U    have    no   prying 

Y^  on  \»ud  tl\e   'Nasicy.-— ^^hatTs    under 

the  emns  fou^l  see  soom  enough,   man ! — 

10  liandft  off,  «nd  ull  clear  T^ 

^Bul  that  there  same  groan,**  cried  Long 
Tom,  dropipiQig  his  lower  jaw  in  a  way  more 
ftignifieant  than  pkeasingy — '*  I'll   rentore  my 

bible  oath,'* 

*'  And  I'll  swear/'  mattered  another,  gog- 
gling his  fiery  eyes  with  a  drunken   leer,— 

«  III  swear," 

'*  Pooh,  Tom !  belay  that  fool's  yam,  I 
tell  thee  there  was  no  groan !  — nO| — ^not  in 
the  boat  or  oat  on't! — ^No,  nor  any  sound 
for  a  chrmtian  to  hear,  but  just  a  dog's  yelp, 
or  the  whoop  of  an  oirl; — the  like's  often 
heard  in  the  Devil's  Reach,  but  what  of 
that? — Grog  gives  some  men  double   sight. 
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and  asses'  ears. — Zounds !  we  shall  have 
roasted  sucking-pigs  squeaking  on  the  table 
next  without  their  heads! — Come,  boys^  no 
more  fooling,  but  bear  a  hand  ;  — ^we'U  land 
the  cargo/' 

In  a  moment  a  sail,  which  had  been 
stretched  over  some  spars  forward,  was  up- 
lifted, and  the  cargo  appeared  ; — it  was  a 
coffin! 

Not  a  man  would  lay  a  finger  to  the 
job.  Sailors  are  superstitious  beyond  mea- 
sure ;  and  it  was  long,  with  threats  and  en- 
treaties to  boot,  before  Marlin  could  get 
them  to  assist  in  hoisting  the  coffin  from 
the  boat  to  the  court  before  the  house,  and 
no  sooner  was  this  feat  accomplished,  than 
a  new  difficulty  arose.  Mat's  comely  spouse 
was  horrified  at  the  thought  of  such  a 
guest,  and  as  the  lady  was  in  that  interest- 
ing condition,  when,  on  the  dictum  of  a 
grave  authority, 

"  Ct>inin«;  fcveiila  cast  a  shwdow  before," 


^to^«  ^*  «wsrel    mv^Vkt      lxa.ve      V>eeii, 
it  hiii  e^to^l  ^^^  ^^^^^    ^^     aa»iiage     ihe 
alarm  ot  y>i^\  *^^  ^Mwisual     palYor     of     Her 
cheeb  cAutoi^^,  ^t^^  %s  &Yie   gaz^d     ovi    the 
coffin,  tkxc  ^raa  a  tcice  scrutiny    mix^ed.   ^vkth 
doubt  and  aUioneuce   in    \ier     glamce.        A 
momenUrj  sbu&dei  passed,    and    Beemed    to 
relieve    her  bosom   of    its    \oad, — and     then, 
drawing    her   &T\e\y   moulded    figure     to    it« 
proudest  height,  a&  it  she  scorned  tier  former 
weakness,  Meg  waved  her  hand  proudly,  and 
called  aloud  to  the  men  below. 

*^  Why  stand  ye  there  like  lubbers  in  a 
stonn  ! — Up  iwith  the  coffin,  and  lodge  it  in 
the  bouse, — I  say,  hoist  the  coffin  ! — Sure 
they  that  pay  may  order? — ^Tis  the  Masters 
whim,  and  who's  afraid  1" 

To  shake  off  the  imputation  of  fear  what 
would  not  a  seanaan  dare ! — ^The  appeal  was 
beyond   its    cause,  and   their  aversion  to  the 
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undertaker's  office  was  so  iar  conquered, 
that  the  coffin  was  hoisted,  and  soon  stowed 
off;  and  then  Mat,  as  he  followed  his  wife 
into  the  bouse,  having  previously  given  the 
crew  some  necessigry  directions,  closed  the 
door,  and  shot  the  bolt  home  with  a  slam 
that  implied  he  meant  to  be  alone. 

^*  Oh,  Sir !  for  Heaven's  sake  !'*  said  the 
soft,  and  now  pleading  voice  of  Carema, 
*'  let  us  not  venture  with  those  tipsy  ruf- 
fians,— it  were  better  to  retrace  the  lane, 
yes,  were  the  darkness  and  the  distance 
twice  as  great.  Oh,  Sir  !  pray  let  them  row 
off  without  even  knowing  that  they  were 
observed, — I  would  encounter  any  danger  to 
avoid  them,— Oh,  no,  indeed   you   must  not 

call!" 

'^  Prithee,  Darling,  be  still,  and  let  me 
have  the  advice  of  mine  own  judgment.— 
The  matter  is  one,  thou  shalt  understand 
hereafter. — I  assure  thee,  all  shall  be  well :— - 
all  for  the  best." 
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10  laying,  EphTaim    descenidLedl     ^vith 

rapd  &tndeB  a  BmaU  tongiLe  of  land  that 
pjectai  \tmA^  tl^  river,  held  hxA  hands 
koUov  to  l\v&  mooihy  and    sKofited    through 

them, 

The  erf  ttwok.e  the  diatant  echoes,  and 
iras  imn^ediatdy  Tcaponded  hy  the  deep 
"^  Halloa'*  of  &e  boatmen,  aa  they  pot  about 
to  attend  V\&  bidding. 

^  Nay,  Garema,  wby  doat  thou  tremble  ? 

—I  say,  all  aball  be  ^ell.     Though  the  men 

are  tipsy,    as  thou    sayeat,    yet.   Child,    the 

ttiong  drink  ¥fiU  not  mar  their  capacity  for 

labour. — All  shall  be  well !    Nay,  were   they 

to  prove  obatreperoas,  verily,  as  I  have  been 

a  sailor,  and   a  master  of   sailors,  so  would 

I  make  the   varlets  to  lie  as  ballast  in   the 

bottom    of   ihdr    own    boat,   and    I    myself 

would  take  the  tiller^  and  guide  the  shallop 

as   far   as    our    habitation,   which,    as   thou 

knowesty  is  adjacent: — Nay^ — ^nay, — it  is  my 
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pleasure  to  be  afloat, — and,  I  say  unto  thee, 
all  shall  be  well !" 

Never,  perhaps,  was  a  pretty  foot  more 
unwillingly  pressed  on  the  gunnel  of  a  boat, 
— but  Ephraim,  though  kind,  was  positive; 
and  Carema  felt  as  if  there  was  a  destiny 
in  the  matter  that  implied  obedience.  In- 
deed, the  whole  adventure  already  hung 
strangely  on  her  mind, — ^with  a  sort  of  omi- 
nous interest, — as  something  personal, — ^as 
something,  that  hereafter  she  might  feel  but 
too  anxious  to  forget. 
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CH^FTEU  II. 


'*  Tis  &  rick  nan's  pride  \  tb«r«  haTing  erer  been 
More  Umd  a  fead,  m  strmge  antipathy « 
Bertreen  lu  and  true  gentry.*' 

MAasxwoaa. 


''Did  yoa  order  any  thing.  Sir?"  eaid  one 
of  the  waiters  at  the  Bush  Tavern  to  a 
yoang  gentleman  just  arrived  by  the  Oxf(ml 
coach.  The  question  was  put  with  an  offi- 
cious promptitude,  which  implied  a  hint  as 
to  the  '  impropriety'  of  not  having  done  so, 
— batf  if  sOf  it  was  unheeded,  and  the  gen- 
t/eroan  remaioed  with  his  eyes  poring  on  the 
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fire,  apparently  lost  in  a  profound  reverie. 
The  waiter's  second  essay  was  pitched  in  a 
louder  key,  accompanied  with  a  smirk,  and 
a  bow,  that  brought  the  white  rotundity  of 
his  well  powdered  and  pomatomed  sconce 
within  an  inch  of  the  gentleman's  chin. 
The  latter  shrinking,  instinctively,  from  the 
greasy  profanation,  answered  unconsciously, — 

u  No,— Yes." 

And  then  with  a  glance,  from  which 
the  waiter  receded  a  yard  in  respectful 
diffidence, 

**  A  glass  of  water." 

The  order  was  promptly  obeyed;  and  as 
the  stranger  silently  slipped  a  silver  coin  to* 
wards  the  knight  of  the  salver,  the  latter 
began  to  opine  that  he  w^  something  more 
than  a  look  of  pale  anxiety,  with  a  style  of 
dress,  not  shabby,  but  certainly  more  care- 
less than  elegant,  had  lead  him  to  suspect. 
All  the  comforts  of  **  mine  inn  '*  were  in 
immediate     requisition ;     fresh    coals    were 
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A  ^^^ ^  _ 


\g^  ou  tte  file  wiiik 

iDd  \k  Hcmi^  Poftt     plaeed      ^within      & 

\mpi^  distance  on  the  table, 

"  V^tet}  u  I  Viappea  to  be    a.   stranger, 
can  )oa  infona  me  if  1   woa    ^Itiin     a.   ^ralk 
oE  the  ie«&«fice  ot  Mt.  KeiiTick^    ihe    mer- 
chant" 

«'  0,  la,  S\Tr-but;'— and  the  waiter, 
Btrokuig  \tt&  c\i\i^  pomting  bis  collar,  and 
settling  \us  iea,taie&  mto  a  Binile  of  studious 
drility,  added  m  a  soft  VnmQ.uatmg  tone, — 
"  I  would  ]mi  feature  to  obeenre,  Sir^ — that, 
as  you  are  but  just  off  a  journey,  and  a 
stranger,  you  may  not  be  aware,  that  Mr. 
Ralph  Kenrick  makes  it  a  rule  nerer  so 
much  as  to  ask  a  gentleman  to  eat,  driak, 
or  sit  down  on  the  premisea." 

^  But,  I  am  a  relative,  my  good  friend, 
and  inrited." 

'<  Beg  pardon,  Sir  I — I  would  not  hare 
taken  the  liberty  of  saying  a  single  word, 
Dot  a  syllable,  only  that  the  Warehouseman 
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who  lights  the  fires,  makes  the  beds,  and 
does  all  his  little  jobs,  told  my  brother  of 
the  fact" 

*^  Let  me  have  a  grilled  chicken,  with 
a  pint  of  Madeira." — And  casting  aside  his 
roquelaure,  Frank  Blandford  ensconced  him- 
self in  a  cozie  comer,  with  the  philosophical 
resolution,  that  come  what  might,  the  pre- 
sent hour  at  least  should  not  be  unprofi- 
tably  spent. 

'^  What !"  thought  Frank,  while  adding 
a  second  dash  of  Harrey's  sauce  to  qualify 
the  cayenne  and  mushroom,  ''  Impossible ! 
— ^That  Uncle  Kenrick,  a  man,  warm  in  the 
possession  of  thousands,  who  will  pocket 
'  a  plum,' — and  to  judge  by  his  own  letter, 
haughty  as  a  nabob  !  That  he,  of  all  men, 
should  wallow  in  these  inexpressible  mean- 
nesses !  a  '  warehouseman'  to  light  fires, 
make  beds,  and  do  all  his  jobs !  good  Hea- 
vens !    impossible ! 

With    crashed    affections,    and    thwarted 
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^0/^  for  Pnni's  Father    Ikad    recently   died 

in  the  Vest  l&d\eA>   and    liis    Uncle's    letter 

\i\i  vmnnMmed  \x\m  from   Oxford    virith.  little 

fTOsped  of   lelurmng     to      ihe     UmTeraity, 

fr^erebe\i^filTead^  gamed  distiDCtion;  sur- 

nuses  svLcli  %a  l^iese,   were    anything    rather 

than  fleasing  antici^tions. 

The  chicken  bad  been  bandaomely  dis- 
patched,  and  the  leading  article  of  a  second 
Morning  Paper  carefully  digested,  before 
Frank  had  achieved  quantum  wff.  o(  reso- 
lution to  Yentnre  out  on  the  intended  visity 
— «nd  afler  all,  he  arranged  to  leave  his 
trunks  at  the  Bash,  as  a  ready  excuse  for 
withdrawing,  should  a  retreat  appear  ad- 
▼isable. 

After   threading   streets    bustling,   dingy, 

cramped,  and   dirty  as  the   closer   parts   of 

London,  Frank  emerged  on  'The   Back,'  a 

huge  open  space   in  the  heart  of  the  city, 

with  a  brY>ad    sheet  of  water   in  the  centre 

roL,  I-  ^ 
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thronged  with  shipping)  and  bounded  hy 
ranges  of  lofty  warehouses:  here  a  few  in- 
quiries soon  conducted  him  to  Mr.  Kenrick's 
counting-house,  and  he  paused  a  moment  to 
reconnoitre. 

The  building  in  question  was  carried  out 
in  a  gloomy  court,  on  one  side  of  a  large 
store;  the  windows  high  and  barred,  and 
just  within  the  wicket,  a  huge  dog  was 
chained,  as  an  additional  security.  On  ad- 
vancing towards  the  door,  Cerberus  plunged 
and  barked  with  terrific  yiolence,  and  from 
a  sense  of  personal  insecurity,  Frank  knocked 
hastily  and  loudly.  The  dog,  half  throttled 
with  exertion,  now  growled  hoarsely,  as  he 
stretched  his  fanged  jaws  forward,  with  con- 
vulsive efforts.  The  clang  of  the  heavy  iroa 
knocker  pealed  in  hollow  reverberations  louder 
and  louder,  and  Frank  felt  his  bosom  swell 
with  uneasy  forebodings,  that  such  a  wel- 
come could  have  no  happy  issue. 

The  door  was  at  last  partially  opened  by 
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ihm  swAiy  ftgoxe    of   &    man,    wearing  a 
Uick  v^iQii  ^Ad  canvna  sleeves. 

"  Step  in,  S\t,— quick  I — or  th^  wind  will 
bhw  oot  the  Ug\iC* 

Sach  mB  the  fellow's  unceremonioas  greet* 
Vxhg*,  «Dd  fiibxniaing  the  door,  he  turned  roand 
to  show  the  way.      Presently,  on  pawiog  a 
large  empty  office,  be  muttered, — 

**  Cleiks  all  gone ; — Master  has  them  clear 
off  the  erening  work  in  the  morning : — saves 
a  power  of  candles,  and  makes  the  chaps  all 
the  sharper/' 

On  arriving  at  a  second  door,  he  gave  a 
tap,  which  was  answered  from  within  by  a 
slight  stamp,  when  the  surly  varlet  threw  it 
open,  and  thrastiog  his  bald  head  forward, 
said  gruffly^ — 

**  Sir,  the  young  man's  come,  that  was 
looked  for  : '' —  when,  immediately  tuniii^ 
back,  he  left  Frank  to  make  his  entrSe  at 
discretion. 

The  chamber  was  large  and  desolate,  half 
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furnished  with  old  fashioned  lumber,  and  lit- 
tered up  and  down  with  ranges  of  dusty  books, 
account  files,  and  heaps  of  paper.  A  small 
table  near  the  fire,  with  a  single  candle,  and 
a  high  awkward  desk  in  a  far  comer,  were 
the  first  objects  that  met  the  eye. 

Frank  had  advanced  to  the  centre  of  the 
room,  which  still  seemed  empty,  when  the 
creaking  of  a  shoe  caught  his  attention,  and, 
looking  back,  he  saw  his  uncle  standing  half 
behind  the  door,  and  watching  him  with  a 
glance  of  such  consummate  craft,  as  at  any 
other  time  might  have  provoked  a  smile,  but, 
to  a  heart  yearning  with  the  affections  of  a 
relative,  was  abhorrent  and  repulsive* 

"  My  nephew  Blandford  ! — what,  you  did 
not  see  that  the  old  man  was  waiting  to  re* 
ceive  you,  eh  ? — you  are  welcome.*'  And  he 
held  out  his  hand,  but  with  a  frigid,  ceremo- 
nious air,  that  denied  the  words. 

Frank's  thoughts  were  of  the  angel  mo- 
ther long  no  more,  but  whose  image  rose  in 


beaoiy  With  the  recollections    of    his    child- 
hood, erai  aa  the  memory   of  a.  dream.     This 
stranger  vres  W    bTOther,     and     his    heart 
warmed  ^th  aa  affection    tHat    could   not — 
would  not,  be  convuiced    of   its    defeat     He 
might  eren  bave  stammered    out   some  such 
exf resnoni,  vAien  KeDrick.   repelled  every  ten- 
der feebng,  and  froze  the   iLindling  pulses  of 
emotioQ  as  they  bounded  from  his  heart. 

"  The  coach  was  in  four  hours  ^o, — but 
Mr.  Bhmdford  has  been  better  occupied: — 
Very  well,  very  right : — the  coffee  was  ready 
at  six,  but  time  matters  not,  except  in  affairs 
of  business, — ^yes,  it  is  still  warm."  And  so 
saying,  Kemick  ponred  out  two  cups,  and 
turning  his  chair  round  so  as  to  face  the  fire, 
he  sat  down,  to  the  enjoyment  of  his  own  with 
the  indifference  of  an  old  acquaintance. 

Though  half  cold,  the  coffee  was  richly 
flavoured,  and  this  circumstance,  trifling  as  it 
was,  gave  consolation,  as  it  seemed  tp  imply,^ 
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that  the  old  gentleman,  however  crusty,  was 
not  altogether  so  penurious  as  reported. 

With  the  hope  of  thawing  the  ice  some- 
what further,  Frank  now  presented  a  letter 
from  his  late  tutor  at  Brazennose. 

"Ah  ! — what !  We  will  call  this  your  *  in- 
Toice/  Mr.  Blandford  ;  very  well,  rery  right." 
And  with  these  words  the  letter  was  laid  down 
with  the  seal  unbroken,  until  another  cup 
of  coffee  had  been  duly  sugared,  creamed, 
and  drunk. 

"  Humph ! — ^  Indefatigable  perseverance  P — 
Very  well,  very  right. — '  Keen  relish  for  the 
elegancies  of  classical  literature  /'—Fiddle  dee, 
fiddle  dum  ! — *  High  sense  of  honour  ^"^^  per^ 
feet  probity  * — Fudge  ! — ^A  pretty  letter,  young 
man  ;  very  pretty ! — but  we  old  ones  know  all 
about  it!  The  thinnest  bubbles  shine  the 
brightest,  and  burst  the  soonest;  all  cha- 
racters are  very  well  till  they  are  found  out! 
Come,  come,  don't  take  the  trouble  to  look 
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pile  aad  foolish,  we    sliall    agree    very  well, 

^  vdl;  I  dou't   ex^pect    any   thing  out  of 

^  way.  Yoar  mother  ne^er  Icnew^  the  worid : 

lad  a  silly  infktoatkm  people  call  '  generosity ' 

^ 'finefeding/     Pooli  !    she  inras  as  unlike 

n^sapottiblel     Ah!    she  laad   no  concentra- 

tm  o/mindy— -no  '  instinct  *   to  her  own  inte* 

TesL    Yet  she  married   M^eU  and  early ;  pretty 

giik  often  do ;  men,  lilLe  children,  choose  their 

toys  for   1]he   paint     and     ▼amisb,    not   the 

iralue  I " 

Prank  fdt  his   face   finsh   with  impatient 

scorn;  and  something    indiscreet  might  have 

escaped  bis  lips,  had  not  his  uncle  suddenly 

rung  the  bell,  and,  after  due  enquiries,  sent 

his  lactotnm  Peter  for  the  baggage. 

"  Nephew,  you  'will  reside  with  me  for  the 
fotnre.  So  much  was  not  expressed  by  letter, 
no,  nor  was  it  needful.  I  am  aware  that  some 
other  arrangement  might  hare  been  preferred  : 
hot    we   will    not    talk  of  that,  the    subject 
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might  prove  onplcasant;  and,  besides,  it  is 
altogether  useieas.  Having  maturely  fonned 
a  resolotioD,  it  is  a  rule  with  me  never  to  re- 
sign it ;  no !  nor  do  I  ever  ai^e  questions 
with  men  who  are  my  'juniors/  I  say  this. 
Nephew,  to  win  the  obedience  I  have  autho- 
rity to  enforce, — for  remember.  Sir,  that  your 
father's  will  has  given  me  the  necessary  legal 
power  during  your  minority.  No,  no,  you  need 
not  say  a  word,  not  a  syllable !  I  grant,  that 
he  did  not  contemplate  the  step  I  am  about 
to  take,  but  what  of  that  ?  It  is,  Mr.  Bland- 
ford,  for  your  benefit,  for  your  direct  advan- 
tage ;  and  as  a  conscientious  man,  acting 
under  the  leadings  of  grace,  and  regardless  of 
worldly  reproach,  I  say  it  must, — ^it  shall  be 
so!" 

To  the  high  spirited  and  polished  Bland- 
ford,  the  daring  abruptness  of  this  language 
was  so  extraordinary,  as  to  render  it  incom- 
prehensible.    It  was  the  menace  of  a  jailer 
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Wks  the  Btabble, — mark    me,   to  tread  down 
vbl  opposes,  and   gather    tbe   useful   for  our 
own  %d^uitage ;  but  remember,    to   leave  no- 
&mg  m  eicknge  I     Well,  weU,  ipre  will  speak 
mun;  \  We  matters   abroad    for    to-night, 
tOQC^  ^tlie  canae,' — a  pincb   of  tbe  salt  of 
die  eixth,  u  a  man  migbt    say,  inrill  be  ga- 
theied  m  a  ooroer.    Well,  I   sball   not  return 
till  late,  but  you  V\ti  remember,  'Nephew,  that 
Peter  m\\  \)e  \iere  to  attend    your   biddings. 
Ah !  there  ia  one  thing  else,  for  it  might  be 
too  kte  in  &e  monung.     I  mean  as  touching 
t  Mr.  Hagglestone,— Ephraim  Hagglestone, — 
a  Qoaker.    He  wub  one  of  the  late  firm  before 
I  took  the  concern  into  my  own  hands;    he 
has  still  some  capital  embarked,  and  wanders 
in  and  ont  as  a  stray  dog  in  a  fair.     But  re- 
member, he  is  not  in  my  confidence :    no  :— 
and  when  you  visit  at  his  house,  for  it  is  a 
thing  I  cannot  well  refuse,  bear  this  in  mind, 
—I  will  have  no  intanglements  with  his  ward, 
no  love  fooleries !    The  girl  has  fascination, 
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80  has  the  serpent !    Weli^  well, — Peter  will 
soon  be  here.    Good  night.^ 

As  Kenrick  left  the  room,  the  very  square- 
ness of  his  long-backed  erect  figure,  and  the 
measured  firmness  of  his  quick,  yet  almost 
noiseless  tread,  seemed  significant  of  the  so- 
lidity, harshness,  and  rapacity  of  his  mind. 
Frank  felt  that  any  idea  of  companionship 
with  such  a  being  wovld  be  absurd ;  and  yet, 
the  first  feelings  of  chagrin  and  aversion  were 
strangely  deadened,  nay,  almost  forgotten. 
The  fact  was,  though  Blandford  was  himself 
unconscious  of  it,  that  the  reliance  his  Uncle 
seemed  ready  to  stake  on  his  skill  in  matters 
secret,  and  of  moment,  with  the  rising  pride 
of  taking  a  leading  part  in  a  business  so  ex* 
tensive,  had  charmed  him  intoforgetfulness* 
In  a  wofd,  Blandford^s  'ambition*  was  awa- 
kened, and  amlMtion  in  the  bosom  of  a  young 
man  of  talent  is  often  as  dangerous,  and  far 
more  alluring,  than  the  blandishments  of  plea- 
sure. 


i)j^  &e  totmcW  of   b.    gn^TdiskOy    and 

Pnnl  %tj»A  ^OT  «om^    Becoiid«    actually    as-* 

toQDife&,  ^1^  on  \i\6  Uncle  wiik\  fixed  eyes 

anl  cbfi\^  \^aiid«,  Vtefore   t.\ie    simple    fact 

occuned  \o  \»&  ididA,  noT  iwaa    it  very  pleas* 

ing  yftm  *\l  did,  -vix.  t]bat  \ii&    volition  was 

kgdibf  sosjesAfid,  aad  ibat  Tesiatance  woald 

bat  betoi^  U&  ^fajkaewi. 

With  ttuft  nAecdon^  Belf-conunaiid  and 
Mmafcy  letonied,  «iid  lus  eyes  met  those  of 
hn  impenoQB  Te\ative  vritli  a  glance  of  moral 
taperiority,  frank  vrViicli  the  otber  quailed. 

Aft  the  wary  angler,  who  finds  his  rod 
OTobent  with  a  heavy  fish,  gives  line  with  a 
ready  hand,  and  then  holds  gingerly,  lest 
strakes  too  sudden  might  set  the  captive 
ftee,  so  Kenrick  began  to  feel  that  it  was 
time  to  temporize,  and  that  a  word  might  place 
a  golf  between  himself  and  his  excited  ward 
that  no  after  policy  could  recover. 

<'  Nephew,  blont  Honesty  loves  to  cast  in 

c2 
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the  shadows  of  the  picture  first : — and,  after 
all,  a  residence  with  your  old  Uncle  may  not 
prove  so  dull  as  you  imagine.  At  least,  you 
know  it  will  be  for  your  own  advantage, 
and  when  a  needful  probationary  season  has 
elapsed,  if  you  win  my  confidence,  let  me  tell 
you,  that  there  are  points  in  my  business  that, 
had  I  a  skilful  assistant,  would  lead  to  splen- 
did results !  You  need  not  fag  with  the  clerks ; 
no,  no,  I  would  rather  have  you  prove  my 
second  self,  to  direct,  to  order,  and  arrange. 
Above  all,  you  should  make  yourself  familiar 
with  the  continental  languages.  Hark'ee, 
Nephew,  I  have  agencies  abroad,  of  which 
the  hirelings  of  my  counting  house  have  no 
idea,  not  a  glimpse  \  nor  would  I  have  them. 
Well,  well — we  will  talk  of  that  another  time, 
but  in  the  mean  while,  Blandford,  look  to 
this: — I  must  have  you  avoid  all  close  inti- 
macies, which  fools  call  '  friendships  ! '  It  is 
well  to  mingle  with  society  as 'the  gleaner 
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If  Blandfoid  found  the  attendaiice  of  Peter 
not  pieciady  the  mimatiatioa  calculated  to 
iosfiie  the  coDfidence  that  leads  to  comfort, 
or  to  leaTC  him  in  the  vein  to  conjure  up  the 
crowning  zest  of  **  hacheloia'  fare  ;**  if,  but 
in  day  dreams  of  the  past,  when  the  glass 
shone  brighter  for  the  lips  that  pressed  it. 
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Peter  harried  on,  and,  baving  arriTed  at  the 
far  end,  opened  the  narrow  door,  and  hold* 
ing  up  the  candle,  exhibited  the  bed  withiiL 
Frank  stood  confounded  with  astonishment! 
a  second  thongbt,  bowerer,  seemed  to  set  the 
matter  right. 

**  What !  you  are  showing  me  your  own 
room,  Peter !  I  suppose  my  Unde  places  yoa 
here,  as  a  guard  upon  the  property?" 

**  A    guard !  "-—and    the   fellow,    smiling^ 

showed    bis    teeth    in    silent    derision.    ''A 

goard  ! — ^No,    Sir,   Master    knows   better  ; — 

if  so  be  that  thieres  got  on  the  wrong  side 

of  these  locks^  whoever  slept  here  woold  be 

little    baulk!  —  I  guess,  they'd  just  slit  his 

gullet,    and    leave    him  to    whistle    through 

the  hole! — This  room  be  youm.  Sir." 

"Ibis!  this  infernal  kennel!" 

"  '  Kennel ! ' —  Lord    love   ye, —  Master 

says  that  '  every  dog  knows  his  own,' — ^you 

called  it  'my  place*  just  now.  Sir!    Master 

nys  it's  snug  as  a  wren's  nest    Ay,  ay,  he's 
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and  kindling  blushes  on  lovely  cheeks  grew 
deeper  than  the  rosy  tinted  wine; — ^if  these 
fire  side  delights  were  wanting,  the  aspect 
of  his  dormitory  was  something  worse. 

The  bed  room,  if  such  it  might  be  termed, 
was  absolutely  nothing  more  than  a  sort  of 
square  box,  partitioned  off  with  naked  deals 
from  the  second  flat,  or  floor  of  the  ware- 
house. The  place  was  originally  intended  for 
the  office  of  a  book-keeper,  and  was  a  sorry 
hole  even  for  such  a  purpose. 

As  Peter  showed  the  way,  coughing  with 
the  cold,  and  sheltering  the  light  with  his 
hand  to  guard  it  from  the  wind,  the  wide 
and  indistinct  space  of  the  flat,  half  lost  in 
shadow,  and  here  and  there*  built  up  from 
floor  tp  ceiling  with  goodly  sacks,  casks,  and 
bales  of  merchandise,  had  withal  an  air  of 
opulence,  rude,  but  substantial  ;•  it  was  the 
gold  of  commerce  in  its  native  mine !  and 
Frank  thought  of  the  Arabian  Tales,  Knd  of 
the  riches  of  Damascus.    In  the  mean  while 
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Stilly  as  be    sat    fancying  figures  in  the 

fire,  and  striving    to    persuade   himself  that 

habit  might    eTentnally  render    the   desolate 

chamber  around  e^en  something  like  a  home, 

an  annoying   irksomeness   remained,  and   he 

was  but  too  happy  to  be  disturbed  from  these 

melancholy  musings  by  the  rude  rattling  of 

the  luggage,   as  Peter    let  it    down    rather 

roughly  at  his  side,  and  then  without  a  word 

retired. 

A  second  summons  brought  back  this 
most  forbidding  of  all  servitors.  On  the 
order,  too,  Peter  re-appeared  a  second  time 
with  supper,  viz.  a  prime  Stilton  and  Burton 
ale ;  and  here,  again,  was  consolation,  for 
these  viands  spoke  well  of  his  uncle's  menage, 
and  they  happened  to  be  Blandford's  fancy; 
but  still  there  was  something  in  the  eye  of 
the  surly  Peter,  as  he  came  and  went  with 
the  glum  self-importance  of  a  verger  on  duty, 
that  did  not  please  him  half  so  well. 
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"  Hang  the  fellow,"  thought  Frank,  "  it 
is  the  very  look,  the  same  malicious  leer, 
with  which  a  graceless  urchin  views  the  bird 
just  limed,  doubting  if  he  shall  keep  the 
pretty  trembler  caged, — or  twist  its  little 
neck." 
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Peter  harried  on,  and,  baving  arrived  at  the 

far  end|  opened  the    narrow    door,  and  hold- 

iog  up  the  candle,  exhibited  the  bed  within. 

Prank  giooA  confounded    ^prith    astonishment! 

a,  second  thought,  however,  seemed  to  set  the 

matter  right. 

"What I  you  are  showing  me  your  own 
room, Peter!  I  suppose  my  Unde  places  you 
here,  as  a  guard  upon  the  property  ?'* 

^  A    guard  I " — and     the    fellow,    smiling, 

showed  lus    teeth    in    silent    derision.    ''  A 

goard  \ — 19o,    Sir,   Master    knows   better  ;»• 

it  so  be  that  thieves  got  on  the  wrong  side 

of  these  locks,  whoever  slept  here  would  be 

httle   baulk!  —  I  guess,  they'd  just  slit  his 

gullet,   and   leave    him  to    whistle    through 

the  hole! — This  room  be  youm.  Sir.** 

''This!  this  infernal  kennel!" 

"  '  Kennel ! '  —  Lord    love    ye,  —  Master 

sap  that  '  every  dog  knows  his  own,' — ^you 

called  it  'my  place*  just  now.  Sir!    Master 

says  it's  snug  as  a  wren's  nest.    Ay,  ay,  he's 
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all  for  feeling,  and  cares  no  more  for  look, 
than  a  beggarman  for  woollen  rags  in  sum- 
mer !  You'll  find  warm  bedding,  and  all  bran 
new,  I  guess,  Sir.  A  kennel!"  —  And  still 
muttering  'kennel !'  and  coughing,  away  went 
Peter,  leaving  Frank  to  his  own  conclusions. 

The  inside  of  the  ''  wren's  nest "  was  little 
abetter  than  the  out  Some  of  the  conve- 
niences of  the  toilet  were  there,  indeed,  but 
the  low  oaken  bedstead  was  without  hang- 
ings, and  though  the  high  window  was  glazed, 
(the  others  in  the  flat  were  open  gratings,)  it 
had  neither  blind  nor  curtain.  Still  Peter  was 
right  in  the  essential  article  of  ''feeling;" 
the  bed  was  capital,  and  Frank  soon  fell 
asleep. 

In  the  faculty  of  sleeping  soundly,  few 
could  excel  Frank  Blandford,  but  now  he 
was  sadly  at  fault ;  whether  it  were  from  the 
recent  whirl  of  travel,  or  that  the  scent  of 
the  pimento,  large  stores  of  which,  with  other 
spices,  lay  in  the  adjoining  flat;  was  it  this 
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or  that,  Frank  dreamt  more  than  a  lore-fiick 
nmiden  ivbo  sleepB  ^tb  a.  mutton  shank  be- 
neath her  piUow* 

Under  the   wand    of    IMLorphenSi   he   was 
Bgun  at  Oxford,  in   the   midst  of  a  glorious 
jdMcation,  given   in    celebration  of  his  own 
depaTtnte.    Wit  and  claret  were  in  the  ascen- 
dant, ^hen  jnst  as   his    old  chum,  the  Hon. 
Bob  Langton,  gave    a    mock   oration  to  his 
espedai  honour,  and  dashed  it  here  and  there 
with  sundry  Utile  anecdotes,  that  at  last  pro- 
voked a  general  burst  of  the  old  song, 

«<  Gxcen  grow  the  nisbet  O !" 

the  scene  changed,  suddenly  as  the  glancing 
of  a  felling  star,  and  Frank  was  following  his 
poor  Father's  funeral  in  the  West  Indies, 
where  he  had  never  been. 

The  other  mourners,  or  mummers,  for,  as 
is  too  usual  on  such  occasions,  the  first  word 
was  a  sad  misnomer,  were  talking  ribaldry, 
and  smoking  as  they  sauntered  forward,  when. 
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just  as  the  black  half-naked  grave-diggers 
received  the  coffin  to  lodge  it  in  its  narrow 
cell,  the  lid  fell  off,  and  instead  of  a  pallid 
festering  corpse,  out  tumbled  an  endless  shower 
of  doubloons.  Thousands  on  thousands,  chink- 
ing and  rattling,  they  rolled  into  the  grave, 
its  dark  sides  crumbling  with  their  weight. 
And  then  all  but  himself  seemed  sinking 
through  a  hollow  void  of  utter  darkness,  into 
a  viewless  bottomless  abyss; — and  Frank  felt 
his  heart  swell,  and  his  brain  grow  dizzy,  for 
a  voice  as  from  the  air  whispered, 

''  Thou  art  alone, — ^penniless,  and  as  a 
vagabond  on  the  earth." 

Then  all  without  and  within  became  con« 
fused  and  indistinct,  but  still  accompanied 
with  a  horrible  sensation,  as  if  the  orbs  of  sight 
were  pressing  back  upon  the  brain.  As  sud- 
denly, and  strangely,  rich  strains  of  melody 
arose; — ^in  the  dim  chaos  of  the  mind,  revi- 
sitings  of  light  appeared,  and  as  they  strength- 
ened, they  seemed  to  reveal  the  verdant  fields 
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of  C\inst  C\i\xTc\i.       TVie    TAelloiiring    vapours 

of  a  ^aim  nutoianai    evening    hung    gently 

m  the  di&Uoce,   wlkile     tbroiigli    the   umbra* 

geous  foliftige  lYie  rays    of   a.  gorgeous  sunset 

streamed  m  ^irid  sho^wers    of    golden   arrowy 

light,  pamtiag  iVie  darkly    beaTing  river  with 

streaks  of  an  ainber   tint ; — then  flashing  on 

the  swifUy  gliding  boats,    or    resting  in  full 

eSulgeuce  oa  tlie  moving    groups,  in    which 

like   g&y  diversities  of    female   costume   con- 

tnustedi  finely  with  the  grave  monastic  habits 

of  the  gownsmen. 

A  moment  passed,  and  then  a  long  wild 
shriek  was  heard;  in  the  next,  a  lovely  girl, 
panting  for  breath,  was  struggling  in  a  stran* 
ger's  grasp.  Her  efforts  were  vain  as  violent, 
and  presently  she  was  forced  into  a  boat.  Her 
last  glance  fell  on  Blandford,  with  an  imploring 
look  of  agony  that  smote  him  to  the  heart. 
The  vessel  shot  forward,  swift  as  an  arrow, 
and,  in  the  spirit  of  his  dream,  Blandford  still 
followed : — now   he  gained   upon  the   chasej 
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struggling  and  staggering  beneath  a  press  of* 
canvas,  and  a  small  white  hand  seemed  to  wave 
a  signal  from  her  shrouds; — again  the  flyings 
sea-boat  grew  dim  to  a  faint,  and  moving 
shadow; — ^then  cries  and  broken  sobs  were 
heard  : — a  moment,  and  that  delicate  hand 
was  clasped  in  his; — a  wannth,  a  life,  a  pres- 
sure, shot  delicious  magic  through  his  veins ! — 
and  then,  as  suddenly  as  strangely,  it  hung 
all  cold,  and  clammy,  as  the  touch  of  death. 

'^  The  devil  dumfounder  thee,  for  an  over- 
blown swaggering  swab, — I  tell  thee.  Jack,  the 
Revenue  Cutter,  or  the  King's  Sloop  to  boot, 
had  tacked  till  doomsday,  though  the  black 
fiend  had  cuned  the  wheel  himself!  without 
clawing  the  wind  a  cable's  length,  on  the 
Blowzy  Bess,  ay,  certain  as  the  sea  is  salt,  but, 
that  the  old  Skipper  lay  stark  and  stiff  in  his 

own  hammock ! — The  jolly  dogs  in  the  bilboes 
knew  right  well  how  to  run  a  cargo;  but, 
for  handling  the  Blowzy  Bess  in  a  high  sea, 
for  coaxing  the  varment  up  on  the  wind's 
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eje, tke Skipper  «Dd  noae  else,  ^vms  tlie  man! 

H  poor  (^0^,  he*s  dead,  and.  she^s  taken  ; 

vA  tot  the  \Mt,  %1\  the  better  ssiy   I, — 'twere 

tltogfttber  umnlui^l,    for     the     one     to    keep 

s&oaJt,  and  I'o^ev  Biraaded. ^Lord  !      it   waf 

a  \ieantiM  %vf^\.  ta  see  ho^r  he'd  lay  her  off 

in  ^  ftqoaW,  ui&  t^ien  bTing  lier  up  snug  and 

easy,  nbea  tlie  g;ale  came    steady  ;   and  she 

the  \iiiaaey,  «i\  tVie  ^Yiiley  as  if  she  knew  her 

master,  gave  a  «\&ake  and  a  lurch,  and  then 

fiew  ahead  like  a  Tccket  I — the  water  parting, 

flying,  ftaahing,  and  whizzing  from  her  bottom 

all  in  a  glow,  like  aheets  of  flaming  fire ! — I 

tell  thee.  Jack,  Hwaa  a  sight  to  warm  the 

cocUes  of  yonr  heart ;         but  he's  cold,  and 

ahe*s  taken ; — but,  as  I  said  afore,  let's  have 

no  brag  of  that*     Zounds,  man !  you  might 

as  well  boast  of  harpooning  the  whale's  silly 

calf,   when    the   mother  fish   lies   with   her 

white  belly  up  and  dryii^  in  the  wind! — ^I 

tell  thee.  Jack,  you  may  crack  the  'hollow 

nut'  for  me ! — I  say  it's  no  brag  yet !— •" 
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How  much  of  this  reached  the  ear  of 
Frank,  it  were  difficult  to  say,  but  the  first 
words  broke  through  the  magic  of  the  dream, 
and,  starting  up  in  bed,  he  Ustened  with  no 
very  pleasing  recollections  of  Peter's  delicate 
hint, — of  whistling  through  a  slit  in  the  gul* 
let 

"  It  is  a  smuggler  at  least,*'  thought  Frank, 
— ^'  and  probably  a  thief,  or  what  the  deuce 
brings  him  here? — and  then  these  gentry- 
are  rather  too  well  accomplished  in  the  use 
of  cold  iron,  to  make  the  incident  agreeable.*' 

The  light  of  a  lantern  just  then  shone 
through  the  chinks  and  slits  of  the  deal  par- 
tition, and  the  rumbling  crash  of  heavy 
weights  in  motion  was  heard  from  without. 
This  last  sound  dissolved  the  charm ;  thieves 
would  have  been  more  circumspect,  and  Frank 
very  properly  concluded,  that  what  he  had 
heard  was  nothing  more  than  the  conversa- 
tion of  some  men,  who  were  come  to  work 
at  an  early  hour;    still  the  allusions  to  the 
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inda  of  the  ^  free  trade*  vrere  not  quite  what 
he  m^i  \iave  %xit\cVpated  on  the  premises 
ot  \Ka  unde,  and  \ie   felt  liis    curiosity  awa* 

^?T\ck  me  oS  tlioae   same   cotton  bales, 
fiOA  fouteeii  to  Mty.     Twaa  all  chance  that 
I  \eft  PVIl  mVh  the  ni^t  tide ; — not  a  soul 
in  Bnstoil  knows  o€  the  30b,  and  yet  there's 
many,  ViW  chirrup  \ond  enough,  to  hear  that 
the  Blofpxy    Bess    is    nabbed    at    last! — her 
ninQing,  rsn  the  length  of  many  a  purse :  not 
that  'twas  ever  proved,  but  the  Skipper  had 
the  knack  of  playing  the  honest  trader,  smug* 
gler,  prirateer,  or  pirate, — just  as  the   wea- 
ther irane  of  fancy  pointed :  and  sure  enough, 
the  Blowzy  Bess   was  as  prime  a  bottom  for 
the  game^  as  erer  man  would  wish  to  put  his 
foot  in." 

The  fellow's  comrade  made  some  jeering 
reply,  but  the  noise  of  his  work  rendered  it 
indistinct;  and  from  some  broken  sentences 
diat  followed,  Frank  learnt  little  more  than 

D 
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that  most  probablyi  the  man  who  bad  ex- 
pressed BO  much  interest  in  the  fate  of  the 
Blowzy  Bess,  at  some  time  might  have  served 
on  board  her,  a  matter  of  little  moment,  even 
as  it  regaided  bis  own  cfaaracteri  as  in  most 
seaports,  many  a  prime,  and  '  honest  hand,' 
(in  the  common  sense  of  the  phrase)  may  be 
found  who  haa  done  the  same. 

The  rapid  advance  of  the  dawning  light, 
and  the  increasing  stir  below,  now  seemed  to 
bint,  that  it  might  be  as  well  to  dress,  early 
as  it  was ;  for  any  expectation  of  a  morning 
nap,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  such  a  din, 
could  only  prove  an  illusion. 

The  sitting  room  appeared  more  utterly 
blank  and  unsocial  by  daylight,  than  when 
wrapt  in'  the  glooms  of  evening.  Mr.  Ken- 
rick  was  aleeady  at  breakfast,  and  a  lurking 
smile  of  apf>robation  passed  over  his  counte- 
nance, at  the  unexpected  entrance  of  his  ne- 
phew. 

''Very  well,   very  right  I — To   be   afore- 
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^i^vrjt^  the  day,  young  man^  let  me  tell  yoo, 
is  the  way  U>  inake  a  premium    on   time  ! — 
^I^aA^  \nx^ia  "ptOTe  long  gains  ! — Stop,   Pe- 
\tt\-4oinft  moT^  dry  toast,  and  ttarkee,  two 
Vffi&dsQKutWVcaUfcoinihealLipp^red  salmon. 
k  Y^aa^  i&omvQ^  wYiet  ibat,   Nephew,  for  a 
dainty  stomach,— ay,  and  a  famous  hold*fiut 
for  a  stroDg  erne  too  \    that  is  at  least,  as  I 
take  it,  quab&ed  ^th   a   glass    of    '  double 
stout,*  just  a  &ing\e  gla&s  to    keep    oat  the 
fog,  whidi  steals  ap  m  the  chill  of  the  dawD, 
from  die  coppery  acorn  of  the  docks ;   for  no- 
tice, Nephew,  1  always  take  a  lark's  peep  at 
the  shipping,  just  to  set  the  Uzy  swabs  on 
the  stir,  and  gire  oat  orders  for  the  day.*' 

Gratified  by  his  ancle's  good  humour, 
and  with  the  hope  of  increasing  it,  Frank  be- 
gan to  relate  the  news  that  he  had  accident- 
ally learnt  from  the  conversation  he  had  over- 
beard  in  the  morning,  bat  for  awhile,  he  spoke 
unheeded. 

was  sitting,    or    rather  baking 
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with  extended  knees  before  a  huge  fire,  slip- 
ping ever  and  anon  betwixt  his  teeth,  little 
dainty  dice-like  bits  of  skippered  salmon,  and 
sucking  them  down  with  the  satisfactory  click 
of  a  true  gourmand,  his  eyelids  half  closed, 
and  all  the  endowments  of  the  inward  man 
in  due  obeyance  to  the  masticating  organs 
and  their  accessories :— when,  as  Frank  named 
the  Blowzy  Bess,  with  some  little  emphasis, 
his  uncle's  eyes  grew  suddenly  dilated,  and 
in  a  moment  they  were  fixed  upon  him  with 
aa  expression  that  he  knew  not  how  to  con- 
strue. 

Had  a  8almon4K)ne  unluckily  crossed  his 
throat,  had  it  slipt  the  wrong  way? — ^was  he 
choking?  Frank  absolutely  thought  so,  and, 
incontinently,  held  out  a  glass  of  porter.  In 
the  excitement  of  suiprise,  Kenrick  as  incon- 
tinently capsized  it,  by  an  involuntary  exten- 
sion of  the  dexter  ann«  The  contents  were 
spilt  upon  the  fire,  a  smothering  cloud  of 
steam,  smd^e,  and  ashes  burst  from  the  hiss- 
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tmW%,  vA  \xylk  ^parlies   started    to  their 

^X«Uk^iD3m,^owB^UMan,*' — exclaimed  Ken- 
rick,  in  a  mvEDb&Qg  diBCOQcerted  tone,  and 
nibbiDg  the  scattered  siautB  completely  over 
hk  &ce  and  fore\iead,  aa  lie  Btrove  to  wipe 
them  off  with  his  open  band, — ^*  Young  man, 
of  what  report  did  yon  apeak  ? — ^it  caonot  be : 
no>  DO^  there  is  Bome  mistake/' 

**  Very  likely.  Sir." — ^Frank's  voice  was 
aliiK»t  inaudible  from  inTolimtary  laoghter  at 
his  uncle's  grotesque  appearance, — **  I  only 
heard  of  it  by  accident,  and  mentioned  it 
under  the  idea  that  you  would  be  glad  to 
hear  of  the  capture.'' 

*'  Glad !— oh  yes,  certainly ! — ^very  glad." 
And,  clenching  his  teeth,  Kenrick  forced  a 
snarlish  smile, — *'  The  Blowzy  Bess  laid  hold 
of, — good  !  ha,  ha,  excellent !  But  then  the 
surprise  i  I  tell  you  what.  Nephew,  had  a 
burning  shell  fell  whizzing  through  the  roof, 
it  had  been  to  this  as  nothing !    Captured  i 
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How,  in  the  name  of  Beelzebub  ?  CaptuTed ! 
Why,  there  was  not  a  cruiser,  not  so  much 
as  a  cutter,  on  the  coast !  The  Skipper  dead, 
and  neither  hanging  nor  fighting  in  the  mat- 
ter !  Pooh,  boy,  it  must  be  a  joke ;  the  thing 
were  impossible  !  **  And,  dropping  into  his 
chair,  Kenrick  for  awhile  sat  motionless. 

''  Peter  !  off, — ^make  haste !  and  fetch  me 
Marlin, — Mat  Marlin ;  a  trusty  pilot.  Nephew, 
whom  I  employ,  he  shall  tell  me  all.  But 
there  is  one  thing, — Nephew,  did  you  happen 
to  hear,  '  were  there  any  papers  found  V  was 
there  any  —  any  discovery  ?  " 

**  Cannot  say.  Sir,  the  fellow  did  not  seem 
to  know  himself;  and  to  change  the  subject, 
may  I  inquire  if  the  documents  relative  to 
my  father's  property  are  duly  come  to  hand ; 

^^^  ♦ 

the  West  Indian  agent,  a  man,  I  am  told,  of 
worth  and  high  character,  informs  me  that 
he  has  written  to  you  for  advice.'' 

''  Yes,  oh  yes,  I  have  a  letter,  but  he  is 
nobody ;  has  no  proper  idea  of  business,  and 
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^  1  Wn  sent  out  ai  powder  of  &ttonMy  ,that 
^re£evelua  <^  Ove  troable,  aud,  for  the 
V^^^  titnaier  tke    property     ta    my     own 

""Xesl  '  indeed;  Mr.  :Blaixdlbrd,  and  what 
oi  t]bai\    1&  it  not  secixre  ?        la    it  not  as 
sale  d&  if  it  ^ete  my  own  1     Am  not  I  Ralph 
ILeanck,  wVu^e  word  aod  i^boae  bond  are  in 
^Qith  the  aame,  and  either   CTorrent^  let  me 
Ull  you,  aa  the  gpld  of   tbe    realm  ?    '  Ik- 
deed  f— hat  that  you  are  my  near  kiusman, 
that  word  had  been    the    last    betwixt    tis. 
But  Do^  aUhott^  a  relative,  you  ba?9  been 
oat  d*  sight ;   you  baye  beea  aa  a  atraoger, 
and  I  can  oyerhx>k  it.     Yea,  Mr.  Blapdford, 
aotse  the  doubt  if  you   will,  bi^  remember 
that  I  shall  nurse  the  moneys  and  thp^   the 
adfantage  will  be  your  own/* 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


"  If  circumstances  lead  me,  I  will  find 
Where  truth  is  hid,  though  it  were  hid  indeed 
Withia  the  centre.  shakespeakk. 


An  elderly  gentleman  of  the  old  school,  fresh 
coloured,  spare,  and  upright,  rang  the  house 
bell  at  a  green  door  in  a  lofty  wall,  down  a 
lane,  not  far  from  the  rirer  at  Clifton. 

'  Elderly, ' — ^the  term  is  of  doubtful  pro- 
priety,  and  Dr.  M'Mara's  sobriquet,  '  the  old 
beau,'  had  been  more  correct.  Never  had  a 
silk  stocking  covered  a  better  calf  than  the 
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beii^  m&y,  to  Bome    extent,    be    required    at 
\us  \i«nda ;  but  it  was  not  common,  not   the 
hs^vm  of  the  day.    The  '  world'    is    of  itself 
woAdly,  tsA  the  "woiUly-wise   bustling    non* 
entities  tJbut  leiaVl  tbe  tattle  of  a  town,  mis- 
took '  csmtion'  for  doubt,  '  conacientiotisness ' 
for  indecisicm;  and  tbe   most   empty   headed 
bnt  aMusnng  of  his  competitors    drore  him 
out  of  the  field,  and  that  by  mere   '  force  of 
diaracterr  by  the  oracular  importance  of  a 
nod  !    the  rattk-door  brevity   of  a  call,  and 
not  the  less,  by  thai  cold-blooded  stoical  in- 
difierence  that  overawes  the  vulgar. 

Still  by  accident,  or  rather  their  onm 
better  fortane,  M'Mara  had  some  patients, 
and  as  these  parties  most  frequently  recovered, 
he  might  be  said  to  *  preserve  his  connexion, 
in  the  better  sense  of  the  phrase.  And  he 
kept  it  too,  in  another  sense:  it  so  happened 
that  Dr.  M'Mara  never  attended  a  single  soul 
without  the  kindly  feelings  of  his  nature  being 
to  far  awakened  as  to  leave  him  prejudiced 
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in  their  fayoiir.  Over  the  bad,  his  spirit 
brooded  in  the  '  luxury'  of  pity, — ^he  forgave, 
counRelledy  and  assisted, — and  as  for  the  good, 
with  them  '  patient  was  synonymous  with 
friend,'  and  the  friendships  thus  created  were 
rooted  in  the  heart's  best  sympathies,  and 
lasted  for  life. 

With  these  congenial  spirits,  and  they  were 
many  and  of  diverse  rank,  for  although  a 
man  of  family,  M'Mara  cared  not  for  ex- 
ternals, he  was  sans  doubt,  "  the  dear  delightful 
Doctor." — ^And  yet  he  had  his  social  whims  and 
idle  phantasies,  and  some  as  strange  as  those 
of  the  worthy  divine  who  knitted  garters  as 
birthday  presents  for  the  blooming  lambkins  of 
his  flock: — indeed,  the  Doctor  was  no  less  a 
privileged  man ;  and  he  would  exact  his  charter 
on  occasion. — In  scenes  of  ceremony,  none 
could  be  more  ceremonious  than  Dr.  M'Mara ; 
but,  all  the  while  he  abhorred  the  folly  in 
his  heart,  and,  among  the  circle  of  his  love, 
'  the  merry  and  the  wise,'  nothing  amused 
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Doctor's.  The  firm  indian-niU)er4ik6  elas^ 
Udty  iA  the  well  knit  mtifieles  bimMth^  dMMie 
thro^h  with  every  nlovefflettty  evmeing^  sta- 
mina and  active  endewmbiitti  -  of  ao'eommoQ 
order.  He  wore  powder  too,  iuMi  ihis)  like  the 
bloom  of  the  peach,  gave  a  ibith  and  a 
grace ;  the  contrast  added  a  brightncM  to  the 
c^uet-tinted  glow  tliat  limuade^  (hi*  Ins  cheeks, 
and  with  fine  teelh,  >  deep  <ilear  Moe  eyes, 
piercing  and  steady  ;  'antileb  oT'Oottatant  cheer- 
fblneas,  and  a  singilklar '  pr6ekiM  of  dress, 
completed  a  portrait  well' 'vtckth  a  second 
glance.  .    » 

On  the  whol^,  ^  the  Doctor,'*  in  femioioe 
phraseology,  was  par  ercettinee  *^a  nice  man ;' 
and  what  is'  more,  he' Wa^"a^ ''Worthy  man; 
bat  still  he  had  his  f(M4i'  ih^t  df>  thinking 
80  much  for  the  hrtereat*  ^  of  Mmtb,'  that  he 
fingot  his  <ywn.  'This  ^tas'tbe  very  secret  of 
his  holding  but  a  narrow  jMotice,  when  his 
grasp  of  intellect  and'  professional  skill  should 
have  commanded   the  largest    Not  that  he 

d2 
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was  wanting  in  those  little  elegancies,  and 
conciliating  arts,  that  are  supposed  to  win 
golden  opinions  in  the  medical  profession. 
Far  from  it ;  the  soothing  softness  of  his 
voice,  the  winning  attention,  the  half  thought* 
ful  smile,  and  bending  grace  of  attitude  with 
which  he  felt  a  lady's  pulse,  whose  indisposi- 
tion was  but  slight;  just  enough  to  add  an 
interesting  languor  to  her  charms,  all  these 
were  quite  bewitching,  and  M^Mara  was  then 
par  excellence  *  the  dear  Doctor/  But  if  the 
lady  was  indeed  ill! — ^in  a  word,  if  it  was  a 
case  of  '  moment,'  the  sympathy  of  his  look, 
the  caution  of  his  remarks,  the  minuteness  of 
his  inquiries,  and  above  all,  the  anxious  fre- 
quency of  his  calls  were  fatal  to  his  repu- 
tation !  Not,  but  that  all  these  were  truly, 
in  their  degree,  high  minded  and  philoso- 
phical; and  not,  but  that  such  conduct  was 
conscientious,  and  precisely  what  any  man 
must  pursue,  knowing  the  defects  of  medical 
science,  and  aware  that  the  life  of  a  fellow 
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Hippocrates  to  have  named.  Some,  received 
the  Doctor  when  delicately  pillowed  up  in 
bed,  with  a  kind,  unobserVant,  sympathizing 
friend  in  waiting.  Othersy  in  their  wisdom, 
preferring  the  solemn  and  the  mystic,  re* 
oeiTed  the  DocUw  in  the  richly  furnished 
saloon,  cnrtained  carefully  from  the  too  ob- 
tmsife  day  into  a  dim  magnificence,  where 
the  fair,  but  neglected  idol  of  self-adulation, 
lay  motionless,  and  all  alone ; — ^reclined  in  ele- 
gant negligence  on  a  velvet  sofa,  wrapt  up 
in  Indian  shawls,  and  lost  in  a  languid  reverie, 
with  smiling  features,  soft  as  the  dream  of 
infimt  Love,  and  beautiful  in  silence  as  the 
princess  of  a  fairy  vision. 

The  only  universal  symptoms  to  be  noted 
in  these  interesting  cases,  were  a  slight  lan- 
guishing of  the  eyes, — and  a  tremor,  we  will 
not  say  an  artificial  tremor,  of  the  voice.  It 
was  too,  a  trait,  significant  of  the  malady,  that 
all  preferred  the  recumbent  attitude, — as  doubt- 
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less  the  most  effective  for  the  purposes  of 
their  recovery. 

These  feminine  essays  at  '  teaching  the 
young  idea  how  to  shoot'  in  an  evergreen 
of  sixty,  were  pretty  well,  hut  the  maternal 
solicitude  of  one  worthy  dama,  left  them  wo- 
fuUy  in  the  shade.  The  'young'  lady,  her 
daughter,  had  for  some  time  remained  at  '  a 
certain  age'  unwooed,  and  was  on  the  brink  of 
the  critical, — ^when,  a  family  convocation  be- 
ing held  with  three  maiden  aunts,  it  was 
determined  nem,  con,  that,  as  a  forlorn  hope, 
a  matrimonial  assault  should  forthwith  be 
attempted  on  the  Doctor,  under  the  mse  of 
requesting  his  professional  advice. 

At  the  first  interview,  in  vain  did  he  assure 
the  anxious  mamma,  after  a  careful  examination 
of  the  pulse,  the  tongue,  8cc.  that,  not  a  shadow 
of  doubt  remained,  but  that.  Miss  Euphrosyne 
was  in  perfect  health,  save  and  except,  the 
nervous  delusion  of  thinking  the  reverse. 
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him  more  than  some  unexpected  frolic, '  crack- 
ing,* as  he  quaintly  termed  it,  '  the  catVice 
of  modem  pompoaity/  so  shallow  and  so 
smooth^  with  a  tingling  spice  of  old  English 
jollity. 

**  How  odd,  that  the  Doctor  remained 
unmarried  V* — So  said  every  body,  and  none 
eyen  thought  so,  oftener  than  himself,  for  no 
man  had  a  warmer,  a  higher  estimation,— a 
keener  relish  for  the  attractions  of  the  sex — 

Mingling  80  iweetly,  he  add  with  a  ligh, 
Th«  TOMS  of  Mrth«  with  charmi  that  ne'er  die; — 
With  inteOeet  bright  as  the  glow  of  the  weet. 
Yet  gentle  and  warn  aa  her  own  heaving  breeat ; 
In  woman,  dear  woman  \  the  treaanrea  oomhine. 
We  anateh  fnm.  exiatenoe,  or,  reckon  dirine. 

Traps  of  all  devices  were,  and  had  been  set 
for  the  entanglement  of  the  Doctor^s  poor,  in- 
nocent affections,  and  that  too,  as  sedulously 
as  ''  springes  io  catch  wood-cocks/'  At  an 
evening  call,  it  had  positively  happened  even 
more  than  once,  that '  all  the  family,'  save '  the 
fair  daughter  of  the  house,'  would  suddenly 
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remember  some  inevitable  engagement, — and 
with  flattering  apologies,  dashed  adroitly  with 
delicate  insinuations,  leave  the  Doctor  and 
the  blushing  fair  one  to  enjoy  a  tite  a  tite 
of  perilous  endurance.  Even  holy  church 
was  no  longer  a  place  of  refuge  or  defence 
against  the  machinations  of  Dan  Cupid ; — 
the  frumpish  mammas  managed,  silently,  to 
change  places  with  their  virgin  daughters, 
until  a  blooming  piety  of  seventeen  pressed 
the  hassock  at  the  Doctor's  side,  with  knees 
softly  enshrouded  in  downy  muslin,  that 
seemed  to  bear  the  impress  of  some  ethereal 
form,  and  wrapped  it  in  a  moonlit  cloud! 
and  while  a  little  hand,  in  trembling  diffidence, 
supported  one  leaf  of  the  ritual,  the  responses 
were  murmured  in  a  voice  so  redolent  with 
maiden  sweetness,  that  to  hear  them,  a  Se- 
raph might  have  left  his  heavenly  musings, 
and  lingered  on  the  earth. 

There  were  fair  patients  too,  and  not  a 
few, — whose  malady  it  would  have  puzzled 
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"  Aj  thoM  oo&Tu&oed  agvinst  their  will. 
Do  hold  the  same  opinion  still." 

So  the  lady,  while  she  acquiesced  with  a  Bim- 
per  as  to  the  present  realityi  assured  him 
grsYely  that  it  was  of  do  importancei  as  she 
had  a  positive  certainty  *  in  her  own  mind/ 
that  a  dangerouB  illness  was  fast  approaching, 

which  instaDtaneons  measures  could  alone 
aToid. 

''I  have  not  the  least  idea  as  to  what, 
in  the  strange  terms  of  science,  the  malady 
would  be  called ;  but,  my  dear  Doctor,  I  am 
quite  positive  that  the  poor  child  will  be  very 

ill, — ^that  is,  unless Dear  me  !   how  shall  I 

proceed  !~my  cheeks  are  actually  (m  fire.-* 
Yes,  indeed,  I  am  going  to  take  the  freedom 
of  an  'old  friend,'  and  to  say — yes,  something, 
which  if  I  did  not  know  what  a  dear,  good, 
considerate  soul  you  are> — and  more  particu- 
larly if  I  was  not  conscious  of  your  courtesy, 
sincerity,  and  gallantry ;" — ^And  then  the  lady, 
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smiling  s^eedy^  laid'her  poKshed  hand  npon 
his  arm.  '       >  > 

''  Yes^  my  dear  Doctor,  and  if  it  *  were 
not  my  dnty  too,  *  as  a  mother/  and  if  ^  you' 
were  not  the  best  friend  in  the  world,  I  conld 
never  even  hint  at  a  subject  so  delicate, 
so  outrij  and  seemingly  improper  I — ^but  it  is 
actually  necessary  for  the  peace  of  my  ex- 
istence, that  you  should  see  Euphrosyne  fre- 
quently,— very  frequently  I  —  and  then,  poor 
girl,  as  you  observed,  ahe  requires  air! — we 
have  no  proper  establishment;  but-^*«hall  I 
venture, — ^both  objects  would  be  so  delightfully 
combined,  if,  for  a  short  time,  you  would  allow 
the  dear  girl  a  comer  of  your  carriage  when* 
on  your  morning  route. 

'^  Dear  me,  I  never  did  anything  so  bizzarro  ; 
but,  knowing  your  kindness,  I  am  perfectly 
prepared  for  all  the  little  difficulties  that  can 
possibly  arise* — Yes,  I  knew  that  you  would  ac- 
quiesce."    And   before  M'Mara  could   open 
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his  lips,  he  found  Us  hand,  (in  faith  he  knew 
not  how,)  pressed  between  those  of  his  fair 
tormenter  in  all  the  fervor  of  gratitude. 

Euphmsyne  was  really  a  pretty  sort  of 
girl,  #ith  great  animation,  intelligeoce,  and 
suarity  of  manner,  and '  so  properly  obedient 
as  folly  to  accord  with  the  prttdential  views 
of  her  priitic  mamma,  and  yet,  all  would  not 
do.  Day  after  day  waa  the  blooming  Euphro* 
syne  demurely  seated  for  an  hour  or  two  at 
the  iXx^toi^s  side,  and  in  the  very  pride  of 
her  sex  essaying  those  Aousand  little  blan- 
dishments in  elegant  trifles,  whidi  an  accom- 
plished female  has  ever  at  command,  but  all 
in  vain !    even  the  accidental  display  of  her 

finely  turned  ancle  in  ascending  the  carriage 
to  an  extent  that  drove  '  the  eloquent  blood' 
into  her  cheeks,  or  the  dread  artillery  of  the 
deep-lashed  eyes,  that  lightened  with  the  soul- 
subduing  fires  of  passion, — even  these  were  not 
effective,  the  Doctor's  heart  remained  as  pro- 
vokingly  secure,  as  obdurate  as  even      Yet 
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after  all,  however  secure  in  the  grand  point 
of  his  own  insensibility,  M^Mara  soon  began 
to  feel  that  his  friends  might  draw  conclusionsi 
perhaps  not  the  less  dangerous  to  his  success 
in  any  more  attractive  quarter,  and  he  longed 
for  some  feasible  means  of  shaking  off  his  fair 
encumbrance. 

He  could  not  bear  the  idea  of  doing  this 
in  any  way  that  might  be  deemed  abrupt,  or 

unkind,  and  the  difficulty  of  doing  it  at  all, 
appeared  insurmountable;  when,  one  morn- 
ing, he  was  informed  of  the  sudden  illness 
of  one  of  his  horses,  and  then  the  view  in 
a  moment  brightened.  Sending  immediately 
for  a  pair  of  common  hacks,  and  ordering  his 
servants  to  stay  at  home,  he  went  out  un- 
attended, and  driven  by  a  single  postillion, 
to  call  as  usual  for  the  lady. 

After  the  first  civilities,  the  Doctor,  draw- 
ing a  long  face,  mentioned  the  misfortune 
of  the  morning,  and,  '  mamma,'  with  her  ac- 
customed tact,  enlarged  upon  '^  so  unpleasant. 
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so  unexpected  an  accident;"  when,  with  an 
ominous  shrug,  he  remarked, — 

**  But  then^  my  dear  Madam,  the  loss  of 
the  horse  is  oomparatively  as  nothing-— the 
servants! — ^you  see  I  am  totally  unattended." 

''  Oh  dear,  yes  !  dear  me  !  what,  some 
fresh  calamity?*' 

''The  'cABRiACiE/'' — ^responded  M'Mara, 
with  a  shudder,  and  dropjHng  his  eyes  mourn- 
folly  on  the  ground,  ''  the  '  carriage !'  Did 
you  never  hear  of  the  infection  of  a  physician's 
carriage?" 

^  Never !" — said  mother  and  daughter  in  a 
breath.  ''  It  is  indeed  dreadful !  most  horrible  ! 
both  those  strong  md  healthy  men,  and  a 
horse  !  What  an  awful  visitation !  what  a 
chance  !^  And  they  looked  at  each  other 
in  utter  consternation.  It  was  '  Death  and 
the  Doctor;'  and  with  the  fear  of  the  first, 
they  were  but  too  glad  to  resign  the  se- 
cond. 

The   green    door   in   the   high    wall   was 
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opened  by  one  of  those  singularly  neat  and 
comely  waiting  maids,  so  frequently  found 
in  the  house  of  a  quaker,  and  the  family, 
being  at  home,  M'Mara  entered. 

It  was  the  house  of  our  old  acquaintance 
Hagglestone,  and  as  I  would  have  thee,  dear 
Reader,  as  familiar  with  this  little  nest  of 
comfort,  as  was  the  Doctor  himself,  some 
short  description  may  be  forgiven. 

On  passing  the  afore  mentioned  lofty  wall, 
the  inside  of  which  was  completely  masked 
with  variegated  ivy,  a  paved  court,  diversified 
with  groups  of  evergreens,  ascended  by  three 
sloping  terraces  to  the  house,  a  cottage  in 
the  Venetian  style,  surrounded  with  galleries 
and  verandahs,  and  covered  with  the  flowers 
and  foliage  of  numberless  luxuriant  creepers. 
The  balconies  of  the  large  windows,  and  the 
sides  of  the  open  porch,  were  filled  with 
splendid  exotics,  and  the  tout  ensemble  inspired 
ideas  of  opulence  and  comfort 

Within,    the    house    had   a   kind   of   ar- 
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Faogement   not  so  usual.     The  first  part  of 

the  hall  was   divided  off  with  doable  doors, 

and   connnunicated    with    two   laiige   rooms ; 

the  one  a  library,  and  the  other  a  parlour; 

and  both  fitted  up  in  that  plain  substantial 

manner  which   might    not  in  any  sense  of> 

fend    the    prejudices    of  the  'drab-coloured- 

denomination  !*   and  here,  therefore,  Ephraim 

gave  audience  and  entertained  such  '  Friends ' 

as  were  strangers,  or  casual  visitors. 

The  second,  and  larger  portion  of  the  hall, 

opened  to  the  garden  by  a  semi«circular  porch, 

with  a  dome,  and  windows  of  painted  glass, 

through  which  the. richly  tinted  light  played 

in  fantastic  shapes  upon  a  marble  floor.    The 

sides  of  the  lofty  hall  were  relieved  by  niches 

filled  with  copies  of  the  glorious  statues  of 

antiquity;    and    the    roof  presented    a  rich 

arabesque    of  open«work   with  sky-lights   of 

ground  glass,  and  pendents  of  carved  foliage 

between  them.    A  noble  stair-case  rose  from 
the  centre,  and  on  the  one  side  lay  a  dining 
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room  in  the  Gothic,  and  on  the  otheri  a 
saloon  in  the  Italian  style,  the  windows 
of  both  looking  out  on  the  garden,  as  those 
in  the  front  upon  the  court  The  offices 
being  placed  on  either  side  of  the  house, 
with  passages  beneath  it  and  communica- 
tions with  the  vestibule,  were  at  once  con- 
venient and  out  of  sight 

The  garden  was  extensive,  and  haying  the 
advantage  of  some  venerable  forest  trees  ori- 
ginally on  the  spot,  and  being  merely  divided 
by  an  invisible  fence  from  a  back  ground 
of  rich  and  woodland  scenery,  it  was  more 
than  usually  picturesque.  Here,  too,  was 
the  conservatory,  built  on  a  sunny  bank ;  and, 
as  it  formed  an  agreeable  object  irom  the 
house,  it  may  excuse  a  monent's  pause.  With 
the  exception  of  the  arched  roof  of  glass, 
this  building  had  the  aspect  of  a  Doric 
temple,  on  a  rustic  base ;  but  the  interior  was 
the  attraction,  and  this  presented  a  fairy  scene 
of  beauty.     Down  the  centre  lay  a  considera^^  ^ 
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sheet  of  water,  clear  as  the  depths  of  ocean, 
and  singularly  brilliant  from  the  reflective  qua- 
lity of  the  snow-white  marble  that  gleamed 
beneath,  and  the  flood  of  light  descending 
from  above.  From  the  effulgent  bosom  of 
this  mimic  lake,  and  masking  the  walls 
around,  arose  hundreds  of  blooming  plants, 
apparently  growing  from  two  steep  verdant 
banks ;  for  the  pots  that  held  them,  and  the 
shelves  beneath,  were  concealed  by  creepers 
led  over  a  profusion  of  the  commcm  wood- 
land moss.  Near  the  entrance,  were  two  small 
elegant  rooms,  lighted  like  the  rest,  from 
above.  The  other,  or  further  end,  besides  the 
marble  steps  descending  in  the  water,  had 
a  platform  of  the  finest  turf,  with  arches  of 
trellis-work,  hung  with  vines,  rich  in  fruit 
and  foliage  ;  while  the  exposed  spaces  were 
covered  with  sheets  of  looking-glass  so  art- 
fully arranged,  as  to  cheat  the  eye  into  a 
belief,  that  a  second  alcove  of  equal    space, 

VOL.  I.  B 
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luxury,  and  beauty,  remained  beyond.  It 
scarcely  need  be  said,  that  the  conservatory 
served  the  second  and  agreeable  purpose  of 
a  bath ;  the  stoves  employed  to  correct  the 
atmosphere  for  the  plants,  giving  the  required 
temperature  to  the  water. 

Though  somewhat  suIhtosA^  Ephraim,  with 
other  whims,  followed  Hhe  mystery  of  the 
angle,'  and  M'Mara  found  him  seated  within 
the  glow  of  the  sunshine,  but  with  his  back 
to  the  light,  and  fully  engaged  with  prepara- 
tions for  the  watery  war,  with  a  small  table 
before  him,  all  littered  over  with  flies,  hackles, 
hooks,  lines,  reels,  and  other  materiel  of  the 
art  piscatorial. 

'^  Oh,  vanity  of  vanities  !*'  quoth  the 
Doctor, — ^^  What  would  the  elders  of  the 
gray-coated  brethren  say  to  this  V* 

^^  Ah^  Doctor !  I  know  thee  of  old  for  a 
profane  wag,  and  a  scoffer ;  but  I  can  tell 
theCi  that  for  once  thou  art  mistaken ;  we 
censure  no  man,  that  he  follow  with  discretion. 
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the  healthful  and  '  profitaUe '  recreation  of 
fishing." 

**  Amen,  my  plaosible  friend ;  bat  Tentnre 
not  a  word  in  defence  of  (bga,  wet  grassi  damp 
seats,  or  chilled  Cset,  with  conghs,  goat,  lum- 
bago, and  a  thousand  other  ills  that  follow 
in  the  train  of  fishing ;  and  then  for  the  profit ! 
What  say  you  to  soaking  through  and  spoil- 
ing a  new  pair  of  boots  in  the  capture  of  an 
eel,  that  gorges  your  hook,  breaks  your  line, 
beslavers  you  with  slime  like  a  serpent,  and 
after  all,  wriggles  through  your  creel !  Come, 
come,  man,  confess ;  let  naked  Truth  show 
her  charms  withont  a  blush.  When  you 
fish,  Ephraim,  you  fish  like  other  men,  for 
the  AMUSBMKNT,  and  nothing  else.'' 

''  Fy,  Doctor !  doth  it  become  thee  to  talk 
of  '  vanity !' — ^who  but  thyself  shall  answer 
for  all  the  strange  gewgaws  of  this  dwelling, 
with  its  images  of  sinful  flesh,  heathen  idols^ 
and  the  prodigal  profitless  conceits  of  the 
poet-nuin  and  the  limner,  as  Obadiah  would 
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call  them : — I  affirm  it  is  all  thy  doing, — had 
it  not  been  for  the  craftiness  of  thy  advice, 
I  had  built  what  they  esteem  '  a  comely  man- 
sion '  for  one  of  my  substance :  a  pile  of  brick 
boxes  stuck  up  together,  naked  without,  as 
a  scraped  carrot,  and  blank  within  as  the 
common  bam-like  rooms  could  make  it  I 
say  thou  art  the  man  !" — ^And  casting  a  wink 
of  infinite  drollery,  Ephraim  dropt  his  chin 
upon  his  hand,  and  laughed  with  a  hearty 
chuckle  that  shook  him  in  his  chair. 

"  Well,  I  have  the  honor  of  pleading  guilty 
to  this  indictment,  saving  and  except,  that 
the  estimate  for  the  ^  nest  of  brick  boxes' 
exceeded  the  cost  of  the  '  gewgaws'  you 
have  the  good  sense  to  admire.  But  where 
are  the  ladies?" 

"  I  am  glad  to  tell  thee, — ^that  they  are  out 
of  the  way  of  temptation !  absent. — But,  friend, 
take  a  seat,  and  make  thyself  comfortable, 
I  have  something  to  communicate.  Thou 
knowest    Mat  Marlin,   and   thou  hast  heard 
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of  the  Smuggler  captured  in  the  Channel, 
and  that  the  captain  was  found  lying  dead 
in  his  own  cabin.  Well!  they  locked  the 
door  on  the  corpse,  and  ran  the  vessel  up 
to  King's-road  !  Well,  the  next  morning  the 
body  was  missing; — ^the.  men  on  the  watch 
had  neither  seen  nor  heard  any  thing,  but, 
it  was  gone! — some  said  that  it  must  have 
been  stolen  under  cover  of  the  darkness,  but 
they  were  mistaken, — fair  or  foul,  the  thing 
was  done  before  the  fall  of  night ! — Ah,  I 
wonder  not  at  thy  surprise.  Now  it  so  hap- 
pened, that  coming  home  late  on  the  evening 
of  the  capture,  I  saw  a  coffin  taken  in  by 
stealth  to  Marlin's  house, — I  say  by  stealth, 
for  with  the  view  of  learning  something  of 
the  matter,  I  went  a  short  distance  in  the  boat 
with  the  Pilot's  men,  after  they  had  landed 
their  master  and  the  coffin.  Well,  odd  enough, 
they  knew  no  more  than  ourselves ! — ^they  were 
waiting  it  seems  down  at  Pill  for  orders,  when 
Marlin  brought  in  the  boat  alone,  and  the 
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coffin  had  been  kept  out  of  sight  until  the 
last  moment ! — ^tbe  men  too,  bad  been  rendered 
stupid  with  brandy,  and  talked  at  random 
as  if  awakened  from  a  dream.  Carema  hap- 
pened to  be  with  me  on  this  occasion,  and 
as  something  disagreeable  may  arise,  I  have 
requested  her  not  to  converse  on  the  subject;-— 
indeed,  I  am  desirous  of  thy  advice,  as  to 
whether  it  may  not  be  well  to  relate  the  par^ 
ticulars  I  have  rehearsed  to  a  magistrate, — what 
dost  thou  think  V 

**  My  good  Sir,  had  the  affair  involved  a 
danger  to  either  life  or  property,  you  would 
have  decided  the  question  long  ago  in  the 
affirmative, — but,  here  at  most,  what  have  we  ? 
•—a  dead  man  stolen  without  his  own  consent ! 
— Nay,  not  so  much,  for  where's  the  theft  ? — 
the  lifeless  body  would  hardly  constitute  a 
prisoner  of  war;  so  that  granting  Marlin filched 
the  corpse,  he  took  what  nobody  owned.  The 
Pilot's  '  motive'  is  the  only  point  of  doubt  or 
interest,  and  a  word  will  answer  that;  '  money !' 
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Tbe  Smuggler  was  the  very  prince  of  the  *  Free 
Trade^'  quite  a  gem  in  the  crown  of  Saturn ; 
and  his  followerB  were  douhtless  desirous  that 
he  should  be  planted  decently  in  the  earth, 
without  the  chance  of  any  anatomical  overhaul, 
of  which,  as  you  know,  seamen  have  often  a 
BupeiBtitious  dread.— If  so,  the  Pilot  was  bribed; 
and  so.  Sir,  your  mystery  is  solved. — ^Yet  stay, 
— ^there  is  one  other  guess  for  the  enigma,— 
and  indeed,  when  I  recollect  that  Marlin  was 
once  a  sort  of  surgeon's  mate  on  board  a 
Slaver,  it  may  be  the  best.  The  Pilot,  rough 
and  ready,  may  have  done  business  as  a  resur* 
rectionist! — this  was  certainly  a  capital  chance, 
— sabjeets  are  scarce  just  now,  and  if  so,  he 
made  not  less  than  twelve  or  fourteen  pounds 
by  the  job; — and  here  too,  was  a  sufficient 
rea8<m  for  keeping  the  secret  from  the  men: 
they  might  have  claimed  a  share,  and  Marlin 
knew  his  interest  too  well  for  that/' 

*^  I  agree  with  thee,  that  the  last  is  pro- 
bable;— ^but  there  is  another  circumstance  so 
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strange,  that  I  hardly  like  to  name  it: — ^both 
Carema,  and  myself,  distinctly  heard  a  groan, 
and  that  beyond  all  question,  from  the  boat, 
as  she  passed  up  the  river  before  the  corpse 
was  landed." 

"  Excellent !  I  dare  say  you  did :  — on 
such  an  adventure,  under  the  gloomy  gorge 
of  the  DeviPs  Reach,  I  should  have  fancied 
a  dozen  at  least ! — Nothing,  my  dear  Sir,  could 
be  more  natural, — the  imagination  were  not 
worth  a  whiff  of  tobacco,  that  could  not,  on 
such  a  spot,  conjure  up  a  Spectre  to  boot. 
I  give  you  credit  for  the  poetry  and  feeling, 
but  remember,  my  good  Sir,  that  the  Smuggler 
had  been  previously  seen  defunct  on  board 
his  vessel;  and  that  the  physical  reasons  for 
the  silence  of  a  dead  man,  are  rather  too  strong 
to  be  shaken." 

"  Well,  Doctor,  turn  the  story  as  thou 
wilt ;  but  remember,  for  thine  own  part,  that 
where  faith  and  facts  agree,  argument  hath 
little  force.    There  is  something,  let  me  tell 
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*'  Doctor^  they  know  thee  for  a  sad  wag^ 
and  have  had  the  grace  to  stay  away." 

**  Well,  you  may  tell  Carema,  that  I  have 
fonnd  her  a  lover,  and  one  in  whose  favouri 
after  due  '  compensation/  (mark  the  word, 
she  will  understand  it,)  I  may  resign.  In 
sober  earnest,  I  shall  bring  a  gentleman  with 
me  to-morrow,  or  perchance  to-night,  whom 
yon  must  know,  and  '  must '  admire ; — ^perhaps 
you  have  seen  him;  I  mean  Kenrick's  ne- 
phew: poor  fellow,  he  is  just  come  down 
from  Oxford,  and  become  already  so  shrunk 
up  and  frost-bitten  by  the  cold-blooded  hy- 
pocrite, his  uncle,  that  it  will  be  a  charity  to 
thaw  him,  if  but  for  an  hour.'' 

"  Farewell,  —  but  I  must  not  have  thee, 
call  my  late  partner  bad  names  :~Doctor,  thou 
art  censorious." 

''  Ephraim,  I  am  just. — ^Your  canting,  plot- 
ting, time-serving  hypocrites  do  more  injury  to 
the  growth  of  piety,  than  either  profligates  or 
infidels:  these  may  be  shamed  into  the  re- 
flection that  may    retrieve    them,   but   your 
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thorough  bred  hypocrite,  is  incapable  of  re- 
formation, he  is  already  too  perfect !  like  one 
of  the  counterfeits,  rogues  pass  for  gold,  the 
deceitful  colour  of  the  metal  arises  from  its 
baseness :  it  will  break,  but  neve  r  bend  to 
useful  purpose/' 

"  The  hammer  of  thy  wit,  Doctor,  may 
be  bright  and  heavy,  but  Kenrick  is  of  a 
temper,  that,  will  neither  bend  nor  break ;  and 
so  thy  simile  applies  not/' 

"  Would  the  ass  were  tethered  to  his  pro- 
per thistles!  he  frets  me  that  he  has  the 
chance  to  kick  at  better  men;  his  nephew 
looks  already  as  shy  as  a  cropt  hawk.  The 
man  is  a  mystery,  and  one  too,  that  smacks 
of  knavery.  At  first,  his  conunand  of  money 
was  beyond  his  credit,  for  no  one  knew 
whence  it  came,  and  now,  that  his  property 
is  beyond  question,  the  mode  of  its  expen* 
diture  is  equally  a  doubt." 

''  Gently,  gently,  Doctor,  thy  warmth  is  be* 
yond  discretion — Farewell.* 
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thee,  more  than  oommoti  in  the  whole  affair. 
The  man  we  speak  erf*,  if  taken  alive,  had  been 
deemed  a  richer  prize  than  his  vessel, — ay, 
thongh  she  had  been  freighted  with  the  ingots 
of  Peru  I  He  was  supposed  to  be  the  iostm* 
ment  of  a  lawless  confederacy,  from  which  the 
mercantile  world,  I  can  assure  thee,  has  for 
some  time  suffered  to  an  extent  that  it  would 
not  be  safe  to  render  public;  and  to  have 
saved  himself,  he  might  have  betrayed  their 
machinations.  His  capture  too,  was  consi- 
dered certain,  as  three  of  his  crew  had  been 
bribed  to  betray  him,  by  crippling  the  rigging 
of  the  Blowsy  Bess,  when  in  the  Channel, 
where  the  commanders  of  two  Cutters  had 
received  secret  orders  to  intercept  her.  All 
this  was  effected,  but,  as  it  seems,  not  without 
the  perfidy  having  been  discovered;  for  the 
three  traitors,  not  being  found  on  board,  had 
doubtless  been  put  to  death.  There  must 
have  been  some  unexampled  villany  on  shore 

e2 
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too, — I  mean  as  to  breach  of  confidence,  but 
the  whole  is  a  failure,  the  exploit  having  cost 
far  more  than  it  is  worth/' 

*'  Very  likely,  and  so  much  the  better; 
I  have  no  taste  for  fighting,  but  these  bought 
victories  are  something  worse.  After  all,  it 
is  evident  that  there  are  men  behind  the  cur- 
tain of  greater  importance,  and  far  more  guilt 
than  the  common  desperadoes  that  execute 
and  suffer.  I  mean  that  capital  to  a  large 
extent  is  often  employed  for  illegal  purposes 
in  unsuspected  quarters/' 

"  Doubtless,  doubtless ;  thou  art  right. — 
Mean  rogues  are  caught  by  the  law,  as  little 
flies  in  the  spider's  net, — the  great,  like  hor- 
nets, break  through,  and  sting  the  deeper. 
But  come,  thou  shalt  dine  with  us  to-day." 

"  No,  friend  Ephraim,  not  to-day,  for  I 
see  they  have  turned  you  out  of  Paradise! 
what  has  been  the  sin  of  the  morning,  that 
the  ladies  have  thought  proper  to  consign 
you  thus  to  utter  solitude." 
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'  young  lady/  on  the  Uit,  might  well  desire ;— • 
nay  more,  for  the  chase  I  have  lead  you,  I 
agree  to  submit  to  any  fair  penance  you  may 
impose." 

**  First  then,  walk  slowly ; — and  secondly, 
giTe  up  all  flirtation  with  poor  Blandford." 

''What,  is  it  even  so,  mine  own  fair  friend ? 
—who  would  have  dreamt  that  such  a  little 
plump  personity  of  panting  sweetness  could 
have  such  mischief  in  its  nature!  I  shall 
remember  to  play  the  Fairy,  and  pinch  the 
naughty  place.  No,  Kate ;  they  say  the  men 
love  plaguing;  and  if  so,  your  favourite,  the 
pale  Oxonian,  shall  have  enough  :^I  wish  in- 
deed, that  he  had  the  folly  of  a  fancy  for 
my  unworthy  self,  that  I  might  punish  him 
in  very  deed,  were  it  only  to  show  my  dislike 
for  the  glum  gray  gentleman,  his  Uncle." 

^*  Take  care,  love,  though  your  wit  may 
be  as  a  sword,  and  his  no  better  than  a  foil, 
— ^yet  if  the  button  breaks,  the  point  may 
penetrate;   take  heed.    They  say  those  pale 
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knights  love  the  de^per^  for  that  their  blood 
settles  warm  around  the  heart:  the  rose  of 
passion^  is  one  that  seems  to  fade,  as  the 
richness  of  its  bloom  grows  stronger;  take 
care!" 

"  You  are  learned  in  the  roses,  Kate. — 
But  come,  we  are  now  far  out  on  the  breezy 
Downs,  beyond  the  reach  of  mortal  ears, 
and  I  think  I  may  at  last  venture  to  tell 
you  the  rest  of  my  story," 

'^  O  yes !  I  am  all  impatience. — ^You  had 
said,  you  know,  that  your  dear  mother  was 
an  Italian,  living  near  Palermo,  whom  your 
father,  then  young,  and  on  his  travels,  had 
married  unadvisedly,— no,  not  that  word,  I 
only  mean  without  the  knowledge  of  his 
friends  in  England.  And  I  think  you  observed 
too,  that  not  being  of  age  and  his  fortune 
being  in  the  hands  of  his  nearest  relative, 
an  uncle,  whom  the  marriage  offended,  he  had 
no  resource  but  the  dower  of  his  bride,  on 
which  they  lived  for  awhile  in  Sicily." 
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CHAPTER  V. 


What  tra  these. 
So  wit]ier*d  and  so  wild  in  their  attire ; 
That  lode  not  like  the  inhahhants  o'  the  earth, 
And  yet  are  on*t  1 — Lire  joa,  <Kr  are  yon  anght 
That  man  may  qneation  t — 


''  Mercy,  Carema! — Do  you  remember,  love, 
that  you  out-measure  me  at  eveVy  step? — 
Really  one  has  no  shadow  of  a  chance,  un- 
less it  were  possible  to  screw  on  a  fresh  pair 
of  legs  at  every  mile.  And  then  to  walk  so 
fast  on  such  a  day  too,  when  the  wind 
clasps  one  so  tightly  in  its  invisible  arms,  that 
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one  has  hardly  space  to  pant.  Ah !  a  poe 
tical  conceit  has  stopped  you  at  last ! — ^your 
guardian,  in  his  droll  sea-jargon,  would  have 
called  it,  '  a  shot-ahead,' — at  which,  '  she,' — 
meaning  your  gipsy  self,  under  the  symbol 
of  a  ship, — *  lays  the  helm  hard  a-weather, 
and  stands  upon  the  wind.'  " 

"  Well  spoken,  and  with  all  due  nautical 
emphasis,"  exclaimed  Carema,  laughing,  as  ^t 
the  moment  her  silk  dress,  ruffled  and  rust- 
ling with  the  gale,  played  around  the  luxu- 
riant contours  of  her  form  in  waves  of  chang- 
ing light,  so  that  the  simile  of  a  ship  in 
stays,  told  handsomely. 

"  Yes,  and  I  begin  to  fancy  that  he  will 
soon  make  you  as  fond  of  blue  water,  and 
blue  jacketjB,  as  himself;  but  really,  Kate, 
the  wind  has  now  caught  me,  '  bodily,'  as 
the  sailors  term  it,  and  to  stand,  is  to  wrestle 
with  the  unseen  spirit  of  the  air,  in  all  reality* 
But  come,  I  will  be  a  good  girl, — ^tame  as  a 
dove,  and  quite   as   steady   as   any   discreet 
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"  Yes,  the  place  of  my  birth ;  but  oh,  how 
faint  and  indistinct  are  all  the  recollections 
of  oar  infancy,  even  those  that  memory  would 
treasure  most! — When  all  alone,  I  have  sat 
for  hours,  resting  my  temples  on  my  hands, 
and  striving  to  follow  out  into  a  shape  of 
likelihood  and  sense,  some  strange  wild  words 
and  cries,  and  wilder  looks,  that  rise  unbid- 
den to  my  mind,  as  warning  tokens  from  the 
past; — indistinct,  but  far  more  terrible  than 
dreams  1 — oh,  I  would  give  the  world  to  quite 
forget  them,  or  if  not  so,  to  find  a  meaning, 
in  their  shadows; — ^a  clue  to  the  mystery 
they  involve." 

''How  mean  you,  Carema? — what  are 
they?** 

''  They  will  sound  as  idle  fancies, — ^but 
they  were  fearful  visitors  to  me  in  childhood ; 
— and  even  now,  they  come  too  often;* — ^yet 
I  have  day  dreams  too,  not  all  unpleasant: 
one,  is  an  angel  vision  of  a  desponding  face, 
vrith  feminine  sweetness,  that  seems 
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to  look  down  on  me,  with   dark  full  eyes  of 
searching  love  and  tenderness,  past  thought ; 
—and  with  it  comes  an  instinct  from  nature's 
secret  harmonies,  that  thrills  a    holy    chord 
within  my  '  heart  of  hearts/ — ^my  face  and 
bosom  glow,  as  if  from  showered  kisses  of  a 
mother's  lips!    and    so   it   is,   she  sleeps  in 
death; — ^but  even  thus,  her  fond  caress,  her 
breath  of  love,  bum  on  her  orphan's  cheek  as 
if  an  ember  from  the  altar  of  her  Ood !    sacred 
and  never  to  be  quenched.    Another  vestige 
of  these  forgotten   days,  comes  with  a  con- 
sciousness of  lulling  music;  soft  and  clear  as 
the  '  Ave  Maria*  in  some  still  chamber,  where 
the  sick  can  bear  no  hurried  sound,  where  an 
artificial   dimness    is    preserved,    and    all    is 
solemn  and  serene: — and   then   at  once,   in 
tumult  rise,  loud  horrid  oaths,  and  flashing 
lights,    fierce    visages,    the  rattling  shots  of 
death,  and  clash  of  arms/' 

**  Hush  !  hush,  Carema !"  and  so  saying, 
Kate    looked    out    upon  the    Downs,    where 
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Straight  before  them,  and   perchance   within 

hearing,  for  Carema  had  spoken  loudly,  (under 

the  impulse  of  strong  feeling,)  stood  a  gaunt 

figure  of  a  woman  wrapt  in  a  dark  cloak,  and 

with  a  Welsh  hat  slouched  forward,  so  that 

little   of  the  countenance  was  seen  save  the 

keen  and  deeply  seated  eyes,  which  were  now 

suddenly  withdrawn,  as  if  to  escape  obsenra- 

tion. 

**  Shall  we  hold  a  parley  with  the  witch  ?'' 

said   Carema  smiling,   as  she  restrained   her 

companion,  who  had  already  turned  aside,  from 

a  feeling  of  alarm. 

"  Tis  a  strange  chance,  but  as  I  know  that 
you  *  will  speak,'  Carema,  pray  let  me  intieat, 

that  if  may  be  with  caution;  there  may  be 

danger  V^ 

*'  Yea,   yerily,   Kate ! — she  may    bestride 

her  broomstick,  and  whisking  off  your  daiiing 

little  self,  mounted  behind  her  without  a  pillion, 

go  riding  on  the  wind  V 
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"  Now  I  moant,  and  now  I  fly, 
Malldn  my  sweet  spirit  and  I." 

**  Stay,  good  woman  !  can  you  tell  a  maid- 
en's fortune?  Come  forward,  Kate  ;  hold  out 
your  hand,  and  put  your  faith  in  stars  and  des- 
tinies !" — Kate  in  very  fear  obeyed. 

"  O  !  capital— don't  be  frightened,  Kate  ; 
that  shake  of  the  head  has  a  most  oracular 
effect — we  shall  hear  strange  things  anon !" 

Carema  was  mistaken ;  not  a  word  was 
uttered,  and  in  turn,  she  herself  felt  a  touch  of 
timidity,  when  the  unknown,  with  a  solemn 
bow,  and  using  one  finger  only, — the  other 
hand  was  enveloped  in  the  cloak,— -drew  the 
form  of  a  cross  on  Kate's  most  soft  and  deli- 
cate palm. 

"  Dear  me  ! — I  had  forgotten  the  silver 
talisman."  Carema  presented  a  half-crown, 
which  was  refused  with  a  second  grave  inclina- 
tion of  the  head,  and  both  the  girls  wished 
themselves  fairly  quit  of  the  adventure. 


THE  PICAROON.  93 

Not  SO  the  stranger^  whose  eyes  flashed 
with  a  smothered  momentary  ezpressioD,  as 
picking  up  a  rose  that  had  fallen,  she  expanded 
its  glowing  petals  with  a  single  breath ;  then 
its  beauties  were  buried  beneath  a  handful 
of  witbered  grass,  which  she  had  plucked 
from  the  ground,  and  over  all  a  small  black 
stone  was  pressed  with  a  show  of  violence; 
a  moment  more,  and  these  were  shaken  off, 
and  a  ring  having  as  suddenly  been  slipped 
over  the  petals  of  the  flower,  so  as  to  re- 
store its  bud-like  form,  the  rose  with  its 
golden  cincture  was  dropped  in  Carema's 
hand. 

"  How  delightfully  odd  and  whimsical ! 
What  can  it  mean  ?     You  must  explain." 

A  gesture  implied  a  negative;  and  then 
in  fearful  confirmation  of  its  cause,  those 
hideous  incoherent  sounds  were  heard,  that 
constitute  the  utterance  of  the  dumb;  and 
before  they  could  look  again,  or  speak,  the 
stranger  moved  away. 
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Surprised,  and  shocked  beyond  measure, 
the  friends  exchanged  looks  of  painful  in- 
terest; and  after  a  little  while,  Carema,  re- 
collecting the  ring,  would  have  called  after 
the  dumb  woman,  if  such  she  was,  but  it 
was  already  too  late,  the  stranger  was  far 
distant,  and  soon  out  of  sight. 

''  How  strange !  but  we  shall  doubtless 
see  her  again,  when  this  golden  token  of 
her  confidence  may  be  restored ;  for  I  have 
little  doubt  but  that  the  whole  is  a  device 
to  awaken  our  attention.  In  this  age  of 
'double  distilled  refinement,'  as  the  Doctor 
calls  it,  charity,  is  only  allowed  to  move  on 
some  grand  theoretical  principles  of  general 
utility,  that  overlook  individual  suffering  with 
a  stoical  indifference.  The  benefit,  after 
all,  may  fall  on  those  who  do  not  require 
any;  no  matter,  Political  Economy  rejoices, 
as  the  Quack  laughs  at  the  sick  he  poisons, 
while  the  strcmg  take  the  noisome  drug  with 
impunity,  and   praise  it  for  the  health  they 
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had  without    it !     There,   Kate,   drop  me    a 
Goortesy,  like  a  good  girl,  and  treasure  the 
words  of  wisdom,  for   I  have  repeated  those 
of  our  ss^  friend   M'Mara. — But  again,  to 
apply  the  moral  of  our  sermon,  I  was  gofng 
to  say,  Kate,  that  it   is   now  quite  philoso- 
phical to  want  humanity: — ^the  eccentricities 
of  the  poor,  those  poetical  propensities,  that 
furnished  town  and  country  with  wandering 
mbstreb    and   diverting  yagabonds,  can    no 
longer  hope  for  sympathy  or  sufferance;   so- 
ciety,' from  the  pauper  to  the  prince,  must 
moTe  with  the   preeiaion  of  a  steam-engine, 
and  the  cftdy  way  for  a  gipsy  to  be  tolerated, 
will  be  to  give  young  ladies  gold  rings  upon 
a  common  I" 

'*  But  are  you  sure,  that  Ae  was  a  gipsy  V 
"  No,  not  quite^ — at  least  not  one  of 
English  birth ;  indeed,  Kate,  I  have  a  shrewd 
doubt  that,  like  myself,  she  is  an  exile  from 
the  sweet  and  balmy  south  !-^And,  pardon 
me,  there  was  more  of  an  air  emphatique  than 
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you  good  islanders  can  wear  with  grace.  But 
be  it  as  it  may,  I  will  return  her  pledge  with 
interest." 

"  No  doubt,  Carema ;  and,  in  the  mean 
time,  what  think  you  of  the  fantastic  tricks  we 
have  seen, — of  the  rose,  the  pebble,  and  the 
ring  ?" 

"  And  the  grass,  the  withered  grass,  fitir 
Catherine  ! — ^had  that  no  meaning  ? — Well, 
then,  for  a  bold  guess.  The  rose.  Love's  own 
bright  glowing  emblem,  in  its  expansion 
shows  the  opening  dawn  of  meek  affection, 
but  when  the  kindling  breath  of  passion  hath 
awakened  all  its  fragrance,  and  the  flower 
grows  feunt  in  its  own  excessive  sweetness, 
then  falls  the  withered  leaf,  the  green  hope 
faded  !  the  beauty  of  the  rose,  its  freshness, 
and  its  incense  breathing  exhalation,  all  sink 
beneath  *  indifference,'  the  withered  grass ! — 
And  then,  the  cold,  black,  bolt  of  evil  destiny, 
the  Gipsy's  pebble,  falls  with  a  crushing 
weight,  and  seems  to  seal   down   hope  and 
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Me,    as    in    a    tomb : — ^but   LoYe !    immortal 

Loive,  bad  only  alumbeied,  and  now  arousing, 

iMtL  triompbant  power,  be  shakes  away  the 

coil  of  enTiotts  circumstance,  and  springs  to 

mount  bis  tbrone  \" 

^  Your  own  fair  breast!  —  Well  said, 
Carema.  Come,  love,  leave  your  blushes 
for  another  time,  and  tell  me  fiuthfuUy  what 
means  the  ring,  the  circling  crown  of  gold 
that  gave  the  rose  its  virgin  grace  again?'' 

''Keally,  Kate,  you  are  the  most  pro- 
voking little  minx  that  ever  lived  !»-you 
have  broken  through  the  prettiest  tissue  of 
prose  poetry  I  ever  wove  in  my  life ;  and  as 
for  your  question,  I  could  almost  pray  that 
the  fates  would  ever  preserve  it  a  mystery 
from  the  heart  and  eyes  of  one  that  wishes 
so  much  to  solve  it." 

"  Thank  heaven,  the  prayers  of  the  wicked 
avail  not  But,  my  dear  Carema,  return  to 
your   own    story, — ^those    startling    traces   ot* 

VOL.  u  F 
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your  half  forgotten  childhood  at  Peilermo;  I 
glow  with  impatieiice  to  hear  diem  all." 

'^No)  no,  k>Te,  I  feel  not  in  the  mood: 
those  sombre  tfaooghta  are  even  as  the  chameU 
house  of  memory,  and  one  would  not,  yon 
know,  too  often  look  upon  the  dead.  Some 
other  time,  Kate,  and  now  I  will  tell  yon 
something  of  what  I  believe  to  have  been 
realities. 

''  My  mother's  death  was  said  to  have  been 
sudden  ;>-^^  stroke  from  fear,  and,  as  they 
tiell  me,  occasioned  by  the  conflagration  of 
the  palazze  in  which  she  resided.  I  have 
entertained  perplexing  doubts,  not  as  to  the 
fact  of  her  decease^  but  of  its  cause.    Young 

and  nursing  mothers,  when  all  they  love  is 
safe,  fell  not  so  easily.  Still  I  cannot  shape 
my  doubts  even  into  GTaspicion,  and  all  re- 
mains but  as  a  spieading  shadow  you  cannot 
look  beyond.  My  poor  lather  did  not  long 
survive ;  he  sunk  beneath  a  fever,  brought,  on 
by  an  excess  of  grief.    In  some  of  his  let- 
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ten^  written  just  brfore  the  cloae,  and  per- 
cbanee  when  his  hrsin  had  began  to  fisel  the 
fiery  touch  of  the  disease^  are  dark  and 
strange  aUuaions^  as  if  some  pienous  letter 
had  exphhied  revolting  circmnstanoes,  that  it 
woe  needless  to  repeat;  but  if  it  was  so,  such 
letters  never  came. 

''Of  my  mother's  family  I  have  not  been 
able    to  learn   mnch,   or  even  who   at   first 
RoeiTed  ]ier  cvphan  child.    But  soon,  it  seems, 
an   Italiaa   noble^  the   Count    Montrano,  of 
whom   you  have   heard  me  speak^  and  who 
had  been  intimately  known  ts  my  parents, 
returned  to  Palermo :  by  bim  my  father's  will 
was  prodooed ;   and,  in  acoosdance  with  its 
pnmaions,  I  was  sent  to  England,  and  planed 
onder  the  case  of  my  dear  guardian  Haggbstone, 
who,  with  his  wife,  have  been  but  too  indul- 
gent of  tbeir  wayward  ehaige.    My  father  and 
guardian,  although  of  different  creeds  in  non- 
essentials,  (as  the  Doctor  calfe  them,)  had  been 
fiom  early  youth  mort  dear  confiding  friends; 
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and  when^  in  consequence  of  bis  marriage^ 
other,  and  nearer  friends,  had  prored  unkind, 
'  how/  as  he  writes,  '  did  it  smooth  his  dying 
pillow '  to  think,  that  without  appealing  to  the 
cold  proud  hearts  he  pitied  and  despised,  his 
child  would  find  a  shelter  from  the  world, 
with  meeker  spirits,  and  wHh  friends  more 
faithful :— -and  how  DoMy,  my  dear  girl,  has 
that  high  confidence  been  met.  There  were 
no  restrictions  in  the  will,  and  Ephmim  might 
silently  have  brought  within  the  pale  of  his 
own  denomination,  a  wealthy  oonrert ;  but  too 
conscientious  for  sectarian  pre^dice,  be  re* 
solved  that  my  education  should  be^  in  ail 
things,  what  my  parents  would  themselves  have 
chosen ;  and  hence  those  accomplishments  you 
sometimes  flatter,  and  those  gay  innocent  de- 
lights his  home  affords  me.** 

'<  Yes  !  and  thus  you  have  escaped  the 
quilted  petticoat  and  untrimmed  bonnet ! — 
But  teach  not  thy  fair  brow  that  stem  dis- 
dain.— I  do  but  jest,  Carema;  it  were  stu* 
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pidity  indeed^  not  to  fed,  and  admire  conduct 
so  fall  of  hoBor,  and  that  high  chivalry  of 
aonly  that  ttampa  the  nobility  of  nature  with 
a  grace  beyond  the  starched  dull  pedantry  of 
lank.  There^  darling,  there  is  another  little 
bit  of  the  Doctor. — ^By-the-by,  is  there  not  a 
destiny  ki  the  name  ?  It  is  ever  on  our  lips; 
and  after  all,  it  is  a  thousand  to  one,  but  we — 
nanaense,  I  mean  either  the  one  or  the  other, 
shall  marry  tl)&  Boetor. " 

<<Amen,  Kate;  but  with  this  proviso,  that 
I  resign  the  precedence  of  seniority,  and  leave 
die  bee  to  suck  the  honey  of  his  favourite 
flower — but  silence  and  discretion:  behold, 
here  comes  the  sententious,  sour  Mr*  Kenrick." 

"Yes,  and  how  odd  to  see  him  here,  and 
alone.  He  makes,  a  boast  of  never  stirring  an 
inch  from  home  without  an  object,  and  here 
he  can  have  none,  except  it  be  to  find  out 
our  new  -  friend  the  gipsy :  and  oh !  how 
wonderful  ;»*-it  is  even  so !  Look  towards  the 
swell  of  yonder  hill ;  do  you  discern  a  single 
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figure,  Caretna,  standing  like  Milton^s  Satan 
all  alone ?^It  is  the  gipsy;— yes,  and  now 
she  wares  a  signal,  and  now  she  passes  out 
of  sight,  doubtless  to  aroid  observation : — but 
Kenrick  walks  in  that  direction,  and  fieister 
than  before !  What,  is  the  ugly  Caliban 
grown  crazy,  or  in  love?  Shall  we  follow? 
the  conviction  of  such  a  solemn  wiseacre 
would  be  a  jest  for  ever;— come,  I  will  walk 
as  fast  as  you  please,  Carema,-^-come,  let  us 
hasten  on/' 

"Not  for  the  world,  Kate!-^the  evening 
light  grows  dim,  and  Kenrick  is  the  last 
man,  on  whose  protection  I  would  either  ob- 
trude or  depend/' 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


"  We  are  oft  to  blame  in  tlua, — 
11b  too  naek  prorred ! — Aat  with  deroCion'li  Tiaage, 
And  pma  aetioi,  we  do  aiigar  o'er 
The  deril  himaelf." 

Hakut. 

*'  Yea,  Lore  indeed  ia  light  from  hearen, — 
A  apark  of  that  imoDorCal  fire 
With  angela  ahar'd,— by  Alia  giiren 
To  lift  from  eazth  our  low  deaire." 

Btbon. 


The  cheerful  equaDimity  with  which  Bland- 
ford  at  first  encountered  the  repulsive  qualities 
of  his  undcy  arose  from  the  generous  glow 
of  youthful  impulse,  rather  than  from  any 
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conviction  of  its  propriety;  cuad  thus,  while 
Kenrick  imagined  that  every  passing  day 
increased  his  influence  with  a  willing  dupe, 
the  nephew^  in  reality,  became  the  more 
anxious  to  escape  from  an  inthralment  which 
reflection  had  shown  to  be  dangerous. 

With  little  fear  as  to  the  ultimate  safety 
of  his  fortune,  Blandford  felt  that  his  uncle 
had  assumed  an  irresponsible  power  by  in- 
vesting it  under  his  own  name,  which  it  might 
hereafter  be  difficult  to  shake.  Supposing 
that  when  of  age  he  was  admitted  as  a  partner, 
it  might  not  be  amiss  to  have  capital  already 
embarked  in  the  business; — but,  if  with  other 
views  he  then  wished  to  withdraw  it,  he  felt 
that  his  uncle,  by  taking  possession,  not  only 
of  the  property,  but  of  all  the  documents 
connected  with  it,  had  obtained  an  unfair 
advantage,  which  at  the  least  might  occasion 
much  injurious  delay. 

To  any  remarks  upon  the  subject,  Kenrick 
as  at  first,  deigned  no  other  reply  than  a  dry 
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alliisian  to  the  'will,'  and  as  Blandferd  felt, 
that  for  him  to  assert  that  his  father  had 
made  it  on  an  erroneous  estimate  of  his 
ancle's  character  would  not  invalidate  its 
fiHce,  he  soon  learnt  the  prudence  of  that 
silence  which  had  been  construed  as  com- 
pliance. 

The  truth  was,  that  the  apparent  sanctity 
and  thorongh-paced-business-like  details  of 
Kenrick's  letters,  had  inspired  Blandford's 
&ther  with  the  idea,  that  the  merchant  was, 
of  all  men,  the  most  fit  to  protect  and  counsel 
the  non-age  of  his  son.  Personally,  he  had 
known  but  little  of  Kenrick,  as  at  the  period 
when  he  left  England  to  assume  the  manage- 
ment  of  a  family  estate  in  the  West  Indies, 
the  latter,  after  a  youth  of  little  promise, 
had  just  entered  as  a  clerk  in  the  house  he 
had  now  made  his  own.  It  was  by  this 
house  that  the  produce  of  the  West  Indian* 
estate  had  been  regnkriy  purchased ;  and  as 
a  rdati?e,  the  correspondence  had  been  con- 

f2 
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fided  to  Kenrick,  who,  having  his  private 
reasons,  took  especial  care  to  conduct  it  to 
advantage,  and  eventually  inspired  the  confi- 
dence at  which  he  aimed.  Nor  was  this 
confidence  founded  on  grave  sentences  and 
kind  expressions  only,*^the  unlucky  youth 
was  become  the  fortunate  man,  and  with  an 
advance  in  prosperity  as  sudden  as  it  was 
unexpected !— From  a  clerk,  Kenrick  became 
a  partner,  and  fhnn  a  partner  the  sole  pro- 
prietor In  all  this  the  common  casualties 
had  had  their  usual  share;  the  head  of 
the  firm  died  unexpectedly;  the  other  part- 
ner, Hagglestone,  chose  to  retire;  and  more 
than  these,  the  thrift  and  good  fortune  of 
Kenrick  in  mercantile  matters  were  noto- 
rious. 

It  might  be,  that  some  of  the  old  and 
knowing  ones,  had  shrewd  surmises  that  all 
was  not  so  substantial  as  before.  Two  parts 
of  the  capital  had  doubtless  departed  with 
the  respective  partners.    Awkward  anecdotes 
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weie  whispered  too,  that  same  people  believed, 
and  others  called  iU-aatnied  :<^-]K>wever,  right 
CM*  wrong,  Kewick  had  the  fiuoe  of  getting 
money,  he  was  a  'rich  man*  by  popular  re- 
port, and  if  nobody  knew  in  what  particnlar 
he  was  a  *  good  one,'  he  was  tindonbtedly 
weriomSf  which  half  the  worid  deemed  some 
thing  better. 

It  was  only  the  fiurer  portion  of  all  this 
that  fimnd  its  way  across  the  Atlantic ;  and 
the  wealthy^  Incky,  serious  Mr.  Kenrick,  being 
a  bachelor  to  hootl-^ooold  a  nephew  pos- 
■tUy  haTO  a  better  guardian? — He  might  be 
a  little  cmsty  or  so^-^bnt  what  of  that  ?  rich 
bachelors  often  are,  and  as  for  introdncing 
limitatioDS  in  the  will,  it  would  only  show 
suspicion,  give  offiwce,  and  possibly  provoke 
'the  good  man'  to  leave  his  money  out  of 
the  family,  instead  of  making  the  nephew 
the  sole  heir,  which  would  otherwise  so  natu- 
rally   occur.      In   fine,  as  nothing  could   be 
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hotter,  it  was  done  haodsomdy  and  without 
resenratioD. 

The  general  propriety  of  ih\h  step  in  all 
its  bearings  was  affectionately  explained  to 
Blandford  in  his  father's  last  .letter : — and 
ftbove  ally  the  supposed  '  piety  ^  of  the  uncle 
was  alluded  to  with  feelings  of  peculiar  satis* 
faction  by  the  dying  parent 

''  Yes !  "---said  Franki  m  uMMumful  seliloquyi 
as  the  melancholy  paper  lay  before  hiiUi — 
''  Would  to  heaven  it  had  been  so, — ^for  with 
any  man  of  real  piety-  I  had  been  happy 
and  secure.  Peculiarities  of  optnion  might 
have  existed,  as  they  often  do,  with  the  wisest 
and  the  best,  but  where  the  light  of  genuine 
Christianity  beams  in;  Jthe  bosom,  it  is  as 
sunshine  to  the  landscape-^tha  natural  ine- 
qualities of  sarfece  stdl  renudn^  but  the  life- 
inspiring  beams  of  golden  .radiance  harmonise 
all,  in  one  broad  glow  of  fertility  and  beau- 
ty l-^But  when  the  heart:  remains  callous  in 
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its  selfishnem,  and  a  A^m  of  sanetily  becomeB 
the  cloak  of  pride; — when  rancorcMn'bigotfy 
coadeinns  what  it  hath  not  intellect  to'Oom- 
prehend,  or  charity  to  forgive^: -^.wheni  he, 
who  in  ignorant  arrogance  'woald  tfampU 
down  the  innocent  and  elqgant  amtnementa 
that  charm  eziatence,  is  himself-  the  alirre  of 
swinish  gluttony :— -when  hoHow  prayos  are 
mouthed  to  mask  eitertaon>-«>^when"-*^ 

Blandfdrd   paused,   for   the   ntkv  selfish- 
neaa  of  his  uncle's  character  was  ioO'thread- 
baie    to  admit  of  fiurtber  examination,  and 
he  withdrew  his  thoughts  in  disgost,  as  we 
cast  aside  a  curious  reptiley  offended'  by  its 
slime,  or  affrighted  at  its  venom.    Bnt  what 
had  r^idefed  the  gay-hearted  Frank  so  mor- 
bidly sensitive l^nay,  as  it  were'  so  greedy 
of  deformity?     It  is  trae,  tihait  the  frowning 
mask    of  religious    hypocdby    is  even   more 
abhorrent   than    the   drivelling    sincerity    of 
fanatical  folly;   but  Frank  had  betrayed  the 
zeal  of  personal  interest,  of  personal  dislike, — 
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and  unconsciouslj  to  himself,  this  unwonted 
bitterness  of  soul  was  bom  of  love ! 

As  Kenrick  had  foretold,  Blandford's  in- 
troduction to  the  social  circle  at  Hagglestone's 
cottage  had  soon  occurred,  and  the  heart* 
inthralling  influence  of  its  fiiir  enchantress, 
from  that  moment,  had  bound  his  senses  in 
the  subtle  maze  of  passion:— > and  she,  his 
charmer,  she,  was  the  aversion  of  the  cold- 
blooded Kenrick ;  who  can  wonder  then  that 
the  latter  was  his  own? 

All  'correctly  disposed'  young  men,  who 
entertain  a  laudable  wish  to  stand  well  with 
Society,  are  perfectly  aware,  that  while  fortune 
is  the  first,  love  and  marriage  are  the  last 
considerations  that  should  engage  their  atten- 
tion.  To  sit  down  with  the  mere  competency 
of  humble,  quiet,  domestic  enjoyment,  is  worse 
than  nothing !— '  Station'  and  an  '  Establish- 
ment' should  be  held  paramount  to  the  in- 
stincts of  nature,  the  affections,  or  religion ! — 
Yes!   let  them    all  perish,  while  two-thirds 
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^^zpended    in    the    acquirement  of 

^  \\ie  xiak.   it.  may    be  of  final  rain 

fj^^tsimi^   cliicax^ery    in   the  OTer-eager> 

^^jg^ ^Qt  ^^ ' — If    &t   latst  successfiili  marry! 

\i^t  ^  ^nidentXy.        Advancing  age  has  its 

ooiio(flii[\\]UiW^^  aiMl  your  progeny, 

to  glnuaenoig  intellect^  xnay  add  sickly  coo-' 

stitatioQA:— A>ut  wbat    matter  7—^ui  early  oi^ 

phaiu  they  ^vnll  soon  l>e  schooled  in  worldly 

cnft,  and  after  all,   cannii^  simpletons  are 

the  best  subjects  of  that  overstrained  artificial 

system  bat  prerailing,  which  apes  the  polish 

witfaont  the  knowledge  and  feeling  of  high 

dyilization. 

It  must  nnfiDrtonately  be  confessed,  that 
Frank  Blandford  was  sadly  wanting  in  snch 
particttlare;  so  fiiU  of  old  English  prejudices 
as  to  consider  the  'heart,'  in  value  equal  to 
the  head,  and  so  sensual,  as  to  deem  an  early 
mrriage  the  better  path  to  virtue. 

Yet  however  sensitive  to  the  softer  emo*- 
tions,  his  early  manhood  had  hitherto  remained 
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unshackled  by  Hhe  rosy  god  of  gay  dedires/ 
The  varied  forms  of  female  loveliness  society 
presented,  had  dazzled,  and  flitted  away,  swift 
as  the  flashes  of  a  moonlit  sea.-*F6rna  moment 
he  had  thrilled  to  the  touch  of  Beauty,-^ 
bad  drunk  the  music  of  her  voicey  and  then^ 
when  his  glowing  heart  yearned  warmly  for 
the  future,  awakened  judgment  toM  that 
all  was  vanity;  the  idol  of  bis  fantasy 
awaited  other  worshippers.  But 'with  Carema 
came  feelings  of  deeper  iiiaport;  &e  influence 
of  a  quenchless  hope  strong  in' its  own  reality. 
AU  the  fond  visions  of  the  paeft  seemed  pei^- 
fected  in  her,  and  yet,  as  if  in  "the  perversity 
of  fate,  his  attentions  were  repulsed,  or  at  best 
unheeded.  The  smiles  that  played  around 
her  lips,  with  all  their  arch,  bewitchitig  grace,' 
to  him,  were  but  the  arrows  of  disdain.  'She 
moved  in  beauty  with  a  gay  triumphant 
buoyancy  of  life,  that  shed  ei^oyment  round 
as  sunshine  gleams  through  clustering  roses, 
more  fragrant,  bright,  and  glowing  >-and  this 
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to  fnesdabip   hsu^    been     dfilightful^   bn^  to 

'V»^'— ^^  ^  more    dear  /the  confoaion  of' 

c«Qscio\ui  teodemeBs  that,   comes  unbiddeo  to 

the  viif^'ft  btaxiy  and   as  it  swelU  with  new 

eifiotioQs>  diW Q&  .the  hlood  in.  faomu^  blusbes 

to  W  theek,  eveu  as  bloom  growing  deeper 

01^  the  finutB  of  ^gmnntfir,   revei^  their  rich 

m^wity. 

■  To  be  less  poetical,  but  not  the  more 
dif«ct»  for  iMt^phoT  may  ^flea  best  explain 
the  mystery  of  pasMOo: — ^in  thip  chiiling  in- 
diffeieaee,  .viewed,  be  it  remembered,  'as  n 
proof'  that  Ca^ma's  affections  were  in  eveiy 
sense  her  own,  Frank  ventured  to  read  the 
promises  of  hi^ie* 

''Slie  ia^  totally  disengaged,^  -^he  whift- 
p^ed  to  himseUr— "  ^tnd  thongfa  ancpnscioiis 
of  the  soft  ei|tiancement  her  chiirma  inspire, 
yet  may  not  ^riendshipi  with  time,  infuse  a 
dearer  sentimenti  .until .  the  lovely  scorner  be- 
c<»Des  the>  QQjfp  retinog^.  trembling  gul,  in 
whose   cenfidiqgy  half  averted  e^Tp  in, some 
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auspicious  hour  I  may  pour  unchecked,  the 
tender  pleadings  of  my  soul.'' 

With  such  illusions  of  lancy  had  Bknd- 
ford  of  late  too  often  feasted  his  imagination; 
and  now,  to  foi^et  his  uncle,  nothing  more 
was  necessary  than  to  muse  upon  Carema. 
How  delicious  were  these  day  dreams  of  his 
ideal  mistress ! — ^The  fervor  of  her  affections, 
her  soothing  gentleness,  so  trustful  and  for- 
bearing, with  that  religion  of  the  heart,  that 
clothes  itself  in  deeds  rather  than  in  words, 
and  knows  no  creed  but  charity. 

This  alchymy  of  thought  went  on,  but  in 
a  lover^s  brain  so  many  sparkling  rays  of 
hope  with  such  a  theme  ascend,  that  the 
rapt  senses  grow  giddy  with  their  own  de- 
light Imagination,  to  the  mental  graces  she 
has  clothed  with  heavenly  tints,  gives  earthly 
charms,  and  the  heart  throbs  with  a  new 
awakening  joy,  a  mystic  consciousness ; — ^the 
fascination  that  womanhood  inspires  in  the 
first  grace  and  dewy  freshness  of  its  beauty. 
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The  eketiic  toach  of  glovring  lipt,  grown 
holy  in  the  fear  of  fthrinkhig  modesty: — the 
pfessore  of  the  tremUing  hand,  when  tender- 
nesB  hath  left  no  Toioe  for  words:— the 
panting  breath  of  ecstasy,  and  soul-digadving 
thrills  of  human  sympathy  unquenched,  that 
gushing  through  the  heated  fancy,  seem  re- 
alitiesu 

Yes,  masculine  pass]0n,  whether  for  good 
or  for  eril,  hath  a  fearful  potency; — an  ardour 
that  can  achieve  fer  more  than  the  ena^ 
moured  youth  would  deem  it  possible  to 
reach,  or  if  he  knew,  perchance  would  dare 
to  Yentore;  and  Blandford,  in  the  frequent 
solitude  of  his  new  abode,  had  nursed  these 
wilful  vagaries  to  a  dangerous,  it  might  be 
to  an  irretrievaUe  extent,  and  that  without 
having  (so  fiur  as  he  could  judge)  awakened 
a  glimmer  of  reciprocal  feeling,  or  a  shadow 
of  return* 

Frank's  only  place  of  retirement  at  such 
idle    mcHuents,    or,    indeed,    for  more    sub* 
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stantial  studieB,  was  the  little  deal  bor  of  a 
chamber  before  described,  and  which  he  had 
contrived  to  render  more  comfortable,  by  the 
arrangement  of  a  few  books,  and  other  trifling 
matters  of  a  bacheloi^s  convenience.  Here, 
at  least,  he  had  the  advantage  of  silence,  as 
the  merchandize  in  the  flat  was  not  often 
shifted,  and  the  court  beneath  was  seldom 
passed,  exc^t  by  that  pattern  of  taciturnity, 
the  frowning  Peter.  All  had  been  as  still  as 
usual,  when  Frank  heard  a  faint  laugh,  or 
rather  a  merry  gixiwl,  and  presently  the  steps 
of  a  heavy  man,  who,  judging  from  the 
sound,  was  pushing  Peter  into  the  house 
before  him. 

"Very  odd,**— thought  Frank: — the  win- 
dow was  too  high  and  awkward  for  a  peep; 
it  was  however  open,  and  not  to  hear,  was 
equally  impracticable. 

"  Bah,  Peter  !-^where  can  be  the  harm  ?— 
remember,  man,  Pm  '  Reverend*  now,-** speak 
reverentially  of  your  betters,  and  announce 
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the  ReveDBBd  Stmon  Smiiggletoii;-— com^, 
come,  all^s  safe — what  can  the  young  eock 
akrft  peck  out  of  tiia^  eh?'' 

^'Noy  no,  Mr.  Smuggleton  ;-«*my  orders 
were  to  let  aofie  of  you  come  on  the  ground 
when  the  Master  is  ftom  hcxne,  and  if  you 
pi^h  in  hke  a  thief  I^  wash  my  hands  of 
the  job." 

'^Nonaeoaey  man!  out  of  sight  is  often 
out  of  daxiger,*^' any  {k>rt  in  a  staim.*  This 
unlucky  tuniy  loo  :-^yoa  can  tell  me  some^ 
Uung,  how  square^  go,  eh?** 

**  Not  I, — 111  know  nothing  !-^<ukl  as  to 
that,  what  I  do  know  hangs  to  my  con* 
science  by  a  rotten  rope !  It  stands  to  reason 
secittts  should  be-  paid  for,  and  youVe  sen- 
Mble  IVe  had  dog's  ftie  here;  Uttie  rest, 
small  thanks,  and  leas  pm>6t." 

'^Patience,  Peter!  perhaps  like  me  you'll 
haire  a  change: — a  call  to  preach,  eh?'' 

.   "A    'cair    to   fiddle.     Preach! —that's 
another  rough   bone  in  my  swallow.    Mock 
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religion  is  the  Devil's  own  coin,  and  for  the 
good  of  the  world  «ay  I,  let  £very  single 
counterfeit  be " 

'^  Hush,  Peter ! — don't  swear;  if  the  world, 
like  an  over-grown  bahy,  loves  the  shining 
counterfeit  best,  let  the  joke  pass,  and  all 
the  better." 

The  closing  of  a  door  proved  that  the 
stEBBger  had  made  good  his  entrance,  maigre 
the  expostulations  of  the  positive  Peter* 

''  What  can  be  brewing  now  ?  "—thought 
Frank, — '^  here  is  a  low,  unprincipled,  religious 
mountebank,  taking  possession  of  the  house 

And  what  could  be  the  aeocet  &at  Peter 
held  so  closely  ?  There  waa  evidently  some- 
thing dangerous,  pecfaaps  ^  dishonourable,'  in 
motion;  and  to  this  his  unde  was  in  some 
way  a  party ;  and  if  so,  it  was  probable,  nay 
more,  it  was  '  evident '  that  he  himself  would 
be  involved.  The  blood  rushed  to  Bland- 
ford's    temples    with    a    strange    instinctive 
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coBBcioafiDeBs  of  present  peril:— it  seemed  as 
if  a  pit  of  in&my  was  dag  beneath  his  feet, 
but  hidden  from  his  eyes: — he  started  from 
his  chair,  with  the  intention  of  making  some 
instant  investigation:— but  where  could  lie 
go? — to  whom  could  he  apply? — what  were 
lus  charges?— ^ The  Tague  aurmises  of  uncer- 
tain suspicion  would  but  rebound  upon 
himsetf !  He  stood  in  utter  and  bitter  con- 
fosion,  until,  as  with  tihe  touch  c^  an  icy 
hand,  the  thoogfat  fdl  upon  his  heart,  ibai 
his  eagerness  after  all  was  but  a  Fain  impo* 
tency!  At  best,  his  only  alternative  would 
be  to  await  some  tangible  incident  on  which 
to  charge  his  uncle  home;  but  how  long 
might  this  uncertainty  oontinue,  while  the 
hidden  mischief  was  still  waxing  stronger 
and  wider,  vntsl  at  the  momait  of  attempted 
extrication,  some  pabUc  expbsion  might  en- 
sue, and  leave  him  innocent  indeed,  but  with 
a  reputation  so  fatally  tarnished,  that  every 
hope  of  Carema  would  be  for  ever  gone. 
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Such  were  his  feelings,  when  Kenrick's 
voice,  and  that  in  high  anger,  resounded 
through  the  building.  "  Yes,"  —  thought 
Frank, — ^'  he  has  just  returned  and  heard  of 
his  unbidden  guest,  now  will  be  the  time  to 
understand  him; — now,  while  his  caution 
sleeps  in  the  passion  of  the  moment ;  I  will 
seek  him  instantly/' 

In  the  way  stood  Peter  listening,  and 
with  an  expression  of  unusual  ferocity,  doubt- 
less from  the  storm  of  indignation  he  had 
just  encountered.  At  the  sight  of  Frank 
his  countenance  changed,  as  if  he  meant  to 
speak,  but  clenching  his  teeth  with  some 
sudden  recollection,  he  hurried  off,  and  Bland- 
ford  passing  forward,  entered  silently  into 
the  presence  of  his  uncle. 

Kenrick  was  seated  with  accounts  before 
him,  and  looking  pale  and  disturbed,  as  he 
watched  the  stranger,  who  stood  at  a  window 
holding  up  a  document  to  the  light  as  we 
scrutinize  a  doubtful  note.    Both  were  totally 
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absorbed,  when  the  stranger,  in  a  harsh  and 
vulgar  tone,  ezclaiiaed,— 

"Very  well,  Mr.  Keniick,  very  well: — 
and  so  the  loss  of  the  whole  cargo  is  to  be 
packed  on  my  shoulders ! — and  this  precious 
assignment  proTes  it,  eh? — Hark  ye.  Sir! 
though  the  juggle  were  hatched  in  the  hot- 
test hole  of  hell,  it  shall  not  weigh  a 
feather !  '* 

**  Your  own  signature," — said  Kenrick, 
in  a  hoHow  voice  of  dogged  assurance, — 
*'  Your  own  signature ! — and  if  you  want  a 
witness  *'— — 

"  Want  the  Demon  I" — cried  the  other  in 
a  towering  n^e,— "  The  writing  is  my  own ; 
but  how  came  it  here?  —  I  say,  Sir,  this 
paper  has  been  tampered  with:— ^as  been 
abraded:  —  and  this  signature  has  been  in- 
serted with  gum  and  pressure !  A  cunning 
cheat  it  passes  to  the  eye;  but  what  of  that? 
a  little  moisture  will  dissolve  your  magic." 

And  so  saying,  and  having  breathed  closely 

VOL.    I.  G 
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on  the  document,  he  appeared  as  if  about 
to  raise  the  edge  of  the  suspected  patch 
with  the  point  of  a  penknife,  when  Kenrick 
clutched  his  arm,  and  snatched  it  from 
him. 

Both  stepping  back,  now  faced  each  other 
with  looks  of  eager  malice,  their  very  fore- 
heads blackening  with  excess  of  passion,  and 
every  muscle  stiffening  for  some  essay  of 
deadly  hate,  when  Blandford  passed  between 
them ;  and  then  cowering  with  a  new  fear, 
the  dread  of  convicted  villany,  both  stood 
silent  and  abashed. 

With  momentary  self-command,  and  a 
well  affected  tone  of  plausible  vexation, 
Kenrick  immediately  apologized  to  his  ne- 
phew, for  what  he  called, — his  **  most  unfor- 
tunate, and  easily  besetting  sin,  a  warmth 
of  temper." 

"  We  were  both  to  blame," — ^he  continued, 
in  a  husky  tone  of  lingering  confusion;  and 
looking  meekly  as  a  bull  in  a  bog! — ''both. 


THE  PICAROON.  123 

though    I    am   ready  to  confesB   myself  the 
most  so.^ 

''You  had  better  confess/' — said  the  Htill 
sullen  stranger, — ^*  You  had  better  confesSy 
that  you  are  aware,  that — I  mean  that  you 
have  discovered" — added  the  fellow, ^ with 
an  artful  turn,—''  that,  we  must  not  either 
of  us  depend  upon  this  document.'' 

"Oh,  certainly  not !  I  hold  it  for  nothing 
more  than  it  will  answer, — as  void  '  indeed ' 
without  the  witness.'' 

"  I  know  not  what  you  mean ! — one  man, 
and  only  one,  was  privy  to  the  matter,  and 
all  he  might  have  proved  on  me  was  but  a 
'  third : '   but  what  of  that  ?— he  is  dead/' 

"Believe  it  not:  he  lives!" 

"Anselmo?" — said  the  stranger,  turning 
pale,  and  speaking  in  a  low  and  smothered 
tone  of  voice,  so  as  not  to  be  over-heard,  as 
he  imagined,  by  Blandford, — ^"Anselmo?" 

A  nod  of  affirmation  increased  the  visible 
consternation  of  the  stranger,  while,  with 
returning  c(mfidence,  Kenrick  added — 


124  TU^  PICAROON* 


(t 


Be  not  troubled,  good  Mr.  Smuggle- 
ton;  time  and  skill  may  shift  the  burden 
of  the  loss  to  other  shoulders :— and  after 
ally  thus  to  wrangle  for  the  mammon  of  un- 
righteousness, is  but  a  sorry  occupation. 
Here,  Nephew,  you  must  know  this  gentleman 
better,  as  my  pious,  but  rather  too  hasty 
friend,  the  Rev.  Simon  Smuggleton.  He  is 
the  missionary  of  the  new  denomination  we 
hope  to  build  up,  as  a  tower  of  refuge, 
in  the  desert  of  this  sinful  generation!  and 
he  himself  too  is  a  shining,  but,  as  i  may  say, 
a  wandering  light  in  the  world: — I  mean, 
as  to  the  call  to  travel  in  his  vocation, 
which  from  regard  to  me,  and  a  little  profit 
for  himself,  he  has  clogged  so  far  with 
worldly  cares,  as  to  undertake  some  little 
agencies  with  Holland  and  the  Low  Coun- 
tries. These,  as  you  must  be  sensible,  Ne- 
phew, are  open  to  perplexing  casualties  of 
one  sort  or  the  other;-— and  indeed,  as  the 
salt  of  the  earth !  should  be  kept  clear  of  the 
damps  of  misfortune,  I  must  saddle  my  wits 
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with  some  device,  that  may  save  him  from 
the  loss  we  had  grown  bo  hot  upon.*' 

Kemick  pansed,  and  Blandford  turned  his 
eye  towards  the  stranger.  Never  had  he 
beheld  a  mass  of  hmnan  flesh  more  eloquent 
of  the  soul  within,— or  rather  of  the  want 
of  one! — ^than  the  pious  Mr.  Smuggleton. 

The  reverend  gentleman  had  perched  him- 
self on  the  high  stool  of  the  desk,  and  his 
bowed  and  marvellously  short  legs  hung 
dangling  with  an  awkward  looseness  from  a 
nether  bulk  of  unusual  amplitude.  The  chest 
was  contracted  as  the  heart  within,  and  over- 
hung by  high  heavy  shoulders,  bearing  long 
pendulous  arms : — his  head  large,  but  singularly 
flat ; — the  eyes  deep-seated,  bright  and  twink- 
ling, as  those  of  a  lynx ; — ^the  forehead  low, 
smooth,  and  half  hid,  by  a  profusion  of 
coarse  hair;  combed^  and  pomatomed  aown  on 
one  sid^,  with  all  the  precision  of  a  village 
barber  :-^the  nose,"  strangely  thin  and  promi- 
nent, was  standing  up   from  the  bh)ad  flat 
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face  like  the  picked  bone  of  an  old  turkey, 
and  with  much  the  same  gristly  transpa- 
rency and  ugly  tint  of  blueish  yellow.  The 
mouthy  that  porch  of  the  soul !  but  in  the 
present  instance  only  valuable  as  the  viaduct 
to  the  gastric  magazine,  was  graciously  re- 
laxed from  its  usual  forward  pucker  of  con- 
ceity  into  the  grave,  square-cornered  smile  of 
the  Precisian  ;  and  with  all  its  wonted  cha- 
racter of  shallow,  heartless,  overreaching 
subserviency.  There  was  in  the  whole  ex- 
pression, such  a  mixture  of  cunning  and 
perplexity, — such  a  complete  personification 
of  sordid  sensuality  and  artificial  gravity,  that 
Frank,  forgetting  all  his  previous  anxieties, 
actually  gave  way  to  a  hearty  fit  of  laughter. 
The  ridicule  was  too  appropriate  to  be 
mistaken;  and  the  conscious  Smuggleton  dropt 
his  eyes,  and  wriggled  on  his  chair,  with  the 
fidgety  excitement  of  an  old  maid,  when  bridal 
tapers  are  growing  shorter,  and  blushes  deeper. 
Even  Kenrick  was  disconcerted ; — but  only  for 
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an  instant,  when,  with  more  than  his  usual  as- 
perity, he  demanded  the  cause  of  so  'strange/ 
so  ^unmannerly'  a  freak. 

**  Positively,  Sir,  I  hardly  know,  except 
that  something  put  me  in  mind  of  an  odd 
conceit  in  sculpture,  which  I  once  saw  in  a 
gothic  church.  It  was  a  grotesque,  and  re- 
presented a  saint  squeezing  down  the  head 
of  a  miserable  little  devil,  while  he  pinched 
the  fiend  betwixt  his  knees  and  choked  him, 
by  forcing  him  to  swallow  the  dart  of  his 
own  tail." 

**  Better  and  worse  :*'— said  Kenrick,  drily, 
''  But  come,  young  man,  we  have  matters  of 
business  to  adjust,  in  which  you  can  hardly 
be  a  party  ;-*suppose  that  you  take  a  walk.'' 

"  Rather  late,  Sir ! — ^and,  by  the  by,  I  have 
a  matter  of  business  to  adjust,  which  must, 
and  shall  command  your 'instant' attention!" 

"  Very  well,  young  ipan : — ^very  well,  very 
right, — candid  and  direct. — Smuggleton,  my 
good  fellow,  call  to-morrow. — ^And  now  he  is 
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gone,  Mr.  Blandford,  wh&t  are  the  commands 
of  a  nephew  to  an  uncle  ? " 

**  The  legal  transfer  of  your  authority,  Sir, 
and  of  my  fortune,  to  proper  trustees  for 
the  residue  of  the  period,  or  an  application 
to  the  Court  of  Chancery  for  protection." 

"  Still  better,  but  very  juvenile,  young  Sir ! 
— 'Protection' — Consider,  may  not  this  pre- 
sumption hang  upon  a  Gadlacy ! — His  Honour 
The  Lord  High  Chancellor  must  have  some- 
thing to  protect ! — and  it  is  often  more  easy 
to  talk  of  a  fortune  than  to  produce  it  on 
demand  !— Hark  ye,  Mr.  Blandford !  your  sub- 
stance has  been  adventured  in  merchandise: 
— now  a  '  transfer '  on  the  books  at  the  Bank 
of  England  is  a  thing  they  understand  very 
well  in  Lincoln*s  Inn,  but  a  *  transfer '  across 
the  Atlantic,  is  more  in  my  way : — ^There  are 
the  casualties  of  the  Ocean! — Foundering, 
strokes  of  lightning,  piracy,  storms,  rocks 
and  shallows  ! " — 

"  Words, — Sir,  words ;  the  law  is  stronger 


Ttift  vichnoiyff.  129 

than  yodr  't&r^ftl  l-^Hi&^acebutvti  rmk,-  and 
*  shall  •  be  rendered/'   —  ^' 

"  Thfe  abootitet  '  shall  ^  be  tendefed  ?-^Very 
well,  v^rf  right;  but  'still,  as  I  ittid  hefdre, 
very  jattsoilcr  I— What  say  yoti,  yotiflg  Sir,  t6 
that  pleastikt  connnoo  ph^e^  in  mereatittle'  af^ 
fairs — ^^BkVKKVPT,  anb  no  bI'FEct^.'* 

"  Base  l^^infemously  basej^^bat,  thank  God, 
improbabte  t-^yeur  objcict,  Sir,  is  td  alarnii  me 
Trom  my  purpose,  b^t  it  shall  riot  aratl.'^    ' 

"ReaHy,  Mr.  Blatidford,  your  seJf-dela- 
sion  is  amusing.-— Your  proposition,  remember; 
takes  it  for  granted,  that  I  am  ba^er— -beware, 
lest  you  ensufe  the  completion  of  ybur  pro- 
phecy!— As  I  told  you  bt^fore,  I  win  tiot 
reason  with  a  junior;  I  only  catition  you' not 
to  provoke  iht  injury  you  would  escape :— ^thfe 
restitution  of  your  fortune  happens  nbt  to 
suit  my  present  convenience; — ^nothing  more. 
Now,  mark  me.  Nephew,  my  obgect'  has  been 
wealth ! — ^Wealth,  in  no  common  sense  of  the 
term,  and  my  hazards' have  been,  and  'are  in 

o2 
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proportion:— even  now,  I  have  a  stake  upon 
the  equipoi&e,  that,  but  a  breath  of  what  you 
menace  would  overthrow.  Now  then,  away  !-^ 
Go ! — go,  play  the  Hero !  proclaim  your  kins- 
man for  a  knave,  and  make  yourself  a  beggar ! 
— But  no.  Sir,  it  were  weak  to  trust  your  duty, 
or  your  prudence ;  I  have  a  better  guarantee, 
your  folly !  —  Move  but  a  step  against  my 
wishes,  and  Carema  Damley  will  have  suffi- 
cient cause  to  thank  you  ! — Her  fate  is  some- 
what too  deeply  involved  in  the  cloud  of  slum- 
bering mischief  your  weak  impatience  would 
disturb : — ah!  I  see  that  the  blood  deserts  your 
cheek !  very  well,  Sir,  learn  caution,  and  dream 
not  of  what  is  beyond  your  grasp : — silence 
and  obedience  are  the  only  securities  within 
your  power." 
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CHAPTER  VII. 


*'  He  w«8  a  man  as  doaky  aa  a  Spaniard, 
Sunbunit  with  traTol,  yet  a  portly  figure ; 
Though  coloured  as  it  were  within  a  tanyard. 
He  was  a  person  both  of  sense  and  rigour — 
A  better  seaman  nerer  yet  did  man  yard." 

Bbppo,  a  Vekktian  Story. 


"  There  is  one  within 


Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen, 
Recounts  moat '  horrid  sights,'  seen  by  the  watch.'* 

Julius  Cjesar. 


The  dispute  with  Kenrick  had  left  Frank  but 
little  relish  for  societyi  and  less  for  his  own 
thoughts;  and  as  we  all  yearn  for  the  fresh 
and  open  air,  when  overloaded  with  ''  that  pe- 
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rilous  stuff  that  weighs  upon  the  heart,"  in 
very  self-defence  he  sought  an  evening  stroll. 

The  bustle  of  the  port  had  ceased ;  and  as 
he  wandered  down  by  the  Avon'd  side,  all 
was  silent  and  lonely.  The  bed  of  the  river, 
left  bare  by  the  tide,  shone  in  its  trickling 
wetness  with  a  dull  and  leaden  hue,  while 
the  hull  of  a  sloop,  or  half-decked  sea-boat, 
lying  here  and  there,  showed  black  and  mo- 
tionless, as  if  each  were  the  carcass  of  some 
aquatic  monster,  stranded  by  the  ebbing  waters. 

The  bleat  of  the  distant  sheep,  and  the 
bay  of  the  shepherd's  dog,  sounded  mourn- 
fully from  the  neighbouring  Downs.  The  beet- 
ling cliffs  on  either  side  hung  over  all,  gloomy 
and  grand,  while  the  dim  distance,  filling  the 
yawning  gulf  between,  showed  in  its  growing 
blackness  the  swift  and  rippling  current  of 
the  river  diminished  to  a  glimmering  line  of 
silvery  she^n. 

As  if  presaging  rain,  the  big«4>ellied  ckrads 
seemed  pressing  dowawards,  and  waxed  still 
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darker  as  they  gathered.-  By  degrees  the  si* 
lence  gained  a  painful  iniensity,  seeoied.  deathly 
and  appalling;  and  as  the  loose  sand  patter- 
ing from  the  gullies  of  the  rocks  came 
with  a  swifter  sharper  rustle,  Frank  looked 
up  with  an  involuntary  shudder! — It  seemed 
as  if  his  steps  were  tracked !  and  that  some 
invisible  mischief  was  hovering  in  the  air! 

A  little  after,  and  as  the  path  wound 
past  a  comer,  columns  of  ruddy  light  gleamed, 
as  with  a  tangible  distinctness,  on  the  evening 
mist;  but  so  circumscribed,  that  the  reflec- 
tions on  the  rocks  and'  water  were  hardly  to 
be  remarked.  These  feeble  flames  rose  from 
the  fires  of  some  adjacent  Limekilns,  and 
Prank  remembered,  that  he  had  wandered  far- 
ther down  than  the  hour  might  render  pru- 
dent; it  was  at  least  time  to  beat  a  letreat, 
and  he  was  atMHit  to  return,  when  a  new 
object  caught  his  eye,  and  amused  him  for 
the  moment.  A  white  owl  eame  sailing  slowly 
up    the    glen,    traversing    every    nook,    and 
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doubling  every  comer  with  the  regularity 
of  a  setter;  and  evidently  with  good  success, 
as  her  frequent  swoop  evinced. 

The  bird  had  passed  the  two  first  Limekilns 
with  the  indifference  of  an  old  acquaintance, 
and  on  her  wide  and  swagging  pinions,  was 
sweeping  round  the  third,  when  with  a  scream 
of  sudden  terror,  she  shot  away,  and  in  a 
twinkling  was  out  of  sight.  Aware,  that  this 
alarm  was  not  without  its  meaning,  Frank 
looked  eagerly  forward,  but  nothing  could  be 
discerned.  The  first  Limekiln  lay  at  the  dis- 
tance of  about  two  hundred  yards,  among 
scattered  hommocs  of  rocks,  overgrown  with 
briars,  and  through  these  a  hollow  sheep  path 
approached  it  on  the  right 

Few  men  had  less  taste  for  an  adventure 
than  Blandford,  but  yielding  for  once  to  the 
promptings  of  curiosity,  he  climbed  the  bank, 
and  under  cover  of  the  rocks  and  brush- 
wood, advanced  to  reconnoitre.  He  had  not 
gained  twenty  yards,  before  he  found  reason 
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for  seIf>coDgratuIation  in  his  preaent  means  of 
concealment,  as  at  a  distance  behind,  in  the 
path  he  had  just  relinquished,  five  rough 
looking  fellows  were  to  be  observed,  coming 
slowly  forward,  and  using  a  degree  of  cir- 
cumspection with  which  'honesty'  CQuId  not 
be  supposed  to  have  any  necessary  affi- 
nity. TTiey  were  prowling,  either  to  in- 
tercept some  party  for  the  sake  of  plun- 
der, or  to  secure  an  escape;  and,  in  either 
case,  not  the  most  agreeable  companions. 
Frank  had  crept  to  within  something  like 

half  the  distance,  when  he  had  reason  to 
deem  the  owlet  a  bird   of  promise,  and  to 

pause  for  observation.  At  a  lower  level,  and 
from  a  hollow  space  of  open  turf  arose  the 
Limekiln,  and  immediately  under  it  were  two 
figures  moving  like  flitting  shadows  in  the 
dusky  light  Presently,  the  one  stepping  far- 
ther out  was  seen  to  be  a  sailor,  and  a  second 
glance  discovered  the  well-knit  form  of  the 
Pilot,  Mat  Marlin.     The  other,  just  then  be- 
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came  even  more  obscured,  as  a  descending 
cloud  of  smoke  rolled  over"  the  edge  of  the 
kiln ; — it  drifted  off,  and  Frank  was  sur- 
prised to  observe  that  Mat's  companion  was 
a  woman ! 

Yes,  a  woman !  but  one  so  wild  and  hag- 
gard in  aspect,  and  attire,  as  to  relieve  the 
jolly  tar  from  all  peril  of  St.  Anthony's  tempta- 
tion, whatever  other  danger  might  impend.  Of 
the  last,  there  was  soon  rather  too  plain  a 
token,  as,  sitting  down,  she  drew  forth  a  large 
case  knife,  and  began  to  whet  it  on  the  stone 
beside  her ;  presently,  turning  up  the  hem  of 
her  petticoat,  she  wiped  the  dust  from  the 
blade;  next  the  edge  was  carefully  tried, 'and 
Frank  felt  a  choking  at  the  throat,  followed 
by  a  cold  tremor,  as,  tucking  up  the  sleeves 
above  her  gaunt  and  sallow  arms,  she  rose 
hastily,  and  passing  forward,  said  to  her 
companion, — 

"  A  bloody  job.  Mat !  but  he's  half  dead 
already." 


THE  PICAROON.  137 

"  You  may  say  that ;  y^t  still  for  all,  I'd 
make  sure  work ! — take  my.  advice,  lay  the 
knife  in  with  a  jerk  bdund  the  head,  and 
hell  lie  quiet  for  the  rest," 

"  Oh  God,  a  murder !"— ejaculated  Frank, 
but  in  a  voice  so  smothered  in  horror  as  to 
be  quite  inaudible;  meanwhile  the  female 
fiend-like  figure  stalked  off  behind  the  Lime- 
kiln, and  as  her  companion,  or  accomplice, 
Marlin,  cowered  down  to  wann  bis  hands  at 
the  fire  beneath,  Blandford  detected  as  he 
thought,  the  deadly  paUor  of  a  smitten  con- 
science^ steaUx^  like  a  death  damp  over  his 
ragged  features. 

Still  Frank  gazed  on  in  silence,  and,  as 
it  were,  without  the  faculty  of  motion  : — in 
fact,  the  unexpected  and  overpowering  vil- 
lany  in  the  conduct  of  his  uncle  had  un- 
hinged his  mind,  and  left  a  languor  on  his 
senses  that  he  could  not  drive  away. 

The  utter  loneliness  of  the  place— the 
shadowy  hour  of  closing  night — the  death 
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like  desponding  aspect  of  the  earth  and  hea 
vens  !  the  feeble  glow  of  the  embers,  and 
drifting  vapours  of  the  kiln,  as  it  projected 
from  the  surrounding  shade,  white,  weather- 
stained,  and  on  the  one  side  cracked  so 
deeply,  as  to  show  the  fiery  entrails  glowing 
underneath, — all  seemed  to  minister  to  the 
soul-sickening  evil  of  the  hour.  Unarmed  too, 
Frank  was  without  the  means  of  resistance, 
and  aware  that  any  alarm  might  probably 
ensure  a  second  murder,  and  that  too  in  his 
own  person,  while  his  brain  reeled  with  hor- 
rible emotions,  he  shrunk  still  further  under 
the  foliage,  and  waited  for  the  issue. 

Presently,  the  demon  in  petticoats  came 
hastily  forward,  still  bearing  the  knife,  its 
blade  ensanguined,  and  her  bony  hands 
stained  fearfully  with  the  same  revolting  hue. 
Throwing  ha*8elf  with  an  indecent  careless- 
ness upon  the  ground,  she  began  to  wipe 
away  the  soils  with  handfuls  of  the  long  sear 
grass,  and  at  the  same  time  muttered  some- 
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thing  that  Blandford  could  not  catch  ;  the 
next  words  were  more  audible. 

**  Prime  luck,  Mat ;  Look  !  the  tide  is 
out,  so  nothing  passes  on  the  river;  and  here 
on  land,  there  is  neither  chance  of  prying 
eyes,  nor  curious  ears ;  no  living  creature 
after  dark  would  wander  on  a  path  so  deso- 
late without  a  purpose.  As  I  said  before, 
nothing  could  be  better : — the  fire,  too,  glows 
hot,  red,  and  steady,  as  Beelzebub's  best 
range  !  it  would  scorch  an  ox  to  a  cinder  :— * 
now's  the  time,  man,  hoist  him  forward;—* 
we'll  finish  all  in  a  jiffy." 

Convinced  that  the  wretches  were  about 
to  consume  the  body  of  the  victim,  as  the 
means  of  destroying  the  evidence  of  their 
crime,  Frank  felt  a  new  shock, — his  knees 
smote  together,  and  shuddering  deeply,  he 
closed  his  eyes,  to  avoid  as  he  imagined,  the 
dreadful  spectacle  at  hand. 

Suspense  is  ever  more  awful  than  the 
reality;  Frank  found  it  intolerable,  and  opening 
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his  eyes  with  a  strong  eflPort  of  self-command, 
he  ventured  a  hasty  glance  towards  the  Kiln, 
and  beheld  with  fresh  amazement, — not  the 
poor  naked  mangled  corpse  fancy  had  de- 
picted, but, — a  noble  salmon  !  split  down  the 
middle,  crimped,  and  ready  for  the  fire. 

A  taste  for  the  horrible  is  so  inherent  in 
humanity,  that  it  can  scarcely  be  less  than  a 
taint  of  original  sin.  Be  this  as  it  may,  it 
must  be  confessed,  that  th^  revulsion  which 
occurred  in  Blandibrd's  overwrought  feelings 
had  a  very  unamiable  mixture  of  disappoint- 
ment;-—at  best,  he  felt  ashamed  of  his  own 
fears,  and  befooled  by  his  own  fancy,  but 
after  all,  most  unjustly,  for  the  excitement 
was  nothing  more  than  what  circumstances 
had  created,  ^nd  good  sense  might  warrant 

Relieved  from  all  apprehension,  but,  far 
too  much  out  of  humour  to  accost  the  Pilot, 
whom  he  had  once  or  twice  seen  at  Ken- 
riek's,  and  equally  actuated  by  aversion  to- 
wards the  woman  so  strangely  present,  Frank 
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remained  where  he  was, — ^and  it  was  'well  that 
he  did  so ! 

''  A  detestable  trick,  that  same  crimping 
of  live  fish," — said  Marlin,  as,  after  spanning 
out  the  salmon  with  some  willow  sticks,  he 
began  to  broil  it,  and  stood  by  to  watch  the 
culinary  operation,  with  looks  of  measureless 
content.  ''  A  vile  trick,  say  I;  bat  you  have 
taken  care  to  nick  this  gentleman's  back 
bone  first,  and  all's  right.  Ay,  you  and  I 
have  seen  rough  work,  bloodshed,  and  danger, 
and  shall  again ;  yet,  for  all  that,  let's  have 
nothing  'gainst  nature ;  no  quiet  cruelty  !  — 
I  say,  cutting  and  scoring  '  live  flesh '  for  a 
fashion  is  altogether  'gainst  nature!— >but  the 
way  takes  mainly,  and  them  that  knows  the 
sin,  follows  after.  I've  seen  Kenrick  and 
scores  of  his  kidney;  sly,  goggle-eyed  hypo* 
crites,  pick  round  the  maiket  for  the  keenest 
crimp! — Lord,  'tis  a  lovely  fish,  and  steams 
out  on  ,the  fire,  swe^t  as  a  bank  of  violets  !— 
Well,  Captain,  I  shall  just  make  free  to  put 
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a  bit  by  for  our  Meg,  poor  girl ;  she  has  a 
fancy  now  for  dainties." 

'^  What,  she  puts  you  in  mind  of  the 
violet  bank,  eh,  Mat?  Doubtless,  she  is  a 
well  practised  judge  in  all  *  good  things/ — 
except,  indeed,  that  she  has  little  relish  for 
a  cot'psey  or  a  coffin  I  and  least  of  all,  for  a 
*  tawny  foreigner'  in  petticoats  !"  —  and  at 
the  word  the  latter  were  most  indecorously 
inverted  by  a  gamble  as  malapert  as  a  female 
satyr  might  well  have  fancied. 

"  Yes,  Mat,  I  should  like  to  whirl  them 
to  the  moon  !  They  cling  like  gyves  about 
the  ankles,  and  catch  in  every  briar  ;  and 
yet  ril  confess  that  I've  to  thank  them 
for  one  lucky  chance  to-day. — ^The  sweetest 
girl.  Mat,  that  ever  smiled  in  the  sunshine  ! 
Faith,  pale,  shrunk,  and  withered  as  I  am 
from  this  late  mishap,  the  first  glance  of  her 
deep  impassioned  eyes,  so  full  of  southern 
beauty,  thawed  the  frozen  fountain  of  exist- 
ence, and  for  a  moment  I  seemed  to  breathe 
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again  the  soft  Sicilian  breeze ! — I  could  have 
died  to  serve  her ! — ^Yes,  for  she  seemed  a 
sister  exile  torn,  like  myself,  from  that  deli- 
cious clime,  that  once  to  know,  must  be  to 
love  for  ever." 

This  was  uttered  with  a  fervour,  as  incom- 
prehensible to  Marlin  as  interesting  to  Bland- 
ford,  who  gazed  on  the  speaker  with  a  newly 
awakened  doubt.     Had  the  female  garb  been 
assumed  as  a  disguise  ?     Was  the  picturesque 
figure  before   him   a  tnaUf  and    an   Italian? 
Every  instant  strengthened,  confirmed,   rati- 
fied the  presumption.    The  darkly  tinted  yet 
pale  complexion  !    the  quick  glancing  fire  of 
the    deeply  seated   eye,  so  shadowy  and  so 
bright ;  the  curve  and  grace  of  the  lips,  and 
the   bold  contours  of  the   strongly  moulded 
features ;— and  more  than  all,  the  sympathy 
avowed  for  Carema,  for  Frank's  fond  heart 
had  construed  the  slight  description  instinc- 
tively  :  -—  all  these  were  confirmations ;    but 
beyond   them  were  particulars   that  aroused 
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suspicion.  A  daring  freedom  in  the  stranger's 
look;  perhaps,  in  part  subdued  with  haggard 
traces  from  recent  suffering,  and  all  at  mo- 
ments dashed  with  a  strange  fierceness,  that 
came  and  passed  like  distant  lightning  on  an 
evening  sky;  transient  and  beautiful  as  yet, 
but  ominous  of  evil. 

''  I  likes  the  warm  latitudes  well  enough, 
for  the  matter  of  that;" — said  Marlin,  with  a 
phlegm  worthy  of  a  Dutchman,—"  but  chiefly 
the  Indies, — *cause  how,  my  stomach  stood 
staunch  under  '  new  rum,'  and  there's  not  one 
in  a  clear  thousand  will  ever  live  to  boast  of 
that !  And  then  for  the  girls  ! — ^time  was,  Fd 
an  ^  eye'  as  well  as  another.  No  seaman  ever 
got  the  right  fancy  for  the  mould  and  trim 
of  a  good  sea-boat  yet,  but  that  he  had  just 
the  same  understanding  of  a  woman  ! — and 
no  wonder  either,  seeing  as  how  all  scholars 
calls  'em  both, — *  she '  and  *  her,'  just  the  same. 
Ay,  Sir,  I  could  pick  ye  out  the  lucky  taking 
craft  of  either  sort,  while  you'd  spunge  a  gun! — 
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— ^yon  see,  there's  the  helm  for  sense ;  the  bal- 
last for  conscience ;  and  your  masts,  yards, 
sails,  and  running  gear,  what  are  they,  but 
the  passions,  the  feelings,  and  the  fancies  ! 
Put  the  ocean  down  for  life,  and  the  winds 
for  fortune; — the  stars  may  stand  for  des- 
tiny, and  you  have  it  all  by  the  card,  as  easy 
as  to  box  the  compass.  And  then  for  'beauty,' 
— ^from  the  dog-vane  to  the  keel ;  the  love- 
locks to  the  shoe-ties ;  why  all's  the  same. 
Your  figure-head  should  have  a  jaunty  air, 
neither  too  light  nor  too  heavy ;  your  bows 
springing  forward,  but  sweetly  rounded  with 
a  knowing  sweep  below ;  your  counters  show- 
ing off  with  a  delicate  fullness,  and—" 

'*  Pooh,  Mat,  snap  the  yam,  and  pipe  for 
supper : — ^have  you  remembered  the  bread,  and 
*  the  cream  of  the  valley  V  " 

''  Both,  Captain ;  and  now  here's  a  mess 
for  a  prince ; — cooked  after  this  fashion,  it  will 
keep  for  a  month,  and  famous  prog  too,  Cap- 

VOL.  I.  H 
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tain;  that  is,  if  you  should  have  to  lie  out 
much  longer  on  the  skulk/' 

^*  Faith,  M at|  I  am  half  mad  already. — ^The 
loss  of  the  Bess  was  a  cruel  blow ;  and  then 
the  treachery, — ^that  was  something  worse: — 
I  could  have  sworn  that  my  boys  were  stanch 
to  the  heart's  core !    and  now !" — 

"  Why  now,  you  see.  Captain,  and  plain 
enough  too,  that  they  should  paint  the  devil 
*  yellow,'  for  in  the  shape  of  gold  he  wins 
the  world : — those  rascals  had  their  price,  and 
sold  the  Bess;  but  yet,  after  all,  they  had 
to  take  thek  wages : — and  so  they  had  them/' 

**  How  so,  what  mean  you.  Mat?*' 

"  Why,  Captain,  you  knocked  them  on  the 
head,  and  all  the  better." 

**  Have  you  any  guess,  Marlin,  as  to  who 
laid  the  trap  on  shore?" 

'^  There's  the  matter,  Captain,  I  never  talk 
business  on  an  empty  stomach,  but  now  that 
the  cargo  is  half  shipped,  my  jaw-tackle  is 
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reeved,  and  all's  ready. — First  then,  and  fore- 
most, Kenrick  stands  clear : — he  was  ramping 
mad  to  hear  of  the  chance." 

^' And  with  good  reason  too,  Mat; — ^he  had 
made  sare  of  the  cargo  on  his  own  account ! 
and  now,  the  card  having  turned  the  wrong 
way,  he  is  for  slipping  the  loss  on  Smug- 
gleton : — hark'ee,  he  met  me  for  the  very 
purpose  not  two  hours  ago,  and  went  off  in 
a  haff,  to  find  me  not  quite  so  ripe  a  rascal 
as  himself.'' 

Blandford  held  his  breath  as  an  icy  pang 
shot  through  his  heart :  his  worst  fears  of  his 
Uncle  were  confirmed. 

*^  As  for  Smuggleton,"  answered  Mat,  ''  he 
would  hang  with  a  cobweb ! — 'tis  his  natural 
destiny ! — A  man,  who  has  had  honest  tar  on 
his  hands,  would  never  foul  his  soul  with  a 
&lse  oath  ! — or,  faith,  to  witness  black  were 
white,  in  such  a  canse,  were  little  sin ! — I  tell 
ye  what,  Captain,  I've  my  doubts,  that,  that 
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same  sanctified  trickster,  and  none  else, — ^rang 
the  knell  of  the  Blowzy  Bess," 

"  If  I  thought  that," — said  the  Italian,  with 
a  startling  emphasis,  and  still  more  startling 
ferocity  of  mean, — "if  I  but  dreamt  that  it 
were  possible, — I  would  crush  the  reptile's 
soul  out  from  his  eyes! — ^The  proof,  Marlin, 
know  ye  any  chance  for  that  ? — I  would  give 
the  world  for  proof." 

"  Why  hark^ee.  Captain ! — you  may  as  well 
expect  a  crab  to  walk  straight,  as  to  get  a  plain 
answer  from  a  slippery  saint  of  that  trim ; — 
the  only  way  is,  to  watch  their  looks;  words 
with  them  are  only  used  as  we  hang  up 
fly-traps,  to  dazzle  and  betray : — Simon  shows 
fidgety  if  you  name  the  Blowzy  Bess ;  and  he 
is  curious  as  a  grave-digger  to  know  how 
your  body  has  been  stowed  away: — he  told 
me  only  yesterday,  that  he  would  give  a  ten 
pound  note,  for  but  a  moment's  peep  at  the 
corpse,  though  it  were  rotten  as  a  dog's  drift- 
ing in  the  sun." 
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^'  Most  kind  and  delicate  in  an  old  friend. 
Mat !  but,  I  hope  you  left  him  without  a 
hint." 

"  Not  a  word  was  started,  though  he  heaped 
on  his  questions  as  thick  and  as  close  as 
ever  you  packed  the  Blowzy  Bess  with  can- 
vas in  a  chase: — ^but,  all  for  nothing;  not  a 
word!" 

**  Marlin,  your  good  faith  shall  be  rewarded 
— I  have  my  own  doubts  too,  of  Smuggleton, 
and  if  he  knew  of  my  escape,  as  we  live,  man, 
it  would  be  one  no  longer ! — His  agency  was 
never  worth  the  risk  of  depending  on  a  knave. 
I  have  a  thought,  that  often  rises  like  a  shadow 
on  my  mind ; — and  if  the  hour  should  come, 
when  the  bloodhounds  of  the  law  would  hunt 
me  to  the  bay, — then,  Marlin;'* — and  the 
Italian's  voice  and  countenance  changed  to  a 
tone  and  aspect  solemn  and  commanding, — 
''then,  I  shall  set  the  red  seal  to  Anselmo's 
fate! — The  dungeon,  the  gallows,  and  the 
cord — for  fools,  for  cowards! — Yes!   let  the 
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felon  stoop  to  his  desert,  and  die  the  jeer  or 
pity  of  a  crowd  : — but  the  free  Rover  of  the 
Ocean, —  he  who  knew  no  sovereign  but  the 
Storm — who  sought  no  shelter  from  the  law, — 
and  yet,  who  only  struck  in  self  defence  ! — 
he,  in  the  hour  of  need,  will  trust  to  the  same 
keen  weapon  for  deliverance,  and  find  a  safe 
one; — a  haven,  beyond  their  daring  or  their 
malice: — the  pale  security  of  death/' 

Aroused  and  charmed  with  the  martial  ex- 
citement that  lightened  from  Anselmo*s  glance, 
Frank  had  leant  somewhat  farther  than  before 
from  the  crag  which  had  hitherto  sheltered 
him  from  view,  when  a  new  object  so  at^ 
rested  his  attention,  that  the  answer  of  Marlin 
passed  unheeded. 

Far  away  under  the  cliff  to  the  left,  and 
advancing  by  the  towing  path  he  had  so  re- 
cently traversed,  came  the  five  men  he  had 
before  seen,  and  still  of  suspicious  bearing, 
judging  at  least  from  their  cautious  mode  of 
examining  the  recesses  of  the  rocks  that  rose 
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beside  them.  It  was  evident^  that  their  object 
was  either  search  or  conceaknent,  and  in  either 
case,  Frank  heartily  wished  himself  quit  of 
the  adventure. 

His  situation  was  indeed  most  perplexing ; 
the  object  of  the  strangers  was  probably  the 
capture  of  Anselmo,  in  whom,  all  lawless  and 
daring  as'  he  was,  Frank  began  to  feel  a 
deep  and  vivid  interest.  The  odds  were  so 
great,  that  the  Italian  could  have  but  little 
chance  of  escape,  and  how  dreadful  was  the 
other  alternative:— and  then  to  be  found 
in  any  way,  mixed  up  with  such  an  affair, 
connected  as  Blandford  was  with  Kenrick, 
whose  disgrace  he  foresaw,  would  inevitably 
follow  : — this  was  a  fearful  issue — but  still 
more  so  was  the  sacrifice  of  the  Italian;  and 
Frank  generously  resolved  to  have  recourse  to 
any  expedient,  that  might  promise  to  avoid  it. 

At  first  he  thought  of  going  down  at  once 
to  the  Kiln,  and  pointing  out  the  danger,  but 
a  moment's   consideration  of  the  hurry  and 
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alarm  that  bis  unexpected  presence  would 
create^  and  the  premature  discovery  that  might 
instantly  arise,  showed  this  to  be  unadvisable, 
and  for  a  while  he  lingered  in  suspense. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


"  HoUfemes,  O,  thou  monflter,  I^onnc«, — ^how  deformed 
doth  thoQ  look ! 

Sir  NathameL  Sir,  he  hith  nerer  fed  on  the  dainties  that  are 
bred  in  a  book.  He  hath  not  eat  paper,  as  it  were ;  he  hath  not 
dmnk  ink.  His  intellect  is  not  replenished.  He  is  only  an 
animal,— onlj  sensible  in  the  duller  parts/' 


lovb's  laboub's  lost. 


«< 


The  fire-gleaming  flashes  around  us  may  fiUl ; 
They  may  strike,  they  may  cleave,  but  they  cannot  appal , 
With  lightnings  abore  us,  and  darkness  below. 
Through  the  wide  waste  of  waters  right  onward  we  go  \" 

TRB  BOVEr'b  song. 

auzA  cooi. 


Every  passing  minute  now  was  of  critical 
importance  ;  the  strangers  advanced  more  ra- 
pidly, and  the  lurid  flare  from  the  limekiln 
rose  unfortunately  stronger.    The  crisis   was 

h2 
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at  hand;  it  was  perhaps  too  late,  when  at 
a  renture,  Frank  pitched  a  heavy  stone  to 
the  left  of  the  kiln.  The  signal  succeeded; 
both  Marlin  and  the  Italian  had  caught  the 
alarm,  and  looking  out  in  the  direction  of 
the  falling  missile,  beheld  the  coming  danger. 

If  Frank  had  been  before  struck  with 
the  gallant  bearing  of  Anselmo,  he  was  now 
infinitely  more  so.  The  sense  of  immediate 
danger  had  inspired  the  Italian  with  a  fresh 
and  glowing  enei^;  the  traces  of  debility, 
of  suffering,  or  of  sorrow,  were  seen  no 
longer,  and  he  appeared  ready,  nay  eager,  to 
contend  in  the  mortal  strife  that  menaced. 

Suddenly  his  brow  contracted,  his  cheek 
sunk,  and,  as  a  tremor  shook  his  frame, 
Anselmo  drew  a  dirk,  and,  in  a  hurried  tone, 
addressed  the  Pilot,  who  had  hitherto  re- 
mained as  one  absorbed,  stunned  and  stupid 
with  alarm. 

**  Marlin,  life  is  sweet  with  us  all ! — 
now,  mark    me : — I    have   found  too   many 
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false,  to  trust  in  any! — ^if  I  stand  here,  as 
indeed  it  seems,  betrayed^  bagged  for  the 
hnnt;  the  foul  play  must  have  been  thine 
own,  and  thou  shalt  answer  it,  with  blood 
for  blood!  —  A  desperate  man  is  sure  of 
vengeance,  and  think  not  to  escape.  Nay, 
swear  not: — oaths  from  a  villain  are  but 
empty  breath,  and  from  a  true  man  need- 
less. I  want  not  words,  but  deeds ! — here, 
cloak  thee  up  in  these,  and  play  the  woman 
for  a  while ;  lie  down,  and  seem  to  sleep ; 
or,  perhaps,  it  were  better,— crouch  like  a 
crone,  beside  the  embers  :^-do  any  thing— but 
quickly  ! — ^life  hangs  upon  thy  wit, — upon 
thy  speed  I*' 

Reassured,  and  indeed  rejoiced  to  find  that 
any  hope  remained,  Marlin  assumed  the  female 
disguise  of  the  Italian  with  due  celerity,  and 
in  three  minutes  became,  to  all  appearance, 
a  strapping,  ruUocking  gipsy-quean, 

"You  look  it  bravely.  Mat: — ^the  play 
will    soon    begin ;    lie    snugly    there,     and 
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snore : — ^the  flask  of  bnmdy,  boy,  will  make 
them  think  thee  drunk ! — ^Ay,  hide  bat  thy 
face  to  baffle  them  awhUe,  and  they  shall 
snatch  the  slimy  adder  from  her  hole  more 
easily  than  grapple  with  Anselmo  !— quick ; 
down  boy,  down/' 

The  foreign  velvet  vest,  of  a  dark  olive 
green,  worn  by  the  Italian  under  his  late  dis- 
guise, now  promised  well  for  the  success  of  the 
intended  stratagem.  With  the  silent  celerity 
of  the  reptile  he  had  named,  he  slunk  among 
the  tufted  grass,  scrambled  through  the 
bushes,  and  crept  along  the  moss-grown  rocky 
ledges,  until  half  the  overhanging  precipice 
was  won ;  but  then,  either  from  inability  to 
climb  higher,  or,  perchance,  allured  by  the 
shelter  offered  by  a  fallen  tree  that  hung 
lodged  in  the  turn  of  a  water  gully,  he 
crouched  behind  it,  and  remained,  as  Bland- 
ford  thought,  in  perfect  security. 

Frank   was    himself,    and   very    much   to 
his  own   satisfaction,   tolerably  well    hid    in 
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a  deep  crevice  between  some  hommocs  of 
rock  as  high  as  his  shoulders,  and  charm- 
ingly oTerhung  with  tangled  bushes  and 
trailing  briars ;  on  the  whole,  the  campaign 
promised  to  open  well  for  the  assailed,  and 
in  the  mean  while,  Marlin  practised  his  nasal 
hum  to  admiration. 

The  advancing  party  came  on  the  faster, 
as  the  limekiln  rose  in  view  ;  the  drizzling 
rain  that  had  began  to  fall,  having  inclined 
their  leader  to  view  the  warm  precincts  of 
the  kiln  as  a  most  delectable  halting  place. 

At  nearer  quarters,  it  became  evident 
that  only  three  of  the  five  were  likely  to 
prove  effective,  if  the  matter  happened  to 
take  the  rougher  turn.  These  were  two 
'  Quarrynoaen,'  and  a  travelling  '  Tinker,'  who 
I)^d  been  hired  by  the  official  leader.  This 
last,  a  huge  carcass  of  a  man,  the  **  Big  Ben'' 
of  Bristolian  fame,  was  originally  chosen  as 
a  mace-bearer,  on  account  of  his  portly  pre- 
sence,  and    had    been    afterwards   advanced. 
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'  by  great  interest/  and  with  little  desert,  as 
is  often  the  case  in  matters  of  more  import- 
ance, into  a  situation  for  which  he  was  singu- 
larly un6t,  both  by  nature  and  by  habit,  viz. 
that  of  a  police  officer  of  the  higher  grade. 

NoW|  it  BO  happened  that  the  cara  sposa 
of  Ben,  although,  perchance,  somewhat  lack- 
ing in  the  conjugal  virtues,  was,  neverthe- 
less, devoutly  '  attached  '  to  all  official  dues 
and  perquisites ;  and  these  depending  on  Ben's 
thread  of  life,  doubtless  from  a  pure  and  be- 
coming care  of  her  husband's  precious  per^ 
son,  she  never  suffered  him  to  stir  abroad 
without  the  attendance  of  a  cautious  self- 
sufficient  long-backed  perspnage  in  her  con- 
fidence, who  had  been  originally  nicknamed 
"  Turnspit  Jack,"  in  the  low  derision  of  his 
familiars,  and  was  afterwards  as  Big  Ben^ 
'  Esquire  of  the  Body '  very  properly  dignified 
with  the  soubriquet  of  "  The  Lion's  Pro- 
vider." Both  master  and  man  at  heart  were 
arrant    cowards,  but   as    an    ^  official,'    has 
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''  greatness  thrust  upon  him/'  and  must  at 
least  seem  to  do  something  for  his  salary^  Ben^ 
who  had  the  voice  of  a  bull  calf,  would  roar 
the  refractory  into  order;  and  if  the  greasy 
▼arlets  were  obstreperous,  and  showed  for 
fighty  his  shadow  stepped  between,  and  lulled 
the  growing  storm  with  sounding  epithets  of 
law ! — and  with  quantum  mff.  of  truncheon 
law  to  boot,  if  the  occasion  gave  excuse. 

"  Gently,  gentlemen  all ! — gently : — ^have 
ye  no  bowels  of  mercy  for  a  man  of  my 
weight  ?  Well !  well ! — ^this  rain  will  be  the 
ruination  of  me  for  a  '  King's  Officer,'  cer- 
tain sure ;  what  with  rheumatism,  asthma, 
broken  rest,  and  short  commons !  Plague 
take  these  sea  varmin,  say  I,  they'll  dodge 
and  hide  like  water  rats,  and  cost  more  trouble 
the  routing  out  than  the  blood-money  will 
cover,  after  all.  Hold  your  tongue.  Jack  ! 
111  have  you  understand,  sirrah,  that  a 
'  King's  Officer '  on  duty,  mind  you  that,  ^is 
not    to    be    interrupted,  by    every    slavering 
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puppy  such  as  thee  ! — I  was  telling  you^ 
'  gentlemea  all ! '  that  a  '  King's  Officer ' 
like  myself,  is  clean  altogether  overreached, 
jockeyed,  and  scotched,  by  these  same  sea- 
faring, tar-scented  vagabonds,  that  won't  stay 
to  be  nabbed  like  a  dacent  land  thief  in  a 
Pot-house.  Plagae  and  ruination  take  all  in- 
formers, say  I ;  they'll  never  hunt  down  their 
own  game,  but  the  whiles  they  pocket  all 
the  profit  as  quietly  as  my  lady  sips  her 
wine ;  we  that  be  *  King*s  Officers,'  yes,  we 
must  do  the  work!  rough  or  smooth,  its  all 
the  same : — just  as  now  :— down  comes  the 
warrant,  and  a  '  King's  Officer'  like  myself 
must,  nolens  volens,  leave  board,  bed,  ay, 
and  the  arms  of  his  lawful  wife,  to  wander 
in  night  fogs,  rain,  sleet,  and  darkness, — and 
all  for  what  ? — to  catch  a  vagabond  Smuggler 
that  has  had  the  sense  to  shoot  a  bigger  rogue 
than  himself." 

Just  then  '  Turnspit  Jack,'  whose  red  fer- 
ret-like eyes  were  ever  winkling  and  twink- 
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ling  on  this  Bide  and  the  other,  like  a  caged 
baboon,  caught  a  peep  through  the  bushes 
of  Marlines  red  petticoat,  and  a  council  of 
war  was  summoned  on  the  moment. 

The  bold  '  Quarry-men/  the  sturdy  *  Tin- 
ker/ and  even  the  shallow-witted  Jackall, 
were  unanimously  of  opinion  that  the  object 
in  Tiew  was  their  intended  prisoner,  but  in 
this  the  oracular  Ben  would  in  nowise  ac- 
quiesce. 

*'  No  offence,  '  gentlemen  all,' — ^but  you're 
altogether  wrong  :  —  ay,  take  the  word  of 
a  King's  OflScer  for  that !  '  Disguise '  me  no 
disguises !  every  man  to  his  trade. — ^Why, 
who  the  deuce  should  understand  a  muffler 
better  than  a  King's  Officer? — answer  me 
that ! — Have  not  I  had  the  tip-top  '  finish  !' 
the  right  bang-up  gentlemen  flash  thieves  of 
Lunnun,  down  in  our  City,  quite  comfortable, 
and  taking  the  air  in  High  Street,  powdered  ; 
black-coated,  with  spectacles,  long  faces, 
clean  teeth,  and  three-cornered  hats,  as  good 
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clergy  to  the  eye  as  ever  bishop  made  :— * 
and  our  own  serious  folk,  straight-haired  ladies, 
and  other  simple  bodies,  following  'em  up 
and  down  like  a  cow  that  has  lost  her  calf, 
begging  'em  to  dinners,  prayings,  preachings, 
and  such  like, — ^when  I've  spoiled  sport  just 
with  a  silent  nudge ! — ^winked  my  solemn  prig 
off  to  a  tavern ;  only  for  civility,  d'ye  see  Je- 
well, there  he  tips  his  bottle  quite  genteel,  and 
on  the  *  live  and  let  live'  plan,  I  gives  a  hint, 
that  Bath  is  better  by  half  for  *  finger  prac- 
tice,'-*-and  then  all's  quite  agreeable,  and  quiet 
as  kissing  in  a  church!  A  King's  Officer, 
you  must  know,  has  always  a  proper  fellow- 
feeling  for  'professional  gentlemen !'-— Trust 
me  for  a  disguise,  ay  by  night  or  by  day; 
but  here,  why— all's  natural  as  life!— and 
what  the  deuce  should  ye  expect  to  find  of 
a  gipsy  quean  more  than  another  woman?— 
tell  me  that,  gentlemen?  tell  me  that?" 

''  Here's  a  hole  in  the  kettle  at  last  !"— 
cried    the  Tinker;    and  straddling    over  the 
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apparent  gipsy^  he  lifted  up  one  of  the  heavy 
booted  legs  mach  as  a  blacksmith  handles 
a  horse. 

With  a  due  and  characteristic  indignation 
of  so  indecorous  a  freedom,  Mat  silently  and 
swiftly  drew  back  his  foot,  and  as  suddenly 
planting  it  on  the  Tinker's  seat  of  honour, 
kicked  him  a  yard  into  the  air.  This  feat 
accomplished,  with  a  yawn  and  a  stretch,  as 
if  but  half  awakened,  he  turned  over,  threw 
out  his  legs  in  an  attitude  perhaps  more 
easy  than  feminine,  and  again  snored  away 
with  the  snorting  force  of  a  blowing  gram- 
pus. 0 

**  Serves  thee  right,  for  a  black  fingered 
fool!" — said  Ben,  with  the  gravity  of  a 
judge,  though  all  the  rest  were  laughing 
loudly  at  the  Tinker. 

"Ay,  sprawl  like  a  hoisted  frog! — serves 
thee  right  for  doubting  the  word  of  a  '  King's 
Officer!'— did  not  I  tell  thee, — that  all  was 
natural  as  life,  and  no  disguise." 
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It 


Disguise  enough  for  the  matter  of  that, 
when  a  woman's  a  man ! — ^Zounds,  if  I  don't 
fire  the  petticoats!  snoring,  sleeping,  or 
waking,  we'll  have  a  sailor's  hornpipe  with* 
out  the  music." 

Whether  in  jest  or  in  earnest,  the  Tinker, 
suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  lighted  a 
whisp  of  sear  grass  at  the  ash-hole  of  the 
kiln,  and  ran  with  it  flaming  and  flaring 
towards  the  Pilot. 

This  fiery  ordeal  was  something  more 
than  Marlin  fancied;  and  tearing  off"  the  fe- 
minine combustibles  as  he  sprung  to  his  feet, 
|he  Tinker's  prediction  was  realized,  to  the 
visible  chagrin  of  Ben,  and  the  astonishment 
of  all. 

Twenty  questions  were  put  in  a  breath, 
and  some  that  it  might  have  been  difficult 
to  answer,  for  all,  except  the  Tinker,  were  the 
acquaintance  of  the  Pilot;  and  with  the  kind 
familiarity  of  old  friends,  were  perfectly  ready 
to  believe   in  any  charge,   that  they   might 
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provoke  him  but  to  colour  with  a  word : — 
Marlin,  however,  foiled  them,  with  what,  in 
the  present  instance,  was  calculated  to  be 
more  effective  than  the  words  of  wisdom, 
and  far  more  convincing  than  either  truth 
or  eloquence,  the  dumb-foundering  silence 
of  a  drunkenness  so  well  affected,  as  not 
to  be  doubted  for  a  moment. 

After  the  variety  of  guessing  was  pretty 
well  expended,  the  general  opinion  seemed 
to  be,  that  the  Pilot  had  been  made  the 
dupe  of  some  wild  frolic  on  ship-board,  and 
afterwards  landed  in  his  gipsy's  garb  to  sleep 
it  out.  Be  this  as  it  might,  he  appeared  in 
no  condition  to  give  information,  and  there- 
fore, leaving  him  to  snore  again,  they  were 
on  the  point  of  pursuing  their  search  down 
the  river,  when  the  case-knife,  which  had 
done  the  honours  of  the  salmon,  caught  the 
eye  of  the  sapient  Ben.  In  a  moment  all 
were  on  the  qui  vive:  the  knife  bore  the  name 
of  Anselmo,  scratched  upon  its  haft,  and  with 
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SO  strong  a  proof  of  his  vicinity,  the  reward 
offered  for  his  apprehension  seemed  already 
within  their  grasp. 

The  careless  coai'seness  and  vulgar  merri 
ment  of  Ben  and  his  gang  were  now  ex- 
changed for  a  sullen  tboughtfulness,  from 
a  sense  of  coming  danger,  mixed  with  a 
bulldog-like  ferocious  joy  at  the  thought  of 
hunting  down  the  way-worn,  desperate  out- 
law, whose  vain  struggles  against  such  odds 
could  do  no  more  than  give  a  zest  to  his 
inevitable  capture. 

All  seemed  so  certain,  and  so  easy,  that 
Ben  took  the  handcuffs  from  his  pocket  to 
have  them  in  readiness  for  instant  use: — 
some  of  his  followers,  too,  bound  handker- 
chiefs around  their  loins,  to  enable  them  to 
support,  with  greater  ease,  the  violent  exer- 
tions of  running  or  climbing  that  might 
immediately  ensue : — others  fresh  primed  their 
pistols;  and  all  paid  respectful  attention  to 
the   brandy  flask,   under   the    popular  view. 
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that  spirits  and  yalour  are  at  least  convertible 
terms. 

These  Dotes  of  preparation  were  not  on* 
observed  by  Frank,  and  he  felt  that  the  pro* 
babihties  against  the  ItaUan  were  fearfully 
augmented. 

The  police  officer  and  his  myrmidons  were 
indeed  the  King's  liege  subjects,  and  in 
common  parlance, '  honest  men ;' — but  as  they 
stood  beside  the  rugged  quarry,  grouped 
together  under  the  fitful  glow  of  the  burning 
kiln,  and  exchanged  looks  and  words  of 
eager  vengeance  against  one,  who  at  least 
had  never  been  the  personal  foe  of  either, 
Blandford  fancied  that  no  blood-thirsty  ban- 
dits could  have  appeared  a  wit  more  demoniac 
and  hateful:— in  proportion  his  anxiety  for 
their  defeat  became  so  deep  and  ardent,  that 
he  was  almost  ready  to  involve  himself  to  a 
culpable  extent  in  the  affair. 

It  was  now  resolved,  that  the  exploring 
party  should  separate;  the  two  '  Quarry-men' 
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being  ordered  to  ascend  the  rocky  ledges  of 
the  cliflf,  and  examine  their  recesses,  while 
the  other  three  were  to  support  them  from 
beneath,  as  occasion  might  require. 

Frank  felt  that  this  arrangement  would  be 
&tal  to  Anselmo,  and  as  he  looked  out  upon 
the  landscape,  its  dim  dissolving  shadows 
seemed  to  creep  into  his  very  heart,  with  a 
cold  and  ominous  feeling.  The  slight  and 
drizzling  rain  had  now  altogether  ceased: — 
the  clouds  too  had  lost  their  bold  and  broken 
outlines,  and  lay  confounded  in  one  contiguous 
sheet  of  a  deep  and  leaden  gray ;  but  in  some 
measure  lighter  than  before,  as  the  moon  was 
up ;  and  though  canopied  and  almost  lost  in 
a  shroud  of  gathering  vapours,  yet  still  her 
presence  had  its  influence  in  the  more  lumi- 
nous atmosphere,  that  contrasted  with  the 
shadowy  horizon  of  the  east.  All  was  so 
hushed  and  quiet,  that  the  low  moanings 
of  the  distant  tide  were  audible  from  seaward  ; 
and   the   very    craunching  of  the  grass  and 
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herbage  was  heard,  as  the  men  below  began 
to  trample  them  down  in  moving  on  their 
enterprize. 

Presently,  as  if  from  some  electrical  change, 
the  whole  face  of  the  heavens  and  of  the  earth 
darkened  until  all  was  indistinct.  It  seemed 
as  if  the  silent  sj^pathies  of  nature  accorded 
with  the  sorrow-stricken  hearts  that  throbbed 
beneath  them. 

The  gloom  increased: — ^it  thickened  into 
blackness : — wild  sobbing  gusts  came  at  inter- 
vals, and  died  away  into  low  mysterious  wail- 
ings,  still  fainter  in  the  distance.  Again  they 
sounded  in  the  air,  nearer  and  louder;  and 
then  the  multitudinous  echoes  of  the  cliffs 
had  caught  them,  and  sent  them  forth  in 
shouts  and  rattling  laughter,  peal  after  peal ! — 
and  now,  as  all  at  once,  the  wind  awoke  in 
might  and  majesty,  all  other  sounds  and  feel- 
ings seemed  absorbed.  With  crash  on  crash, 
— ^the  rocky  caverns  of  the  glen  groaned  in 
hollow  thunders.     Anon  the  surging  pinions 

VOL.  I.  I 
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of  the  blast,  in  hissing  rushing  swiftness  swept 
down  the  river,  and  tore  the  rising  tide  into  a 
hoary  track  of  foam.  Now,  with  the  hurtling 
storm  came  rain ;  at  first  in  scattered  squalls, 
but  afterwards  heayy,  steady  and  thick,  with 
sheet  on  sheet,  as  if  the  foundations  of  the 
earth  were  to  be  soaked  and  shaken « 

This  falling  deluge  seemed  soon  tO'  have 
purged  the  heavens  of  half  their  blackness, 
and  again  the  wild  outlines  of  the  gorge  aarose 
in  dim  obscurityy-^-pale  and  spectral  as  the 
troubled  vision  of  a  dream : — presently  they 
brightened,  till  all  the  nearer  objects  were 
grown  distinct,  and  Blandford  could  observe 
the  gang  beneath,  scattered  for  shelter  where- 
ever  a  projecting,  crag,  or  hollowed  bank  might 
promise  to  afford  it. 

Leaning  out  for  a  moment,  he  looked  up- 
ward towards  the  fidlen  tree  that  had  been 
chosen  as  a  hiding  place  by  the  Italian.  It 
was  still  there,  but  th^  gjuUy  in  which  it  had 
lodged  was  now  overflc^wn  by  a  tonent,  and 
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where  the  tree  lay,  the  impeded  waters  were 
yexed  into  a  cataract  of  fbam.  Soon  heavy 
sparkling  jets  burst/  bottndtng  through  the 
rifted  branches,  and  rashing  with  fSeist  in- 
creasing force,  threatened  every  instant  to 
wash  down  all  in  headlong  ruin. 

Donbthsss,  aware  of  the  coming  danger, 
Anselmo  had  raised  himself  from  the  bed  of 
the  overflown  gully,*— btid  Frank,  on  watching 
cloatAy,  could  disthiguish  that  he  had  thrust 
one  arm  into  a  fissul'e  of  the  roA  a  little  to 
the  right. 

The  splabh  aaodwhi^  of  the  pent  flood  grew 
louder,  and  had  by  this  time  attracted  the 
notice  of  Ben  and  his  followers.  Even  as 
they  gazed,  the  w^ght  of  the  gathered  waters 
augmented,  and  soon  with  resistless  pressure 
they  tore  the  unbedded  roots,  with  trunk  and 
branches,  from  their  hold  t — the  loosened  rock^ 
around  were  lifted,  and  as  the  explosion  burst, 
all  fell  together  witb  a  thuiidering  deafening 
crash.    A  cloud  of  spray  arising  from  beneath 
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and  drifting  in  the  wind,  wrapt  all  in  a  mo- 
mentary gloom, — and  then  fierce  echoing  shouts 
and  shrill  impatient  cries  were  heard  above 
the  tumult  of  the  storm. 

Anselmo  was  discovered,  as  the  falling 
waters  had  lefl  him  clinging  to  the  naked 
rock, — and  Blandford  felt  how  far  more  intense 
and  awful  are  our  sympathies  with  human 
suffering,  than  those  awakened  by  inanimate 
nature,  although  seen  in  her  most  sublime  and 
terrific  forms. 

At  first  sight,  the  Italian  seemed  already 
lost ! — unarmed,  exhausted  and  defenceless  !-*- 
The  rocks  around  him,  glistening  darkly  with 
the  falling  watei-s,  were  far  too  slippery  to  be 
trod  if  he  had  strove  to  move,  but  the  pallor 
of  despair  was  stamped  upon  his  brow,  and  the 
wild  and  furtive  glances  that  he  threw  beneath, 
shone  more  with  perplexity  than  hope. 

Observing  his  helpless  condition,  Ben,  in  a 
voice  of  thunder,  hailed  him  to  surrender;  and 
not  meeting  with  the  compliment  of  an  an* 
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ftwer,  he  directed  die  '  Quan7<-men/  who  were 
provided  with  a  pole  and  a  rope,  to  clamber 
round  by  some  oyerhanging  crags  of  easy  ac- 
cess, and  noose  him  fixnn  abore.  The  Tinker 
meanwhile,  waa  tmublesomely  urgent  for  leave 
to  make  i^  fire  underneath,  and  thns  to  smoke 
him  fixMn  his  post  of  vantage :— indeed,  th^ 
eonqvest  seemed  so  nearly  won,  that  even  the 
JackaU.  was  willing  to  essay  it* 

With  mutual  assistance,  and  the  facility  of 
habit,  the  Quarry-men  had  gallantly  surmounted 
the  more  difficult  portion  of  their  task,  when 
half  raising  himself  with  a  sudden  and  violent 
eflfort  from  the  glassy  and  almost  perpondiculair 
surface  of  the  xock,  Anselmo  unsheathed  the 
dirk  be  had  before  shown,  and  while  Blandford 
shuddered  at  the  suicidal  blow  his  fancy  pic- 
tured, the  Italian  very  quietly  slit  «down  his 
boots,  and  having  thrown  them  off,  in  the 
next  moment  sprang  to  a  giddy  ledge  at  band 
that  promised  a  path  to  fr^dom,  though  at 
the  hazard  of  a  br^en  ^ff^kv 
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The  game  was  now  grown  despeiate: — 
pistol  shots  were  fixed  r^dly  from  below, 
and  with  a  wild  jballoo,  the  'Quany-men' 
havinjg  changed  their  direction,  with  redouUed 
efforts,  won  the  summit  of  the  cliff.  Unawaze 
of  this  fact,  which  had  rendered  his  best  ex* 
ertions  vain,  Anselmo  bonnded  from  rock  to 
rock  with  the  fleetness  of  an  antelope,  and 
regardless  of  the  danger,  had  by  hanging  on 
widi  his  hands,  slung  his  body  rmind  a  jutting 
angle  of  the  precipice,  when  he  was  confronted 
on  the  other  side  by  the  stoutest  of  the  Quarry- 
men,  whose  comrade  meanwhile  lay  at  his 
length  on  a  table  rock  over  head,  with  his 
rope  and  pole  so  adjusted  as  to  make  'sure 
work,'  as  he  imagined,  of  the  Italian,  at  bis 
leisure. 

The  Quarry-man  below  had  expected  a  rough 
customer,  and  was  ready  for  the  tustle,  but 
Anselmo  had  noted  the  rope  with  a  seaman's 
eye,  and  determined  at  any  risk  to  turn  it  to 
advantage.    This  line,  as  he  was  aware,  had 
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been   made  fiet  to  the  rock  above,  for  the 

security  of  his  aflsialantBi  and  he  resolved  that 

one  at  least  should  put  it  to  the  proof.     For 

this  purpose,  ia  afiected  alarm,  he  made  a 

ftuit  of  retreaiing,  and  as  the  Quarry-man  with 

one  arm  twisted  in  the  rope,    attempted    to 

grapple  at  him  with  the  other,  by  a  sudden 

bound  he  vaulted  on  his  shoulders,  and  at  the 

seme  time  pressing  against  the  side  of  the  pre- 

cipice;^  so  as  to  force  his  enemy  off  his  feet, 

in  a  moment  both  were  dangling  in  the  air. 

Whaty  with  the  suiprise,  and  the  sudden 

pressure  of  a  weight  so  unexpected,  the  man 

above  had  allowed  the  tackle  to  run   some 

dozen  feet,  while  bis  comrade  shrieked  as  in 

the  agony  of  death,  and  clung  to  the  cord 

convulsively,  with  hands  and  teeth,  as  his  only 

chance  for  life.    To  weigh  up  both  was  utterly 

impossible,  and  as  Anselmo,  when  suspended 

half  way  down,  stood  on  the  head  of  the  man 

beneath,  he  very  coolly  told  the  fellow  above, 

that  he  would  kick  his  comrade  off  into  eter- 
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nity,  if  he  did  not^  iauEoediatd^  lower  them 
both  in  safety :«— there  wan  ao  othar  alteraative, 
and  he  was  obeyed* 

When  near  the  earth,  the  Quony-man 
beneath  let  go,  with  the  hope  of  taking  the 
Italian  to  a  disadvantage;  ^ui  here  he  was 
deceived,  as  Ansehno  '  had .  done  the  same, 
and  both  arose  from  the  ground  mmuUane- 
ously.  Both  were  equally  awaxe,  HaX  the 
struggle  would  be  deadly,  and  with  the  re- 
membrance that  assistance  wajB  at  hand, 
which  might  unfairly  sbfue  thp  honor  of 
the  conquest. 

The  rough  Quarry-man,  who  struck  with 
the  deadly  force  of  a  horse's  plunge,  thought 
at  first  to  disable  the  hgfat  built  fcMeigner 
with  a  blow;  his  boxing  sleight  was,  how- 
ever, of  no  avail,  as  Ansehno,  seeing  the 
danger,  fastened  dosely  upon  him  with  a 
sudden  throttling  grasp,  and  both  rolled 
struggling  on  the  turf. 

By  this  time,  the  Tinker   was   at  hand. 
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and  what  Anselmo  rose  from  his  now  breath- 
less and  ha)^4itiflcpd  aanSant,  the  man  of '  met- 
tle' was  upon  him,  and  presently  too  the  reco- 
▼eied  Qnarry-man  had  joined  the  fray.  This 
odds  was  rather  too  mnch ;  bat  it  promised  to 
be  greateTi  as  Ben  and  the  rest,  with  de- 
moniac shontSy  were  hurrying  to  the  spot. 

Blandford'jB  fMrudence  was  now  expended, 
and  with  the  burning  pulses  of  excitement 
throbbing  to  his  brain,  he  burst  amon^ 
them  ;  some  turned,  as  they  thought  him 
an  accomplice,  and  he  might  have  been 
made  a  party  to  the  fray,  but  that  every  eye 
had  caught  the  flash  of  the  Italian's  weapon, 
which  was  again  drawn,  and,  as  they 
thought  to  stab  his  assailants, — but  no  one 
fell,  no  wound  was  given, — and  presently  he 
had  cast  the  stiletto  in  the  river,  while  at  the 
same  moment  his  cut  and  loosened  vest  was 
torn  away  in  fragments^  and  with  naked 
arms  and  polished  trunk,  on  which  no  grasp 

could  hold,  with  a  wild  and  headlong  lunge 

i2 


178  THE  PICAHOON. 

be    broke    in    triumpb    througb    theiQj    aud 
dashed  into  the  stream. 

Even  at  the  instant,  Blandford  observed, 
that  with  th^  violence  of  the  effort,  a  recent 
gash  upon  Anseltno'a  neck  had  re-opened,  and 
that  the  blood  gushed  ovei^  his  bosoxn^  as  he 
sunk  amid  the  broken  waters  of  the  rising 
tide. 

Presently,  the  head  of  the  fugitive  might 
be  seen  emerging  with  evefy  roll  of  the 
waves,  as  if  he  swam ;  and  every  time,  with 
mercileB3  aim^  a  pistol  shot  whizzed  at  the 
mark ! — ^but,  soon  obscured  by  a  thick  mist, 
which  was  steaming  up  from  the  river,  no- 
thing more  could  be  discerned ;  and  the  ge- 
neral opinion  was  that  if  not  shot,  the  wounded 
wretch  had  speedily  sunk,  and  perished  in 
the  deep  and  dangerous  eddies  of  the  river. 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


Lockit.  Those  I  fled  will  fit  the  Captain  better.  Take  down 
ik9  ivztitm  fMT*  jPo  b«t  0sa«iiB»  than,  8ir« — Nerer  w»8 
better  work : — bow  genteelly  they  are  made ! — They  will  fit  a« 
easy  aa  a  gtore,  and  the  nicest  man  in  England  might  not  be 
aahMvedto  wiBar^thm*.  (Ht  |nrtf  01  tUfttter$*]  If  I  bad  the 
best  gentleman  in  the  land  in  my  custody,  I  could  not  equip 
him  more  bandiomely.  'And  so,  Sir,  I  now  lesre  you  to  your 
private  veAlflionai . 

TH£  BFOOAR's  opera. 


Faa  a^hik  tlre«  idefealed  g^g  g&^zedr  wist- 
folly  upon  the  water;  not  that  the  fate  of 
AfiBelmo  excited  any  feeling  of  remorse,  but 
thftt  tiie  loss  of  so  many  good  pounds  sterling 
as  his  capture  would  have  won,  was  deemed 
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a  Borry  chance;  and|  ia  the  mortification 
of  the  moment^  they  were  but  too  ready  for 
any  new  excuse  for  vidence ;  Blandford's 
appearance  had  been  so  critical^  as  to  be  at 
leaBt  suspiciouB;  and  with  a  simultaneous 
and  tacit  consent,  diey  festened  suddenly 
upon  him* 

^  Ay,  ay,  gentlemen,  hold  on  !— stick  close, 
don't  give  the  rascal  room  to  wag  a  finger; 
ril  have  the  iron  bracelets  ready  in  a 
twinkling.  Now  as  Vm  a  'King's  OflScer,' 
here's  a  disguise  here,  and  a  proper  one 
too  !-— Only  look  how  my  gentleman  youngster 
flushes  up  about  the  gills,  and  threatens 
with  his  eyes,  all  shame  and  passion,  like 
a  maid  just  kissed.  Now  mark  it,<— he'll 
make  a  sham,  d'ye  see,  that  limbo  is  just 
as  new  to  him  as  wedlock  to  the  other, — and 
all  the  while,  he's  a  right  regular  Lunnun 
'  Cove,'  and  stale  at  Bow  Street,  Coven  Gar- 
den, as  cabbages  in  autumn.  Swag  his 
joints  lissome,  gentl^uen !-^hat's  your  sort; 
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your  restrre  colt  is  sood  blown; — ^we*ll  haTe 
him  tame  in  rogae'a  bamesa,  aa  blind 
Dobbin  in  the  mill  j-i-kIo  ye  see,  gentlemen, 
he's  the  cat-throat  Gaptain'e  'complis/  and 
as  we've  lost  the  one^  zounds,  well  stick 
the  closer  to  the  other.  Bring  him  on, 
gentlemen, —  and  if  he  wont  trot  dacent, 
mn  the  naose  'taut  on  his  arms: — ay,  'taut 
to  the  bone,-*-aiid  let  him  taste  the  cord 
before  he  sees  the  gaUowiSw" 

All  this  was  rathcf  loo  much  to  be  plea- 
sant, and  yet  Blandlbrd  saw  oo  escape ;  and 
Big  Ben's  loagh  jokes  were  unfortunately  so 
well  relished  by  his  foUowers,  that  they  did 
all  they  could  to  render  them  practical,  as 
Frank's  braised  arms  and  aching  joints  by 
this  time  bore  plain  evidence*  At  length 
the  lucky  idea  crossed  his  brain  of  whispering 
to  the  'King's  Officer's'  Aid-de*camp,  the 
puissant  ^Turnspit  Jack/— -and  this  judi- 
cious measure,  with  the  cogent  corroboration 
of  two  *  bright-faeed   yellow  boys,'  that  ex- 
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changed  the  custody  of  waistcoat  pockets 
on  the  occaskm,  had  a  marvellously  mollifying 
influence* 

The  Aid-de-camp  whispered  to  his  supe^^ 
rior  Officer,  the  latter  gave  the  official  nod 
acquiescent,  and  thus  instead  of  the  threat* 
tened  iron  bracelets,  to  which  Frank  chanced 
to  have  some  whimsical  objection,  his  arms 
were  very  delicately  pinioaed  with  a  silk 
handkerchief,  and  with  one  of  Ben's  **gen$le- 
fMnJ*  hanging  with  a  feather  weight  on  either 
side,  he  had  the  honour  of  being  as  ceremo- 
niously led  off  the  field  of  action,  as  an  Hon 
Member  of  the  Lower  House,  when  in  the 
custody  of  the  Serjeant-at-Arms. 

All  were  in  full  march,  when  Ben  sud- 
denly remembered,  that  the  Pilot's  boat  would 
be  a  more  easy  conveyance ;  and  as  he  doubted 
not  but  that  it  lay  somewhere  adjacent,  two 
of  the  party  were  sent  back,  with  orders  to 
arouse  the  sleeping  owner. 

The  report  of  these  fellows,  as  to  Marlin's 
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O^cer'  an  iinpk»aant  scupviBe;  9^,  mumb? 
fiog  cuiaes  oa  '^  infbnnero^ " — **  Bali-watec 
thieves/'^-^ke  *^  rhemnatuwn/^  and,  more  than 
aU,  the  ^*  rain  ;^ — a  >eal  gnevance  by  the  by> 
as  all  wese  dnppiag  ^a4  dnancbad  to  the  skiq, 
be  staggered  tbreugb  the  mmd  before  them. 

Nevei;  having  had  fay  exp^iieac^  of  the  iort, 
poor  Blaodford  wa^.mo^t  an^do^  to,knaw  what 
would  be  hi»  4estiiiaiioAi  on  ^niying  in  the  ci^ 
To  this  request,  reasonab^  aa  it  was>  no 
answer  cpnld  be  obtained  f  an4»  in  fact, 
the  fomea  of  the  brandy  had  muddled  Ben'a 
usual  sulhinesa  into  a^  obatin^te  aHisnei^ 
and  the  others  followed  tl^e  ^jcample  of  their 
leader.^  pertly  firom  ig90^;ance,  and,,  no  less, 
with  the  hope  of  exactjing;  a  second  '  civility 
fee !'— on  the  whole,  Frank's  gu^ess,  that  he 
was  to  be  lodged  in  durence  vile,  passed 
without  contradiction,  and  he  made  vp.  his 
mind  for  locked  doors  and  naked  walls. 
The  party  had  passed  up  two  or  three 
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streets,  all  alesnt^  wet,  and  dreaiy;  the  lamps 
dim  and  wavering,  the  overflcywing  sponts 
playing  off  above  and  below,  with  a  oni- 
venal  gurgKng,  gosh,  and  splntler;  and  the 
patient  watchman,  standing  here  and  there, 
under  eaves  and  porches,  pale,  and  glistening 
with  the  rain,  like  so  many  tea-garden  deities 
fresh  cast  in  lead,— wheli  a  tdl,  cloaked  figure, 
following  a  boy  who  tripped  forward  wifli  a 
lantern,  crossed  hastily  before  lliem. 

"Wet  night,  your  Honour/' 

Like  too  many  of  his  class,  Big  Ben  was 
ever  as  ready  with  a  catch-attention  wocd, 
to  curry  favour  with  the  rich,  as  with  the 
clumsy  cufP  and  kick  official,  for  the  poor 
devih  who  happened  to  fidl  into  his  dutches ; 
and  now,  as  he  doffed  his  hat,  notwiliistandmg 
the  rain,  the  cloaked  gentleman  was  doubt- 
less a  man  of  inflnence. 

Frank  felt  this,  and  felt  the  mortification 
doubled,  from  being  noticed  in  so  equivocal 
a  plight;  when  his  confusion  became  utterly 
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coalbaEuiuig^  ^9»  ihe  •  bright  eye  and  rosy  phiz 
of  Dr.  M'Mam  ahone  ftill  up<Hi  him  ! 

"Angeb    aud     JBuniBtera  of  grace  defend 
u&  !"— exchuoned    the  gay-hearted    jAysician, 
in  capital  style^    and  fruiting   the  action   to 
the  word  vnth   a  daoll  aolemnity.    '' Really, 
Mr.  Bland£(NFd,     to^  have    mttt    the    unquiet 
Majesty  of  Denmark^  had  been  to  this  as  no* 
thing  I — ^In  iha  nan^e   of  honour  and  good 
fellowslup,  ezplaia  !-*^Frpin  m^at  fair  damsel's 
balcony  bast   thou,  the   Romeo  of  tonight, 
been  plucked  with  hand  so  r«de?-*-Yes!  and 
pray  remember,  that  I  can  ajfmpathize  with 
your  poetical  sorrows ;  so  tell  me  all  about  it. 
To  steal  a  heart  is  but  a  petty  laiteeny  after 
aU,  and  so  you  know  it  will  be  hardly  wise 
to   take    the   afiair  so    uttarly  in    dudgeon. 
CcHne,   come,  cheer  up;-^-*iio  doubt,   thou'rt 
desperately  anxious  to  conceal  the  blushing 
charmer,  who  hath  bewitched  thee  so  cun- 
ningly into  the  clutches  of  these,  the  darker 
minions  of  the  moon !    but  fear  not,  simple 
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heart :  her  secret,  or  diine  either,  shall  moult 
no  feather.  Friend  Benjamin  is  xatber  an 
overgrown  urchin  for  a  Cupid,  but  not  a  wit 
too  wise.  A  golden  fillet  will  instantly  be- 
stow that  blindness,  which  is  the  god's  most 
Talnable  quality,  and  thus  on  the  adyenture 
of  to-night,  shall  he  remain  for  ever  silent  !•«*- 
What,  still  so  thoughtful !  doubt  not  for  me, 
I  will  swear  to  keep  thy  coun8el,-*^ot  on  the 
blue  sword  of  the  melancholy  Prince,  but  on 
something  better,  a  stoup  of  glowing,  gene- 
rous wine! — C!<»ne,  we  will  treasure  the  jest 
for  ourselves  alone,  and  the  '  Romant  of  the 
Rose'  sb^ll  remain  for  ever  sub-roid" 

Still  more  disconcerted  by  a  gaiety  so 
malheureux,  Frank  had  not  a  word  to  mus- 
ter; and  the  'King's  Officer,*  whose  politic 
sensibilities  had  been  soniewhat  shocked  at 
the  recognition,  construing  the  silence  of  his 
prisoner  in  the  usual  way,  began  to  talk 
large  and  horrible.  Now  he  spoke  of  the  fu- 
gitive Captain  of  the  Blowzy  Bess,  who  had 
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BO  incompreheiisiyely  xetumed  to  life,  ''  after 
baviog  been  certified  ae  dead  by  a  '  King's 
Officer  !' "  then  came  Frank's  unlucky  se* 
quel,  interburdeB  with  shieds  and  patches  of 
legal  slang,  all  ominous  of  evil : — ^'  accom- 
{dice," — "  aiding  and  abetting,"— and,  worse 
than  all,  ''  accessary/' 

The  Doctor  listened  at  first  with  incre- 
dulity, aad  at  last  in  alarm ;  the  fiune  of  Anr 
selmo  had  much  of  the  manrellous  iwd  ro- 
mantic interest,  th^t  allures  die  ardent,  and 
might  haye  interested  Blandford  but  too  far  j 
The  statement  was,  at  all  events,  too  plan* 
sible  to  be  pleasant,  and  the  investigation  of 
a  poUce  office  would  make  the  matter  worse. 

To  have  interfered  with  the  ledoubtable 
Ben,  on  any  point  that  he  might  have  imar 
gined  tp  compromise  his  duty,  would  have 
been  unsafe : — to  have  reasoned  had  been  ab- 
surd ; — only  one  expedient  remained,  and 
M'Mara,  with  his  usual  tact,  touched  the 
master  key  at  once. 
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Ben,  after  the  exertion  of  his  Utister,  had 
hardly  recovered  breath,  before  a  quahn  had 
dashed  his  valour.  The  Poclor,  vrho  had 
listened  with  profound  aitentioni  suddenly 
raised  his  eyes,  and  tuming  them  with  an 
air  of  astonishment  at  Ben^  shook  his  head 
mournfully. 

There  was  so  much  solemnity,  such  mys- 
tery and  pity  in  the  action,  that  Ben  felt  a 
strange  misgiving  in  his  mind;  a  thousand 
undefined  sensations  arept  about  him,  and 
presently,  in  a  tremor^  he  inquired  of  the  Doc<* 
tor  if  he  was  not  going  to  be  ill. 

"  Far  worse!" — ^re|Jied  M'Mara,  in  a  tone 
so  awfixlly  deep,  that  Ben's  huge  &ce  turned 
white  as  a  cream  cheese;  and  his  very  mar- 
row grew  chilly, — ^when  the  Doctor  led  him 
aside,  and  whispered  slowly  in  his  ear, — 

'^  Don't  be  alarmed,  my  poor  unfortunate 
fellow,  but  tell  me  whether  you  have  made 
any  little  provision  for  your  femily." 

"  The  Lord  be  merciful  to  a  poor  sinner. 
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not  a  farthing  l-^b,  your  Honour  need  not 
say  a  word,  I  feels  plain  enough  all  o^er  that 
Vm  not  long  for  this  n^orld :— ^t  cold,  stony 
oold ;— head  hoi,  as  if  a  burning  gimlet  was 
boring  through  :«-H>h,  Doctor !   Doctor  !" 

**  Benjamin,  thou  art  altogether  an  ass  ! — 
I  meant  not  as  to  your  body,  man ;  but  as  to 
the  loss  of  your  place  !— ^Your  *  place,'  Ben- 
jamin !-^Did  it  ne^er  enter  your  simple  noddle, 
that,  that  gentleman  might  be  a  secret  agent 
from  the  Secretary  of  State.  Don^t  you  know 
that  our  b^ne^olent  Goterament  has  Commis- 
sioners, and  Emissaries,  of  one  sort  and  the 
other  all  over  the  country ;  and  then  remem- 
ber, that  this  affair  of  the  Blowty  Bess  is 
no  trifle  either! — I  say,  Benjamin,  did  jrou 
nerer  think  of  this  ?" 

"  Never,  your  Honour !  never,  as  I  hopes 
to  be  saved  !-^But  sure,  the  gentleman  will 
not  go  to  ruin  a  poor  ^  King's  Officer '  like 
me,  just  for  a  little  mistake  in  the  way  of 
business.*' 
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"  Really,  Ben,  I  would  not  venture  a 
word  in  your  behalf: — I  only  know,  that 
you' Ye  been  dragging  a  gentleman  abotit  like 
a  felon !  and  remember,  Benjamin,  that  I  will 
have  no  a]^>eal  made  to  me : — ^no,  no ;  take 
notice,  that  I  absolutely  know  nothing  of  the 
matter : — not  a  word ! — ^not  a  word ! 

This  disclaimer  sealed  the  whole.  '^  The 
Doctor,"— thought  Ben, — **  shakes  it  all  Off 
like  a  serpent : — ay,  the  deuce,  Vm  in  a  pretty 
pickle  now  !" — and  then,  returning  to  his  pri- 
soner, whom  he  p^rpl^ed  with  a  thousand 
protestatiouB,  he  loosed  the  fettered  hands, 
and  Blandford  found  himself  at  liberty. 

The  '  King's  Officer '  and  his  gang  slunk 
off  as  fast  as  possible,  but  not  before  Ben 
had  thanked  the  Doctor  for  a  kind  hint,  to 
be  '  silent  as  a  fisb'  on  the  whole  afiair. 
Blandford  too  had  stammered  out  his  thanks 
with  rather  a  sorry  grace  to  his  liberator, 
when  the  latter,  taking^  his*  arm,  saod  in  a  far 
graver  tone  than  usvaI, — 
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''  Not  a  word,  Mr.  Bhndford ;  I  am  ever 
hfsppj  to  oblige  my  '  friends/  but,  of  course^ 
with  the  oonfidenee  that  they  respect  them- 
selves!-— Your  hesitation  is  miiiBual;  the  ad- 
▼entture  of  to-night  still  more  so  1 — I  have  no 
right  to  inquire  into  the  particulars^  bat  if 
they  involve  conseqaences  which  *  you '  think 
it  necessary  to  conceal,  yoo  \irill  reflect  bow 
hr  they  should  bar  our  future  intimacy/' 

There  was  a  moumfulness  in  the  appeal 
that  checked  any  rising  feeling  of  resentment, 
and  Blandford's  heart  swelled  as  he  replied, — 

**  I  have  no  secrets  of  my  own  to  hide, 
but  if  accidents  place  those  at  others  in  'my 
keeping,'  the  very  delicacy  you  enjoin  de- 
mands their  preservation,  let  the  risk  be  what 
it  may  ;  and  no  penalty  could  be  more  severe, 
than  the  loss  of  Doctor  M'Mara's  friend- 
ship. " 

**  My  dear  Frank,"  rejdied  the  Doctor,  as 
he  left  him  at  his  uncle's  door,  to  arouse  the 
slumbering  Peter,—''  having  given  you  this 
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friendly  wamung^  I  shall  leave  the  matter 
cheerfully  to  your  discretion ;  but  remember, 
for  your  own  safi^ty,  that  honour  will  not 
sanction  the  retention  of  those  secrets  that 
the  law  has  a  right  to  question.  Good 
night." 

''  That  the  law  has  a  right  to  question  /" — 
repeated  Blandford  to  himself>  as  he  pressed 
a  sleepless  pillow^  his  limbs  still  cold  as 
marble  from  the  recent  exposure;  and  his 
fevered  fancy  conjuring  up  unreal  sounds, 
as  the  howling  wind  surged  with  fitful  starts 
through  the  neighbouring  flat  *^  Good  God ! 
into  what  a  condition  am  I  £edlen : — the  very 

silence  imposed  upon  me  may  be  considered 
as  a  guilty  connivance;  and  to  the  loss  of 
fortune  may  be  added  what  would  be  worse, 
a  thousand  times  worse,  a  ruined  reputation." 
These  were  comfortless  cogitations,  and 
Frank  felt  a  still  greater  desolation  pervading 
his  bosom  at  the  recollection  that  he  was 
now  precluded  from  any  chance  of  advising 
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with  M'Mara.  The  Doctor's  declaration  went, 
indeed,  to  the  extent  of  showing  that  he 
should  not  consider  himself  bound  to  pre- 
serve a  secret,  on  which  legal  consequences 
might  hang,— and  Blandford  was  but  too  pain- 
fully conscious  that  his  Uncle  was  in  some 
way  criminally  involved. 

Another  tormenting  question  was,  '  how 
fiir'  he  was  justi6ed  in  remaining  under  the 
same  roof  with  Kenrick  ? — but  here  the  iron 
hand  of  Destiny  had  crushed  him  into  a 
comer,  that  left  him  without  resource.  To 
fly  without  funds  or  friends,  implied  more 
chivalry  than  sense ;  and  the  explanation  that 
would  acquire  him  support,  would,  according 
to  the  dark  hints  of  his  wily  Uncle,  betray 
the  welfare  of  Carema. 

On  the  whole,  the  great  physician.  Time, 
presented  the  only  anchor  his  baffled  hopes 
could  lean  upon ;  and  at  last,  lulled  with  the 
very  tedium  of  conflicting  thoughts,  the  stupor, 
but  not  the  refreshment  of  sleep,  absorbed  his 

VOL.  I.  K 


194  THE  PICAROON. 

wearied  senses: — ^though  after  all,  not  so  to- 
tally, but  that  at  dmeSy  sounds, — and  no  lon- 
ger those  of  the  imagination,— came  ever  and 
anon ; — ^heard,  but  without  arousing  the  un- 
derstanding, as  pass  the  broken  traces  of  a 
dream. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


"  m  fSnres  the  land,  to  hast'niiig  ilU  a  pray, 
Where  wealth  accamulatea,  and  men  decay. 
Princes  and  Lords  may  flourish,  or  may  frde ; 
A  breath  can  make  them,  as  a  breath  has  made : 
But  a  bold  peasantry,  their  country's  pride. 
When  once  deetroy'd,  can  nerer  be  supplied." 

GoLDSMmi. 


Among  the  green  delights  of  Haggle8tone's 
garden,  was  what  my  Lord  Bacon  has  quaintly 
termed  "a  wilderness;"  viz.,  a  piece  of  ground 
stored  with  all  things  wild  and  singular, 
and  yet  withal,  so  artfully  laid  out,  that  the 
whole  may  appear  the  spontaneous  freak  of 
dame  Nature,  in  the  very  prodigality  and 
wantonness  of  her  beauty. 
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*Down  the  centre  of  this  lairy  vale,  ran  a  sil- 
ver streamlet  so  pure,  so  bright,  and  clear,  that 
tlie  variegated  stones  and  shells  that  glowed 
beneath,  shone  through  the  rippling  water  as 
a  rich  mosaic  of  a  thousand  tints.  Here  and 
there,  under  a  group  of  scattered  rocks,  the 
current  mined  its  way  in  deep  and  narrow 
fissures,  gleaming  and  bissing  in  the  darkness, 
as  if  self-luminous, — and  gifted  as  it  shot  along 
with  a  serpent^s  animation.  Anon,  it  poured 
in  tranquil  listlessness  through  mossy  banks, 
and  all  encumbered  with  rushes,  sedges,  and 
mouldering  roots.  Hence,  tamed  into  the 
meekness  of  repose,  it  mantled  through  a  chain 
of  glassy  pools ;  some  shallow,  and  glistening 
to  the  sun,  but  others  deep  and  overshadowed, 
as  if  the  flood  that  slept  within  had  dug  itself 
a  long  abiding  place,  and  meant  to  sport  no 
further.  Around  the  last  and  largest  of  these 
petty  lagoons,  the  moss-grown  banks  were 
sprinkled  with  every  flower  that  rejoices  in 
the  shade,  and  loves  the  moisture,  while  the 
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firm  and  wax-like  petals  of  the  white  and  yel- 
low lotus  peeped  up  apiid  the  dark  green  fresh- 
ness of  their  broad  and  floating  leaves.  The 
bason  here  too,  being  artfriUy  lined  with  an 
argil  of  snowy  whiteness,  the  translucent  flood 
rich  in  reflected  light|  and  motionless,  might 
seem  to  the  fancy  a  glistening  shield  of  solid 
crystal,  but  that  ever  and  anon,  swift  glancing 
troops  of  wandering  flsh  shot  through,  and 
as  their  bright  metallic  splendour  flashed, — 
bubbles  and  far  diverging  circles  disturbed  the 
tranquil  waters  with  a  transient  animation. 

The  banks  of  this  capricious  brook  were  the 
favourite  stroll  of  Ephraim  after  the  noon- 
tide hour ;  and  here  on  his  accustomed  walk, 
the  Quaker  had  just  stooped  to.observf  sapne 
plant  of  unusual  beauty,  when,  on  rising,,  he 
encountered  a  look  so  sharply  scrutiniziug, 
that  it  seemed  intended  to  imply  some  perilous 
dereliction  of  propriety. 

"What,  Sir," — said,  the  specious  Kenrick, 
who  had  thus ,  silently  obtruded ; — *^  do  you 
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prize  simples  as  iools,  choose  women  for  the 
look  ? — ^In  all  things,  the  use  and  the  profit. 
Sir,  for  me«  That  weed  would  choke  an  ass ! 
-—and  to  bend  the  back,  and  to  crouch  the 
hams  over  a  variety  of  green  leaves— why,  this 
is  worse  by  half  than  the  trick  of  Nebuchad- 
nezzar I — ^Yes,  for  the  long-nailed  king  of  Ba- 
bylon, had  the  excuse  of  appetite.  Plain 
words  and  honest  thoughts,  my  good  Sir,  are 
all  that  people  ever  get  from  me  : — I  was  just 
thinking  what  a  capital  bed  of  water-cress 
might  be  contrived  here,  instead  of  all  these 
far-fetched  fantastic  fooleries,  that  are  only  fit 
for  savages  and  serpents." 

"  I  tell  thee  what,  ^  Friend,'  I  have  a  pur« 
pose  in  not  following  thy  advice : — the  poor 
creatures  that  gather  the  wild  herb,  that  thou 
recommendest,  cannot  afford  to  lose  their 
market,  nor  would  it  become  me  to  set  an 
example  for  the  robbery  of  the  destitute." 

**  *  Robbery* — I  do  not  quite  understand 
you.  Sir;    thievery    wants    wit,    and — very 
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well,  very  right:— but,  Sir,  I  have  the  satis- 
fieustion  to  inform  you,  that  for  the  future,  mats, 
matches,  clothes-pegs,  and  cabbage-nets,  with 
all  the  et-cetera  of  vagabond  merchandize,  will 
be  manufactured  wholesale,  and  under  the 
eye  of  Authority, — ^to  the  utter  discomfiture  of 
strolling  mendicants  and  tramping  vagrants. 
Not  (me  in  the  legal  sense  shall  be  found,  Sir, 
not  from  the  east  to  the  west ;— we  will  stow 
them  off,  and  house  them  for  the  benefit  of  the 
community." 

''  I  will  not  talk  with  thee  on  this  matter, 
Ralph  Kenricki — ^for  it  is  one  to  which  thine  eye 
hath  been  darkened,  and  thine  heart  deadened  ; 
nevertheless,  I  will  forewarn  thee  of  the  evil 
of  thy  way.  What  is  the  Political  Economy 
they  worship,  but  a  device  to  trample  down 
the  faith  of  a  Christian  and  the  feelings  of  a 
man ! — In  that  name,  with  a  high  hand,  and  a 
brazen  brow  will  they  '  do  evil,'  that  good  may 
follow.— 'In  that  name,  too,  will  they  famish, 
by  system  and  by  measure,  the  desolate ;  the 
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oppressed  of  sorrow^  and  those  that  have  xK>Be 
to  help  them. — Yea,  these^^a  their  innocenoe 
and  their  calamity^ — will  th^y  punish  in  their 
desolate  prison  houses  of  high  walls^  and  eye- 
searing  gravelly  courts,  with  the  slow  and 
silent  torture  of  a  hunger  half  appeased,  until 
the  wretches  will  take  the  lowest  minimum 
of  wages  that  avarice  and  monopoly  will  con- 
sent to  offer! — Nay,  Ralph  Kenrick, — I  will  not 
hear  thee  belie  the  better  spirit  that  even  now 
hath  made  thy  countenance  to  change,  and  thy 
lip  to  quiver;  but,  I  will  tell  thee  yet  more  of 
the  abomination  of  that  name,  that  hath  spread 
its  roots  like  a  upas-tree  of  moral  pestilence  in 
the  land. — In  that  name; — ^in  that  accursed 
name !— -will  they  sever  husband  and  wife,  and 
parents  and  children !  quenching  as  far  as  in 
them  lies,  the  best  and  dearest  sympathies  that 
God  hath  ordained  ! — ^Those  sacred  bonds  of 
affection,  that  consecrate  existence  and  raise 
humanity  above  the  brute  : — and  all  the  while 
will  they  mock   and  jabber  of  *  education,' — 
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of  '  gospel  fight/  and  of  civQizatioii ! — I  tell 
thee,  Cenricky — ^th^  day  may  come  when  as 
they  sow,  so  shall  they  reap ! — and  the  countless 
herd  whom  they  have  brutalized  in  their  selfish- 
ness, shall  turn  and  rend  them  in  their  folly ! — 
In  the  pride  of  their  heartless,  fanatical,  false 
philosophy  they  have  loosened  the  bonds  of 
society : — Saimpson-like,  have  they  broken  in 
the  pillars  of '  social  love,'  and  '  holy  ordinance,' 
that  rose  from  earth  to  heaven  ! — and  the  crash 
of  the  anarchy  they  provoke,  will  overwhelm 
them  in  the  dust  of  its  desolation.^ 

As  Kenrick  was  too  sagacious,  not  to  see 
through  the  fallacy,  that  had  over-laid  the 
wit  of  many  men  far  more  honest  than  him- 
self  on  this  subject ;  and  being,  at  the  same 
time,  too  cunning  to  commit  himself  by  an 
expose  of  the  real  object  of  the  measure,  he 
met  the  eloquent  rebuke  of  Ephraim  with 
the  practised  smile  of  a  Precisian,  and  the 
half  hesitating  bow  of  subservient  hypocrisy. 
''To   change    the   subject,  my   charitable 

k2 
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friend,  do  yoa  know  that  I  came  to  ask  a 
&voiu> — and  yet,  yoa  see,  I  began  by  find- 
ing fault  with  yoar  whims  and  fancies: — 
the  craft  of  worldly  wisdom  is  so  foreign  to 
my  nature,  that  my  Uuntness  might  most 
offend  myself,  but  that  you  are  too  just 
to  let  me  suffer  for  my  honesty.  My  object 
is  to  request  the  favour  of  a  loan  of  four 
thousand,  for  seven  months,  either  in  Cash, 
or  by  Bills,  to  be  renewed  at  shorter  dates : — 
I  am  aware  that  twice  the  sum  would  be 
no  inconvenience,  but  still  I  would  have  it 
so  arranged  as  exactly  to  meet  your  own 
views." 

''  In  short.  Neighbour  Kenrick,  thou 
woaldst  have  Four  Thousand  Pounds  Ster^ 
ling :  for  the  which  thou  wouldst  render  me 
any  thing  that  thou  canst  command!" 

''  Doubtless,  Sir," — ^replied  the  plausible 
Ralph,  although  somewhat  staggered  by  the 
closing  clause. 

"Well,  then.  Friend,  I  will  be  as  blunt 
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as  thyselfj  and  tell  thee  downright  my  doubt, 
as  to  thy  command  of  that  security  that  would 
satisfy !" 

Astounded,  but  unabashed,  Kenrick  stood 
for  a  moment  looking  up  with  elevated  nose 
and  passive  features,  as  one  aiming  at  a 
wild  duck,  and  then  letting  fall  his  gaze,  as 
suddenly,  in  a  careless  tone,  he  rejoined. — 

''  You  will  remember,  Mr.  Hagglestone, 
that  'eight  thousand'  of  your  ward,  Miss 
Damley's  fortune,  adventured  in  the  firm 
at  the  change,  were  accredited  to  me : — ^now, 
if  your  refiisal  should  be  followed  by  a 
crash  ?"— 

"  They  will  be  lost !" — ^rejoined  Ephraim, 
with  equal  coolness, — '^  yea.  Friend,  but  as 
thou  wouldst  say,  better  eight  than  twelve !— * 
Thou  hast  a  nephew!" 

Kenrick  bit  his  lip  as  he  turned  aside ; 
for  of  all  things  he  was  desirous  to  avoid 
any  mention  of  either  Blandford,  or  his  for- 
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tuae  ;^-<ur,  mdeed^r  aayihing  like  an  admission 
that  the  latter  existed* 

''  Nowy  BaljA  Kenrioky  thy  Nephew  hath 
akeady  been  made  a  •  penty  to  thy  con- 
ceniB :"— Ephraim  paused,  and  his  auditor 
fidgeted  about  in  Tisible  inquietude,  as  not 
knowing  in  what  sense  to  understand  the 
rather  too  pertinent  remark  of  the  Quaker, 
and    fearful  of  Che   worst  :*^the   latter   con* 


^^Now,  as  doubtless  the  young  man  hath 
substance;  and  that,  to  thy  knowledge!" — 
another  pause  ensued;  that,  to  the  guilty, 
seemed  fraught  with  danger. 

^*  Well,  the  young  man  hath  a  winsmne 
look,  that  with  me  shall  avail  much ;  and 
thus  as  a  youth  of  uprightness,  and  of  a 
pretty  substance,  as  '  thou  knowest,'  and  must 
certify ! — if  he  will  join  with  thee  in  a  bond, 
the  money  shall  be  supplied  according  to  thy 
desire/' 
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"What,  Sbr-^said  Kenriek,  speaking 
loud,  and  affecting  irritatum  as*  a;  okMtkCo  hia 
real  feelingly— '<  Is  our  ficieodship  eome  to 
this  ? — that  3foa  would  harei  me  expose  a 
petty  ridioidoas  pecuniary  difficulty  of  tkis 
unexpected  and  tnmsiont  nature,  to  a  youth 
of  UtH^  piety  and'  leas  discretion  :-*-«ne^  toc^ 
who  ia  aot  to  *  be .  trusted  with  his  own  se* 
creta:— ^ho  ia  law  «^M>n  Hie  wbrld^-^^nd 
who  hath  not  tliat  reverence  for  me,  his  kins- 
man^  that  is  needful,  either  T 

**  Thy  bile  overflowethi  and  anger  will  be 
hurtful :— rl  would  recommend  thee,  Friend, 
to  drink  warm  toast  and  water  to  allay  thy 
cboler,  which  is  altogether  unseemly.  Come, 
we  will  go  to  dinner ;  and  at  any  tune  that 
thou  and  thy  kinsman  require  the  cash,  I 
have  told  thee  bow.  to  apply:  —  come  thy 
way. " 

People  talk  of  the  omnipotence,  of  ^  &sh- 
ion,*  but  what  is  it  to  that  of  *  habit,' — at 
least    in  England.     The    French    may  have 
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their  affection  de  suivre  la  mode  in  politics, 
theatricals^  literature^  or  religion,  which,  after 
all,  is  nothing  more  than  the  belle  esprit  of 
their  national  vivacity,  showing  itself  on  the 
surface  of  society,  in  this  direction,  or  in 
the  other,  but  never  ceasing  to  exist  ;  as 
the  currents  of  the  ocean,  whether  seen  or 
hidden,  still  flow  the  same.  But,  with  us 
plain  islanders, — ^be  the  fault  with  the  dull- 
ness of  our  atmosphere,  or  from  the  high 
tax  pressure  of  existence,  that  gives  so  little 
time  to  pluck  the  flowers  of  fancy,  or  the 
fruits  of  wisdom ;  be  it  either,  or  both,— -the 
gaiete  de  cctar  is  only  the  result  of  unusual 
excitement  Verily,  an  Englishman  ever  finds 
it  a  '  labour '  to  be  men-y.  From  the  fancy 
balktto  of  the  noble,  to  the  *  free  and  easy  * 
of  a  country  hop,  the  attempt  at  vivacity  is 
found  so  serious,  so  formidable  a  matter, — ^that 
the  soul  of  enjoyment  evaporates  in  the  efibrt 
of  possession. 

It  was  by  ^  habit,'  that  Kenrick  preserved 
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the  entree  of  HagglesUme's  domicile  long 
after  any  desire  existed  for  hia  presence;-— 
and  on  the  presait  occasion^  with  an  appe- 
tite not  a  whit  impaired  by  the  late  denoue* 
ment,  he  had  paid  his  devoirs  to  a  luxu* 
riant  dinner,  and  the  wine  that  followed, 
with  a  aest  well  worthy  of  civic  honours, 
when,  on  rising  for  the  dmwing  room,  the 
Doctor,  who  was  also  a  gttest,-*paased  to 
admire  a  recumbent  nymph  by  Canova,  that 
graced  a  recess  of  the  apartment. 

''  My  good  friend  Ephraim !" — said  Ken- 
rick, — he  always  used  the  '^  good"  when 
he  meant  to  be  offensive,  or  had  an  object 
in  view : — '^  My  very  good  friend," — and  he 
pulled  Hagglestone  by  the  button,  as  the 
worthy  Quaker,  with  a  convenient  deafness, 
was  sidling  off;  —  *'  I  cannot  imagine  how 
you  can  suffer  these  nude  abominations  !— 
Doubtless,  they  were  at  first  put  up  without 
your  authority,'' — and  Kenrick  slyly  turned 
an  accusing  glance  upon  the  Doctor ; — ^^  yes, 
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I 

how  you,  of  all  men,  can  suffer  such  an  out- 
rage  on  moral  decorum !  But,  my  dear  Sir, 
they  were  overlooked  among  the  fantastical 
conceits  of  this  palace  of  vanity ! — ^but  now, 
that  their  repulsive  immodesty  has  been  de- 
tected, doubtless  you  will  have  these  Pagan 
idols  of  iniquity  torn  down,  and  hewn  into 
pieces." 

''  But  I  have  a  doubt ;— -and  one  of  other 
matters  too,  as  thou  mayst  recollect:  —  but 
as  touching  that  sculpture,  the  which  thou 
hast  already  ston^  with  the  hard  words  of 
a  zeal  without  knowledge : — wilt  thou  tell  me. 
Friend,  in  what  particular  it  hath  offended 
thee  ?  The  marble  is  of  a  pure  tint,  and  the 
form  is  as  that  of  an  angel,  that  ministereth 
in  the  courts  of  heaven  ! — Come,  as  thou  art 
a  plain  dealer,  speak  thy  mind  freely, — in  what 
hath  it  offended  ?  " 

Never  was  a  mouthing  hypocrite  more 
amusingly  confounded.  The  sounding  torrent 
of  his  declamation,  as  it  inferred  more  than 
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vras  specified^— 416  a  wbole^  defied  refutation; 
bat  if  analyzed  for  a  single  proof,  it  w^  utterly 
without  one^  and  Kenrick  stood  silent  and 
mortified* 

"  Neighbyurj^  suffer  me  to  tell  thee  thy 
own  secret!  The  offence  is  not  witbouti  but 
within.  The  forms  of  *  ideal  beauty' — are  as 
the  children  of  a  sinless  paradise :  —  as  they 
eiK^l  the  bunaan,  they  approach  the  divine; 
and  there  19  a  harmony  of  form,  a  sweet  elo- 
quence of  expressioa  in  that^  which  is  as  the 
impress  of  thitt  Mindj  that  hath  created  in 
its  own  brightness,  that  both  exalts  and  re* 
fines ; — ^yea,  and  even  now,  the  cold  simulated 
loveliness  that  hath  enshrined  the  rock  of  the 
quarry  with  softness  and  with  beauty,  hath 
left  thee  without  an  answer: — Ralph,  tbou 
hast  spoken  evil,  as  one  in  a  dream,  conversing 
of  the  creature  of  his  own  fantasy ;  but  of 
this,  if  thy  senses  are  awakened,  thou  n^yst 
discern  naught  but  what  is  altogether  good, 
and  without  reproach." 
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"  At  least,  Sir/' — said  the  Doctor, — "  you 
have  given  the  sinner  a  feeling  homily  on 
a  stony  text." 

The  Italian  saloon,  with  its  glowing  pic- 
tures, its  silken  draperies,  its  mosaic  tables, 
bronzes,  and  glittering  mirrors,  might  better 
have  realized  Kenrick's  sarcastic  simile,  '  the 
palace  of  vanity,'  than  any  other  portion  of 
the  house,  though  all  was  rich  and  splendid. 
But  Ralph  was  now  too  much  wrapt  with  his 
own  dark  thoughts,  at  the  unusual  asperity 
of  his  host,  and  the  difficulties  attendant  on 
the  loan,  to  notice  anything,  or  scarcely  indeed 
to  reply  to  the  remarks  that  were  addressed 
immediately  to  himself. 

In  this  gorgeous  saloon,  the  vulgar  glare 
of  many  lights  had  been  avoided,  and  yet 
all  was  luminous,  in  the  soft  and  mellow 
effulgence  shed  from  a  single  candelabra  of 
rare  device ;  and  crowned  with  a  globe  of  a 
dead  and  golden  tinted  glass,  that  diffused  a 
delicious  sunny  tinge  on  every  object ;  except 
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indeed,  that  fix>m  the  wide  and  lofty  Venetian 
window, — ^the  cold  keen  radiance  of  a  cloudless 
moon,  fantastically  broken  by  intervening  sha* 
dowy  wreaths  of  roses  and  the  sweet  climatis, 
fell  in  irregular  patches  on  the  storied  basso- 
relieTOs  sculptured  on  the  marble  piers  that 
formed  its  sides. 

The  breathing  fragrance;  the  charms  of 
triumphant  art; — the  soothing  stillness  that 
a  promise  of  music  had  imposed ;  all  might 
combine  to  steep  the  senses  in  delight,  when 
our  young  friend  Blandford  was  announced. 

The  slight  courtesies  that  society  imposes 
were  passed  with  the  practised  grace  of  fashion- 
able ease ;  and  for  the  first  few  minutes  there 
was  nothing  to  be  remarked  in  the  fine  form, 
and  glowing  countenance  of  Frank,  that  might 
betray  the  anxiety  that  rankled  in  his  breast. 
The  rich  tones  of  his  finendly  voice  fell  on 
the  ear  with  all  their  wonted  cheerfulness,— 
but  as  the  momentary  excitement  passed,  and 
seated  near  the  window,  he  looked  out  into 
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the  embowored  and  moon-4it  garden,  the  pallid 
livery  of  .melancholy  feelings  stole  fast  upon 
him.        ... 

But  ithi»-  was  all  unheeded  in  the  social 
eii^oyment.ibf  ihe  group  i^-^Kenriek,  indeed, 
was  mentally^alone,  lost  in  sullen  abstraction ; 
but  on  the  other  side  was  the  Doctor,  in  his 
happiest  mood,  chatting  with  the  benerolent 
Ephraim  and  his  comely  spouse ;  the  last, 
meek  and  sleek,  in  all  the  comfort  of  fat  and 
forty;  while  the  young  and  lovely  Carema, 
brightly  fidr  as  some  blest  vision  of  a  poet's 
dream,  and  gay  as  the  Hours  at  the  birth  of 
Morning,  was  bending  over  a  music-stand  at 
some  distance,  and  smiling  archly  as  she  pre- 
sented the  score  of  a  song  to  a  lady  at  her 
right. 

^^  Can  I  tempt  you  with  this,  Signora?" 

"  No,  rather  select  some  mournful  ditty: 

something  that  breathes  a  spirit  sorrowful  and 

mild,  for  all  my  thoughts  have  been  too  busy 

with  the  past. — Some  other  song,  Carema : — 
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yet  soft,  I  haiw  a  few  wild  Mbo«  on  aoy  miad 
that  now  perchance  may  sait  me  better." 

Madalena  arose,  and  awakening  a  wild 
aooordaat  symphony,  she  sang,— her  impas- 
siotned  senses  mingling  with  the  theme ;  that 
soon  swelled  into  a  meltiDg  melody  so  thrilling, 
that  while  her  every  attribute  of  being  seemed 
involved,  the  might,  the  magic  force,  she 
gave  ta  sound,^--swayed  on  the  heart  like  des- 
tiny, and  floated  on  the  air,  a  spiritual  jeaUty, 
unseen,  but  mingling  with  the  breath  of  life! 
and  bounding  in  the  pulsea  of  existence. 

MAPALENA'S  80N0. 


I. 


»  . 


On  thft  Bttnny  Modieni  wt  >^ 

Trim  the  sail,  with  Lore  and  ma ! 

Far  away  from  care  well  roam 

(Ver  the  ocean'a  aparUing  foam  i 

Not  more  light,  or  bright,  and  g9j, 

Bosy  clouds  of  rising  day, 

Fh»t  around  tha  mouataaD'a  craat.  *  ^ 

Than  thus  we  stem  the  biUows*  breast; 

Pleasant  thoughts  our  ballast  be, 

Joyons  Marinecs  are  we  S  <   •  •     • 
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11. 


Soon  the  sun-lit  flashing  wave 
Darlceiung  frowns,  the  seaman's  giSTe ; 
Vainly  too,  we  flee  from  care, 
Hungxy  stonns  are  howling  near ! 
Morning's  dond  so  gay  and  light* 
Spreads  the  awfiil  shroud  of  night. 
And  as  hollow  thunders  roll. 
Fear  sits  brooding  o'er  the  sonl ; 
Hope,  no  port,  no  shore  can  see, 
Wretched  Mariners  are  we ! 

III. 

Such  the  life  we  lore  so  well, — 
Such  is  Pleasure's  siren  spell : 
Passion  for  a  moment  glows. 
Then  as  fiills  the  fading  rose. 
Treasured  hopes  for  future  years 
Leaye  na  bat  a  wreek  for  tears ; 
Eyes  that  beamed  affection  round, 
Tones  that  sweet  in  memory  sound. 
These  are  gone^ — and  gon^  for  ever ! 
Hearts  may  bleed,  but  Fate  wiU  serer. 


The  hurried  feelings  of  Blandford  responded 
mournfully  with  the  music's  melancholy  pa- 
thosy— -and  he  gazed  with  newly  awakened 
interest  on  the  lo?ely  songstress,  as  she  stood 
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apart  musing,  as  it  might  be,  on  thoughts 
both  sad  and  secret. 

Madalena  bad    reached    the   meridian   of 

womanhood : — the   sylph-like  virgin  grace   of 

earlier  years  had  ripened  into  a  rich  maturity 

of  female  beauty ;  yet  still  there  was  an  innate 

dignity,  veigiog  on  hauteur,  that  chilled  and 

chastened  while  it  charmed : — a  smile  ethereal, 

arch,  and  sensitive,  but  passionless,  that  stole 

into  the  heart,  yet  left  no  warmth  that  love 

might  draw  its  nurture  from : — ^that  smile  was 

as  the  sunshine  on  a  mc^ble   vase;   it  gilds 

the  surface,  but  leaves  the  centre  cold  and 

snowy  as  before.     But  bad  that  tranquil  cheek 

been  ever  thus,  nor  mantled  with  the  flush 

of  mutual  consciousness, — ^that  mystic  charm, 

that  in  its  very  weakness  grows  omnipotent, 

in  self-betrayal  vanquishes,  and  wins  by  sheer 

abandonment?— What  boots  the  question  !-r— 

she  was  a  stranger  from  the  South;   let  its 

own    glorious    sunshine,    and     spirit-bushing 
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nights  of  mooiO^t  ebem^  4md  liiMBirinBg 
fragrance,  answer  aa  Hmf  ivay. 

With  an  amiable  piejwdiee^  pochajwe  Cm 
rare,   Madalena  fetaiaed  ^ke   {MCuiMrrtim  of 
the  Italian  costame ;  a«d  the  rich  maA  flaWM^ 
drapery  of  the  Roman  Dama  amorded  wdl 
with  the  majestic  contours  of  her  fom.    The 
glossy  tresses  of  a  raven  UaoknesSy  braided 
aboTe  the  ample  forehead  with  a  golden  ban*- 
delet,  enriched  with  gema :— the  goaflamw*  Teil, 
deeply   embroidered  at  the  edge^-  depending^ 
obliquely  fran  the  Iwir  bdiind,  and  fidfing^ 
over  the  left  shoulder,— firec,  soft,  and  ilowini;^ 
as  a  cloud.     The  velvet  corsaktto  half  con- 
cealing a  bosom  that  the  graces  might  have 
moulded; — white  as  the  Parian  marUe  in  its 
native  cave,  before  the  prying  eye  of  day  hath 
stained  it  with  a  shades— and  sofiter  than  the 
signet's  downy  vest.      The  polished,   round, 
voluptuous  arms ;  shadowed  above  by  the  soft 
caressing  folds  of  the  snowy  lawn  camisciaf 
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iloelf  Moised  fajr  piaMed  cords,  ending  in  long 
fiinged  teaaeb  of  a  dead  and  emboMed  golden 
pattom.  Hm  lamy  of  0i9B|ile  jet,  and  cross 
of  flashing  hsiUiaaiB,  ■  owifftty  ehsngtng  in  its 
siai  I  J)  radknoe,  na  it  tKmUed  on  the  gently 
hnaringf  Ixatst  beneath^ 

All  these  were  bnt  the  vagne,  dim  outline,  of 
the  baanty  they  enshrined  :-^lrat  in  that  beauty, 
superb  loid  matdiless  as  it  was,  there  lurked 
a  aomething  nBde6ned;-^a  hectic  flush,  that 
caase  and.  went,-*-the  trace  it  might  be  of  deep 
a&d  mnkling  disappointment,— or,  perchance 
the  svionldenng  emben  of  resentment  for  in- 
juries long  pest,  but  not  forgotten : — a  some- 
thing nhispering,  that  the  fixed  composure  of 
that  iair  and  polished  brow  was  not  serenity; 
bat    rather  the   collected    fortitude    of  high 
resolfa!--«  stoical  indiffefence,  that  fain  would 
view  the  present  as  a  dream,  and  darken  all 
the  future  with  shadows  of  the  past !    And 
yet,    in    a    strange    contrariety  —  the    native 
loveliness  of  that  sweet  face  seemed  as  a  flower, 

VOL.  1.  L 
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too  glowing  to  be  nipped  with  8nch  a  frost; 
and  the  deep  liquid  heaven  of  her  eyes!— shone 
as  a  sea  too  clear  and  smiling  for  the  storms 
of  adverse  fate,  or  the  rude  wrecks  of  wounded 
sensibility — the  self-consuming  fires  of  slighted 
love. 
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CHAPTER  XL 


"  Th«n  is  m  moment  we  may  plunge  oar  jewi 
In  fttal  penitence, — end  in  tKe  blight 
Of  our  own  loiils  torn  all  oar  blood  to  tears. 
And  colour  tliinga  to  come  with  hues  of  night*' 

amOH. 


*» 


Baffled,  bat  more  than  ever  anxious  to 
avoid  defeat,  Kenrick  spent  the  greater  part 
of  the  next  day  in  abortire  attempts  to  devise 
some  plan  for  the  attainment  of  the  loan, 
without  the  concurrence  of  Blandford, — ^wfaich 
eiisting  cinmmstances  had,  indeed,  placed 
altogether  beyond  his  reaeh. 
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"  The  money  must  be  forthcoming  ;" — 
naid  he,  grinding  his  teeth  with  vexation,  and 
still  as  much  perplexed  as  ever,  though  the 
shades  of  evening  were  so  far  advanced  that 
Peter  had  lighted  the  solitary  candle, — "yes, 
though  the  barter  were  concocted  in  the  pit 
of  hell, — the  money  must,  and  shall  be  had  I** 

Having  thus  spoken ,  Kenrick  in  the  bit- 
terness of  his  feelings  dashed  his  hand  heavily 
on  the  table,-— «Lnd  then  looked  up  as  fiercely, 
and  as  much  startled,  with  his  own  vehe- 
mence^ as  if  the  Fiend  had  answered  the 
appeaL 

At  that  moment,  silently  and  suddenly, 
the  arch  dissembler,  Smuggleton,  glided  into 
the  apartment,  and  placing  himself  at  the 
opposite  side  of  the  table,  began  to  open  an 
old  pocket-book,  as  if  his  business  were  too 
well  understood  to  demand  the  trouble  of  a 
word. 

"  I  am  not  prepared  :" — said  Kenrick 
with   a   dogged   assurance,  and  affecting  an 
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almost  careless  tone,^''  no,  not  for  to-day  : 
— but,  by  this  time  '  to-morrow*  the  balance 
will  be  paid/' 

**  To-morrow  ! — ^Hark  ye,  sir  !  I  want  not 
prcxnises,  but  *  cash :' — '  to-morrow '  may  but 
repeat  the  lie  to-day  has  proved.  Look  to 
yourself,  Kenrick ;— ^lown  with  the  balance; 

r 

or,  you  stand  impeached,  ruined,  and  blasted, 
to  the  very  dregs  of  poverty  and  shame !" 

"  To-morrow,** — repeated  Kenrick,  in  a 
hollow  nerveless  tone,  and  turning  pale  as 
parchment, — "  To-morrow." 

**  Well  then,  to-morrow ;" — responded  the 
other  sullenly, — "  but,  let  me  see  ; — at  what 
hour  ¥dll  your  convenience  suit  ?'* 

'*  At  any  after  noon." 

"  As  we  live  !'*— said  Smuggleton, — "  the 
hounds  of  the  law  will  open  on  me  yet.  To 
be  safe,  we  must  be  decret;  it  were  better  to 
name  *  any  hour  '  after  sun-set ;— or,  inideed, 
could  yoU  iioi~  meet  me  more  privately  some 
where  without  the  townT' 
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"  Yes,  yes,  name  the  place." 

''  Be  it  then  at  the  Limekflns,  hj  the 
river  side  : — say,  just  at  sunnset." 

A  nod  had  ratified  the  engagement ;  and 
long  after  Smuggleton's  departure,  Kenrick 
continued  to  pace  the  room,  restless  and 
hopeless ;  until  at  last  a  new  thought  opened 
on  his  mind  :*-*it  was  the  design  of  a  firaud 
on  Blandford,  and  one,  as  he  thought,  of 
easy  perpetration. 

"  Peter ! — call  my  nephew  hither/' 

''Well,  Mr.  Blandford,"— said  he,  as 
Frank  attended  to  the  summons, — ''  I  have 
bethought  me  of  your  West  Indian  property, 
and  as  short  accounts  make  long  friends,  I 
am  willing  to  place  the  remittance,  now  due, 
of  *  four  thousand,'  in  your  own  hands  : — 
there  must  be  a  proper  instrument  sent  out, 
signed  jointly  by  ourselves,  and  if  you  have 
not  any  objection,  Hi^glestone  in  the  mean 
time  shall  be  your  banker :  something  of  this 
nature  would  suflSce, — there,  write  your  name 
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in  that  corner.  Nephew :— weU,  now  copy  the 
whole  out  fidrly ;  sign  it,  in  the  same  way 
as  this,  and  leave  a  blank  for  me  : — ^there  ; 
lay  it  in  the  desk ;  and  I  will  first  show  it  to 
friend  Ephraim,  leaving  you  to  '  present  ' 
and  *  receive.* " 

Frank  gave  no  answer,  from  a  feeling  of 
bewilderment,  as  he  observed  that  his  uncle 
had  folded  up  the  first  paper,  to  put  it  in  his 
pocket,  and  that  it  bore  a  stamp!  It  was 
odd,— and  yet,  at  the  next  moment,  the  rising 
suspicion  seemed  absurd  I — for  what  had  he 
to  lose,  more  than  his  uncle  held  already  ?^- 
and  then,  the  name  of  Hagglestone  was,  in 
itself,  a  pledge  for  all  things  fair  and  honour- 
able. In  the  mean  while,  the  watchful  eye 
of  Kenrick  had  remarked  Blandford's  hesita- 
tation,  and,  as  candour  was  his  cue, — ^he  im- 
mediately inquired  the  cause,  and  affected  to 
blame  his  own  negligence,  for  what  he  termed 
'  the  accidental  loss '  of  the  stamp,  on  a  mere 
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draught  :—7and  thuB^  the  matter  passed,  as  a 
casualty  and  a  trifle. 

So  far  had  the  plot  succeeded,  bu(  the 
unprincipled  Kenriek  looked  beyond ;  his  ob- 
ject was  not  to  pay  the  money  either  t^  his 
nephew  or  to  Smuggleton^ — although  to  the 
latter  it  was  necessary  that  a  part  should  pass, 
but  to  devote  the  bulk,  to  some  arran^gements 
that  were  demanded,  in  order  to  thiow  the 
large  contraband  property  then  on  his  hands, 
into  the  market,  with  advantage :— and  this 
accomplished,  his  intention  was  to  appropriate 
the  whole,  and  to  cross  the  Atlantic. 

Nor  was  it  dishonest  avarice  alone  that 
prompted  this  step: — as  his  nefarious  system 
extended,  it  had  been  necessary  to  confide  in 
a  greater  number  of  agents  than  prudence 
would  approve ;  the  loss  too,  of  one  adven- 
ture, as  in  the  case  of  the  late  capture,  might 
be  followed  by  others,  and  never  again,  per* 
haps,  might  so  much  of  the  '  joint  wealth ' 
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be  vested  in  his  own  individual  power  :-^n 
fine,  as  villaiiis  reason,  it  was  the  precise  time 
to  strike  the  blow  1  and  every  hour  of  delay 
was  but  to  court  a  loss,  and  provoke  danger. 

BafBed,  too,  in  the  hope  of  finding  a  friend, 
and  an  accessary  in  his  kinsman,  whom,  had 
it  been  so,  he  might  have  adopted  ; — a  grow- 
ing feeling  of  aversion,  and  offended  pride, 
made  Kenrick  view  the  pillage  of  Frank's 
property  as  merely  a  gratifying  sacrifice  to 
his  i^venge  : — a  sudden  want  of  cash,  too, 
made  it,  in  one  sense,  necessary; — and  after 
all,  he  thought,  that  he  might  dole  out  a 
pittance  to  his  nephew  as  he  chose,  and  tame 
his  spirit  down,  by  poverty,  into  a  useful 
subserviency, — as  hunger  breaks  the  haggard 
fidcon  to  the  lure. 

Something  of  the  same  vile  jealousy  of 
virtue,  provoked  the  fraud  on  Ha^lestone : — 
his  dislike  to  Carema  had  a  more  subtle 
origin  : — but  we  may  not  anticipate; — it  is 
sufficient  to  say,  that  Hagglestone  fell  into 

l2 
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the  ttapf  and  that  the  money '  was  paid  on 
what  appeared  to  be  the  jomt  Becuiity  of  the 
parties;  and  within  a  few  hours  aftm^ards, 
Kenricky  sallied  forth  to  keep  the  apponit- 
ment  of  the  evening. 

As  he  turned  away  from  ihe  door  willi  a 
lingering  look  at  the  lofty  warehouse,  in  which 
he  had  garnered  up  his  heart,  it  was  with  a 
glow  of  satisfaction,  and  a  chuckle  of  delight, 
to  think  that  he  sboald  so  soon,  and  sa  easily, 
silence  the  dangsrous  Smuggleton,  who  had 
threatened  '  an  information,'  and  who,  as  he 
conceived,  was  the  only  man  who  cooM  lay 
one  with  safety  or  advantage  to  himself  r^-^nd 
the  price  of  his  silence  too  had  been  so 
craftily  provided  for. 

By  the  time  that  Kenrick  had  reached  the 
Limekiln,  the  sun  was  lairly  down,  but  the 
evening  continued  unusually  light,  as  a  strong 
and  ruddy  glow  still  lingered  in  the  west, 
painting  every  object  with  a  soft  and  Vermel 
tinge.    The  votaries  of  Mammon  are  as  watch- 
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fal  as  tfaose  of  Love  or  of  Honour,  and  Smug- 
gletoD  W9B  already  on  the  groutuL  The  coin 
▼ersatioii  that  followed  was  deep  and  earnest ; 
nkany  weie  tke  qoeationa  to  be  asked,  and  the 
matteiiB  to  be  provided  for  in  ooniequenoe  of 
Smiiggletaa's  intended  departure,  and  Kenrick 
warily  kept  back  the  payment  to  the  last. 

Among  other  subjects  the  escape  of  An- 
sdmo    was   allnded  to,  and  as   Smoggleton 
began  to  reeount  the  struggle  which  had  oc- 
curred CD  the  very  spot  where  they  were  stand- 
ing; the  circumstances  were  detailed  with  a 
force  and  interest  that  awoke,  and  soon  con- 
firmed  the  suspicion,  that  the  speaker  must 
himself  have  had  some  confidential  communi- 
cation with  the  myrmidons  of  the  law  on  that 
occasion ;  and  if  so,  it  was  equally  clear,  that 
the  capture  had  been  attempted  at  his  sugges- 
tion ! — In  a  word,  that  he  was  already  a  traitor 
to  his  comrades ; — and  if  so,  all  that  Kenrick 
feared  waa^  perhaps,  even  now  accomplished ! 
The    mere    idea    induced     a   cold    shudder, 
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but  with  AD  e^ojft  he  presjenred  his  fimner 
tone  of  voice,  and  es^p/^ssion  pf  cpunteivaiic^ 
— ^8tiU  the  suspicion  pat  him  on  hi3  guard, 
and  he  made  up  hia  mind  to  reserve,,  even  if 
at  some  risk,  a  considerable  part  of  the  few 
bmidreds  in  cash  which  he  had  previondy 
intended  to  pay.  i        . 

By  this  time,  the  Ught.  had  so  far  died 
away,^  that  th^  famt  flame  arising  from  the 
Kiln  promised  to  be  useful  in  making  the 
necessary  memoranda  of  the  account;  an^i  Ke^L- 
rick,  for  this  purpose>.  seated  himself  on  a  low 
parapet  wall,  bounding  a  platform  level  with 
the  mouth  of  the  pit,  that  formed  an  approach 
for  the  carts  used  in  throwing  in  the  limestone ; 
Smuggleton  stood  at  a  little  distance  before 
him  with  his .  back  to  the  light,  and  in  such 
a  wi^y  as  to  watch  •  his  frxmiy  whose  hesitation 
he  had  already  remacked« 

"Let  me  see>*'  said  iKenriok $-**-''  we  made 
the  balance  '  Two  Thousand  Five  Hundred  ? ' '' 
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**  Yes,  yes, — atid  the  whole  of  which  you 
wiH  pay  me  now  in  'cash!*" 

"  Softly,  iny  gbod  fellow : — now,  listen  : — I 
will  make  two  thousand  two  hundred  of  the 
payment,  in  a  T^ay  more  for  your  advantage* 
Cash  ^oiftld  entail  a  nefedless  risk  on  your 
journey,  and  luckily,  I  have  a  claim  on  a  house 
at  New  York,  that,  when  transferred,  will  ex- 
actly suit  your  purpose,  and  cannot  admit  of 
loss.  Gome  nearer  to  the  light,  and  I  will 
show  you  names  on  this  paper  that  would 
satisfy  the  Bank  of  England!— The  Three 
Hundred,  and  in  Gold,  my  boy,  are  here*'' 

As  it  happened,  in  withdrawing  the  so** 
▼ereigns  from  the  eash-bag,  the  canvas,  which 
was  time-worn,  gave  way,  and  before  Kenrick 
could  avoid  it,  a  large  packet  of  Fifty  Pound 
Bank  Notes  had  fitllen  out,  and  were  only 
rescued  from  rolling  i^to  the  Kiln,  by  the 
quick  eye  and  ready  ^fool  -of  Smuggletoa. 
In  the-  consternation  of  the  moment,  Ken* 
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lick  iimrittiogly  held  the  American  Bill  of 
Exchange  open  and  loosely  in  one  band,  while 
eagerly  stretching  ont  the  other,  to  recover  the 
fallen  notes  from  8imon,  when  it  was  suddenly 
snatched  by  the  latter. 

''What,  villain,  is  H  come  to  this?"— 
growled  Kenrick,  from  betwixt  his  half-dosed 
teeth,  and  in  a  voice  almost  inaudible  from 
rage,  and  at  the  same  time  thrusting  his 
knuckles  under  the  cravat  of  Smuggleton,  with 
a  fierce  and  throttling  violence-^"  Come,  Sir, 
is  it  your  pleasure  now  to  rob  or  murder  ? — 
Hell,  and  the  Fiend  ! — stand  off  the  notes ;  let 
go  the  bill,  or  my  gripe  shall  dioke  die  life- 
breath  out  of  thee  at  once  ! — let  go  !" 

The  mandate  might  have  been  obeyed  in 
accordance  with  that  instinct  that  makes  the 
merely  cmming  man  to  quail  and  shrink  into 
bis  native  insignificance,  before  the  one  more 
violent  and  audacious,  though  equally  nnprin* 
cipled ;  b«t  that  in  the  bosom  of  Smuggleton, 
to  the  newly  awakened  lust  of  plunder,  was 
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now  added  the  malice  of  revenge^  with  the 
fearful  accessaries  of  time  and  opportunity. 

The  fiery  mootb  of  the  Kilo,  hot,  red,  and 
glowing,  as  the  pit  of  Tartarus,  had  caught 
his  eye^ — and  a  thought  fltill  more  infernal, 
burnt  in  his  heart  and  brain ! 

Regarding  his  assailant- 'with  a  smile  of 
wdl  affected  indignation,  Sosuggleton  now  held 
the  American  bill  of  exebange  orer  the  rising 
flameB,  and  at  the-  same  time,  intimated  with  a 
reekiess  nod,  that  the  fate  of  the  hostage  in 
his  hand  depended  on  his  own  release. 

Baffled  with  the  threatened  loss,  Kenrick 
relaxed  his  hold;  and  scarcely  had  he  done 
so,  when  his  arm  was  palsied  by  a  Uow,  and 
at  the  next  moment,  the  wily  Smuggleton  had 
thrown  him  off  his  equipoise,  and  as  his 
outstretched  arms  were  extended  convulsirely 
in  the  air,  in  TUtn,  but  frantic  efforts  to 
catch  at  some  neighbouring  object,  he  found 
himself  hoisted  on  the  shoulders  of  bis  dwarf 
companion,  and  hurried,  without  a  chance  of 
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escape,  towards  the  sulphurous  vei^e  of  the 
flaming  pit. 

The  fumes  of  the  lime  gained  fresh  volume; 
— they  gathered  heavily,  (for  it  was  a  dead 
calm,)  and  hung  in  a  suffocating  fog: — sud- 
denly the  cloud  grew  overchaiged,  and  rolled 
over  the  edge  of  the  Kiln.  Caught  by  t^ie 
stifling  blast,  Smu^leton  staggered,  and  in- 
stinctively retreated ; — Kenrick,  too,  had  con- 
trived to  thrust  his  right  knee  on  one  side  of 
his  throat  with  a  strangling  force;  and  pre- 
sently, as  the  subtle  vapour  rose  still  more 
dense  and  pungent,  both  sunk  upon  the  earth 
half  choked,  overpowered,  and  insensible. 

Kenrick  recovered  first  from  this  death- 
like lethargy ;  but  still  as  the  outraged  powers 
of  nature  began  to  resume  their  wonted  play,  a 
horrible  consciousness  arose  before  the  faculty 
of  motion  was  regained : — ^the  mind  was  all 
awake  to  dread  and  suffering,  but  the  ex- 
hausted body  still  lay  as  it  were  inanimate, 
nerveless,  and  dead.  The  weight  of  Smuggleton 
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who  remained  as  yet  insensible,  was  partially 
apon  him ;  and  the  villain's  grasp  still  held  upon 
his  limbs, — cold  and  griping  as  a  vice ! 

The  night  was  sad  and  strangely  silent. 
Tlie  air  hushed  and  motionless,  grew  oppres- 
sive in  its  stillness : — ^not  a  leaf  stirred,  nor  a 
rustle  of  an  insect,  or  a  ripple  on  the  river 
oould  be  heard.  The  stars,  tooj  were  hid  in  a 
sullen .  gloom, — while  the  smoke  of  the  Kiln, 
luminous  in  the  reflected  light  of  the  lambent 
flames  beneath,  rose  pale,  thin^  and  shadowy  in 
the  darkness. 

As  the  function  of  respiration  strengthened, 
Kenrick  felt  more  revived^  and  struggling  up- 
wards^ he  thought  to  disengage  himself  from 
the  grasp  of  his  companion.  But  the  effort 
was  in  vain;  the  weight  of  Smuggleton,  and 
the  mode  in  which  his  arms  had  been  crossed  in 
fidling,  rendered  the  task  beyond  his  strength, 
and  escape  seemed  as  hopeless  as  before.  With 
all  his  sternness  and  chicanery,  Kenrick  was 
not  ferocious;  aiid  as  he  gazed  on  his  remorse- 
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less  enemy,  his  heart  sickened  at  the  awful 
alternative,  that  '  self-preservation'  began  to 
virhisper. 

Smuggleton  now  heaved  a  deep  sigh ;  and 
quick  successive  shudders  gave  notice  that 
the  fit  might  soon  depart:— «i  moment 
more,  and  every  chance  for  life  might  be  lost 
for  ever ! — Kenrick  felt  this,  and,  with  a 
dizzy  brain,  took  a  penknife  from  his 
pocket; — it  was  his  only  weapon,  and  as 
his  hand  grew  firm  in  the  fury  of  despair, 
with  half  averted  eyes  he  raised  it  over  the 
gasping  throat  of  the  still  entranced  and 
prostrate  wretch  before  him* 

"  Murder !" 

Whence  came  that  cry? — was  it  an  ii^ 
voluntary  exclamation,  or  had  the  menaced 
deed  of  blood  a  witness  ! — ^Kenrick  knew  not ; 
his  bewildered  senses,  in  that  sudden  fear, 
were  not  self  cognizant, — and— '^  Murder, 
murder  1 " — ^re-echoed  from  his  heart  and 
brain ! 


THE  PICAKOON.  235 

Palsied,  as  in  tlie  hfuogman's  gripe!— his 
wild  eyes  glared  on  the  Tacaftt  gloom  of 
night,  with  a  loDg  and  searching  glancez—bat 
all  was  emptiness  and  overpowering  silence, 
save,  indeed,  the  deep  and  stertorous  breath- 
ing of  Smuggleton,  and  the  slow  but  audible 
throbs  of  his  own  heart 

The  dark  and  dangerous  man  he  dreaded 
recovered  fast;  his  swarthy  features  were 
already  convnlaed  with  pangs  of  returning 
life,  and  as  if  impelled  by  an  instinctive  malice, 
the  iron  grasp  of  his  arms  and  hands  became 
more  painful  and  resistless.  Kenrick  had 
dropped  the  knife,  and,  without  hope  or  de* 
fence,  had  steeled  his  soul  to  a  dogged  en* 
durance  of  the  worst  ;-*-and  yet,  strangely 
true  to  the  ruling  passion  ot  his  life,  his  glance 
8tiU  lingered  with  a  miser's  fondness  on  the 
scattered  notes  and  gold  that  lay  in  heaps 
upon  the  sand. 

This  reverie  was  brdcen  by  the  muttered 
oaths    of    Smuggleton,    who  had    nearly  re* 
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coreredf  and  who,  in  ming  to  a  half  re 
cumbent  posture^  had  aUowed  Kenrick's  body 
to  ftiU  jrudely  baokwatds,  though  still -retahriog 
the  limbs  upon '  .his  «houl4em,  while^  be 
steadied  hiniBelf  beneath  the  weight,  by 
clutching  at  the  tootift  of  a  bush  opportunely 
within  his  reach.  Suddenly  he  started,  snd 
shuddering,  dropped  his  lotel  :-^-hi8  hand  had 
pressed  upon  a  viper,*  which  haiing  bitten, 
still  hung  coiled  around  his  wrist. 

Bruised  by -the  ftiU,  Kennck  arose  slowly, 
and  in  the  mean  time  Smuggleton,  having 
shaken  off  the  hissing  reptile,  both  stood  con- 
fronted, and  low^iag  at  each  other  in  all 
the  horror  of  mutual  dread,  mingled  with  a 
wary  watchfulness  «nd  an  unquenched  thirst 
for  vengeance.  At  this  juncture,  the  -eye  of 
Smuggleton  chanced  to  test  on  the  fiatilen 
knife,,  as  it  glittered  at  a  little  diitaace  on 
the  ground,  aad  in  an  unguarded  moment 
he  stooped  to  reaoh-  it*  Kenrick,  but  too 
conscious  of  his  fatal  purpose,  rushed  wildly 
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forward,  and,  drii^ag  bis  cbnched  fisU  with 
ail  tfa«  .impettis  -of  weight'  and  fury  •n  the 
I  exposed  side^  of  Ua  advenaty^  he  dtove  him 

j  ^t^gB^nng  tpwaords .  the  fiery  kihi : — a  aecond 

blow,  ^od.lhe  hapleaa  wretch  toppled  head- 
long over  the  -yer^  :^--tbe  blue  flame  flashed 
iMghej!  for.  a.  moment^' and 'then  arose  a  frantic 
shriek  of  agony>  sbnll  as  the.  outcries  of  the 
daaned !  It  echoed  through  the  dim  thick 
wreaths  of  eddying  snoke,  into  the  Tagoe 
black  shadows-  of  the  »ight,^^-aiad  all  again 
was  ai]ei>i« 

Astounded  at  the  paat^  and  half  doubting 
the  evidence  of  his  senses,  Kenriok  looked 
over  the  e<^  of  the  kiln : — all  below  seemed 
of  a  hoDow  deep  and  fiery  redness,  as  the 
burning  cavern  of  a  ureter;*— with,  ever  and 
anOo,  a  faint  and  lurid  play  of  purple  flame, 
and  awiflly  ascending  clooda  of  vapour,  that 
whirling  gathered,  and  dispersed^  Of  the 
victim,  as  .yet,  not  a  vestige  had  been  seen, 
for  Kenrick  had  overlooked  the  object  of  his 
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search :— on  a  second  glance,  however,  the 
scorched  and  desperate  wretch  appeared  ;-~hi8 
clothes  on  fire,  and  clambering  with  bleed* 
ing  lacerated  hands  the  burning  boundaries 
of  the  kiln : — an  instant  more,  and  one  hand 
was  stretched  eagerly  over  the  top,  when, 
frenzied  with  a  new  fear,  Kenrick  stamped 
brutally  upon  it,  and  all  was  over:— -his  enemy 
bad  fallen  with  a  heavy  plunge  into  the 
crumbling  centre  of  the  pit 

The  burning  breath  of  that  last  fitU  had 
lent  to  agony  no  sound  ! — but,  though  bereft 
of  utterance,  the  fell  glance  of  Smuggleton, 
even  as  he  sunk  into  the  sparkling  dust  and 
sulphurous  vapour,  that  buried  and  consumed, 
— was  one  that  Kenrick  saw  for  ever !  Alone, 
in  silence,  or  in  the  noisy  stir  of  men  ;  — ^in 
blackest  night,  or  in  the  dazzling  glare  of  day, 
those  glassy  eyes  seemed  still  to  threaten 
in  the  air,  while  conseience  stamped  upon  his 
heart  the  cunse  and  misery  of  Gain. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


Peadkym.    8«t  jwor  hflvt  iC  nat,  PoIIj.    Your  bwlmid  U 

to  die  to-daj ;  therefore,  if  jon  are  not  alresdy  proTided,  'tis 
high  time  to  look  about  for  another.  There'a  comfort  for  you, 
you  atai. 

Till  aCOOAB*B  OPSKA. 


Thb  vacuity  of  mind  that  follows  tbe  ferer 
of  excitonent  aerres  as  a  safely  valve  from 
oadDess;  the  overwrought  facilities^  sore  from 
the  conflict  of  contendiDg  emotions,  find  re* 
pose  in  inanity,  and  the  great  healer.  Time, 
puts  the  first  seal  on  that  hood  of  forget- 
fulnesft,  that  is  so  far  to  cancel  the  intoler^ 
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able  past,  as  may  give  us  patience  for  the 
future. 

So  felt  Kenrick  on  that  fatal  spot  that 
had  consumed  his  late  guilty  confederate  to 
ashes ;  and  as  he  gathered  up  the  wealth 
scattered  and  trampled  in  the  sand,  it  was 
with  a  strange  consciousness  of  physical  insen* 
sibility, — as  if  his  arms  and  limbs  were  those 
of  an  automaton  !  and  he  reeled  and  staggered 
as  one  overcome  with  the  sudden  stupor  of  a 
coup  de  soleiL  Hollow  sounds,  as  of  unreal 
voices,  rung  in  his  ears ;  the  dry  sand  seemed 
changed  to  a  bloody  red,  and  clung  to  his 
hands  with  a  sense  of  heat,  that  he  knew  to 
be  delusive,  and  yet  could  not  avoid ;  and  at 
last,  half  maddened,  he  hurried  off  with  a 
desperate  effort^ — as  if  the  avenger  of  blood 
might  be  eluded  by  change  of  place,  and  self-- 
abandonment. 

Regardless,  and  altogether  forgetful  of  the 
lapse  of  time,  he  was  still  wandering  at  ran- 
ilom  through  the  deep  embowered  lanes  and 


THE  PICAROON.  241 

iroodland  hollows,  when,  as  the  dawn  began 
to  gild  the  topmost  branches,  the  raw  and 
chilling  morning  air  awoke  him  so  far  into 
consciousness,  that  he  became  apprehensive 
of  the  surprise  that  his  absence  would  excite 
in  the  breast  of  his  nephew;  and  arousing 
himself  for  the  task,  he  resolved  to  brave 
what  were  now  become  his  greatest  sources 
of  alarm, — ^viz.  old  associations,  and  familiar 
faces. 

The  knocker  of  his  own  door  seemed 
straagely  heavy: — ^the  chill  of  the  iron  shot 
through  his  nerves  with  the  icy  coldness  of 
a  corpse ;  and,  as  the  first  blow  sounded  hol- 
low on  his  ear,  he  actually  felt  afraid  to  raise 
it  for  a  second.  He  sickened  equally  at 
the  voice  of  Peter,  and  passed  forward  to  his 
chamber  without  having  given  any  order  for, 
or  even  thought  of  refreshment ;  he  was  care- 
ful, however,  to  secure  the  door,  and  then, 
looking  round  mth  a  shudder,  he  cast  him- 
self upon  the  bed,  shut  his  eyes  to  the  light, 
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and  at  last,  from  mere  exhaustion,  sunk  into 
a  deep  but  troubled  sleep. 

For  the  rest  of  the  day,  Kenrick  avoided 

all  intercourse,  under  the  plea  of  illness ; 
but  as  the  hour  drew  near,  at  which,  on 
the  previous  evening,  he  had  kept  the  fatal 
appointment, —  the  scene  of  the  homicide 
rushed  back  upon  his  mind  with  a  strange 
reality  !  The  withering  glance  of  the  dying 
Smuggleton,  fierce  in  his  fiery  speechless  agony, 
now  fielding  to  a  half  transparent  mystic 
shadow,-— and  then  threatening  near  at  hand, 
as  if  a  real  presence,  and  tangible  to  touch  ! 
even  so, — ^itcame  and  passed,  a  sight  of  torment 
and  of  fear,  as  Kenrick,  although  aware  of  its 
fictitious  nature^  could  not  diVest  himself  of 
the  idea,  but  that  others  besides  himself  must 
witness,  and  be  deceived  by  the  illudon. 

With  this  conceit,  even  on  the  next  day, 
the  presence  of  Peter  became  intolerable ;  and, 
although  the  fellow  affected  an  obsequious  in- 
terest in  his  indisposition,  he  drove  him  harshly 
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fmm  hU  presence,  and  soon  after,  with  the  Tiew 
of  being  quite  alone,  he  retired  unobserved  into 
the  remote  and  silent  vaults  of  the  warehouse. 
Here,  seated  on  some  bales  of  cotton,  Ken- 
rick  deemed  himself  free  at  least  from  the 
danger  of  observation  ;  and,  as  employment 
might  best  dissipate  the  horrible  phantas- 
magoria of  the  hour,  he  set  himself  about  a 
deep  and  difficult  calculation. 

This  ^igagement  had  been  continued  for 
some  time,  and  he  had  become  far  more 
composed,  when  his  attention  was  excited 
by  a  low  sound  of  voices  from  above ; — ^put- 
ting aside  the  light,  he  advanced  cautiously 
to  an  open  grating  looking  out  upon  the  yard, 
when  he  observed  his  ^servant  Peter  in  ear- 
nest conversation  widi  a  stranger,  who  had 
much  the  appearanee  of  an  Officer  of  the 
Excise. 

^  The  coouhis  indicus,*'— said  the  latter, 
**  would  have  realized  a  handsome  sum  ;^— > 
that  is,  in  his  own  hands,  and  shirking  th« 
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duty : — ^but  for  our  purpose  the  silks  are  bet- 
ter. Welly  shall  we  make  the  seizure  to-night, 
or  take  the  morning  for  the  job  V* 

''  The  nighty  tlie  night ! — when  all  is  oa 
the  hushy  and  black  as  hell ! — By  good  luck, 
too,  the  grim  old  bear>  my  master,  is  sick, — 
queer,  at  least,  as  a  hen  with  the  pip,  so  that 
there'll  be  the  less  chance  of  a  rumpus,— and 
as  to  his  escape  I  say  not  a  word,— he  shall 
find  bis  own  doors  locked  fast  enough  for 
once !  Yes,  you  shall  have  him  under  bolt 
and  bar,  snug  as  a  rot*  in  a  trap." 

**  Very  well,  Mr.  Peter ;  but  mind  that 
you  keep  on  the  alett,--^we  shall  have  a 
plaguy  job  to  get  hands  sufficient,  and  keep 
the  matter  private  too :— and  yet,  on  the  se- 
cret hangs  the  profit,  remember  that !" 

After  a  nod  of  acquiescence,  Mr.  Peter 
led  the  way,  and  both  departed  by  a  back 
gate,  only  used  for  the  admission  of  waggons, 
and  which,  as  it  fastened  on  the  inside,  Peter 
was  obliged  to  leave  insecure. 
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At  any  other  time,  the  rage  and  morti« 
iicatioa  of  Kenrick  at  such  a  betrayal  had 
been  past  utterance ;  but  now,  as  violent  pain 
renders  a  mortal  dose  of  opium  innocuous, 
so  the  past  calamity  gave  him  philosophy 
to  meet  the  present  with  perfect  self-posses* 
sion.  The  outrage  of  the  yesterday  had  done 
more;  it  had  left  his  feelings  callous,  and 
his  heart  remorseless.  The  resolution,  coolly 
taken  on  the  moment,  was  as  coolly  exe- 
cuted ;  and,  in  less  time  than  this  page  may 
occupy  in  reading,  all  the  lower  part  of  the 
warehouse  had  been  fired !  This  crime  ac- 
complished, Kenrick  hurried  to  his  bed,  there 
to  await  in  'seeming  slumber'  the  alarm,  and 
consequent  rescue,  which  he  felt  assured 
would  soon  occur :-— ^e  probable  fate  of  his 
nephew,  who  slept  immediately  over  the  part 
already  on  fire,  was  not  forgotten,  but  Ken- 
rick's  object  was,  *  to  save  appearances,**— to 
be  thought  to  sleep  himself,  and  not  to  arouse 
another. 
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In  less  than  twenty  miaoteB,  the  wild 
and  fearful  cry  of  ^^  FiftE !''  resounded  through 
the  streets : — anon»  the  hollow  rumble  of  die 
engines  was  heard ;  and  swift  as  thought,  they 
were  dashing  pile  mile  through  the  crowd  :-— 
jets  of  water  shot  whizzing  through  the  air; 
while  the  flambeaus  and  pole-axes  of  the 
firemen  flashed  fearfully  amid  the  smoke  and 
darkness. 

The  din  increased, — and  as  the  gathering 
multitude  grew  denser  every  moment,  the 
lower  ranks  became  over  pressed ;  and  that 
dangerously,  towards  the  deep  water  of  the 
basin :  —  at  once  dire  oaths  and  execra- 
tions commingled  with  wilder  screams  and 
outcries.  Now,  louder  than  the  roaring  of 
the  tumult,  arose  a  shout  of  Lapdebs  !«* 
Ladders  !" — and  in  an  instant  all  was  hushed ; 
the  crowd  were  conscious  of  the  human  sa- 
crifice that  threatened. 

The  scene  darkened  as  the  smoke  increased, 
while  the  windows  of  the  warehouse,  few  and 
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smally  bad  gtven  but  little  veai  to  the  com- 
bu8ti<m  that  raged  and  glowed  within.  The 
smothering  clonda  of  murky  Tapour  came 
lolling  thicker  and  fiiater, — hovering  orer  the 
neighbouring  shipping,  and  wrapping  the  ad- 
vance of  the  fire  itself  in  a  dangerous  obscurity. 
Again  was  heard  the  anxious  cry  for  '  lad- 
ders;'—€md  now  the  firemen,  asnsted  by  a 
gang  of  sailors,  who  were  on  the  ruins  of  a 
high  and  tottering  wall,  had  hoisted  them 
over  the  heads  of  the  people,-^and  thus  the 
desired  means  of  esci^ie,  but  perchance  too 
late,  were  rendered. 

As  the  common  inquiries  passed,  it  was 
very  soon  understood,  that  Kenrick  **  had  been 
found  'sleeping'  in  his  bed,  unconscious  of  the 
danger,''  but  that  his  nephew,  Mr.  Blandford, 
and  his  servant  Peter,  were  both  supposed 
to  have  perished. 

Presently  a  sudden  crash,  accompanied 
with  a  storm  of  fiery  dust,  gave  notice  that 
the  building  was  giving  way.     The  sea  of 
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human  heads  in  front  receded  like  a  billowi 
swept  by  the  whirlwind,  while  cries  and  groans 
resounded  from  the  crushed  and  fallen.  At 
this  crisis,  the  firemen,  all  blackened  and  wet, 
and  some  scorched  fearfully,  came  rushing  by, 
like  so  many  hunted  demons,  from  amid  the 
whirling  clouds  of  smoke ! — ^they  were  hardly 
seen,  when  with  an  awful  blast,  the  pent  up 
flames  and  rarified  air  exploding,  tore  up  the 
roof,  and  burst  aloft  in  sudden  radiance,  fierce 
and  dazzling  as  the  atmosphere  of  hell ! 

Consumed  as  swiftly  from  its  own  intensity, 
the  wild  combustion  sunk  almost  at  the  instant 
it  had  risen  : — the  air  grew  thick,  with  a  dull 
redness,  and  as  the  ruins  became  visible,  it 
appeared  that  the  front  of  the  building  was 
reduced  to  a  mass  of  ashes  and  smouldering 
timbers,  while  the  left  wing  continued  burning 
as  vehemently  as  ever.  On  the  left  wing, 
therefore,  the  power  of  the  engines  was  now 
concentrated.  There,  the  hissing,  rattling, 
sheets  of  water,  broke  like  a  tempest  of  molten 
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silver  through  volumes  of  flame,  and  mingling 
clouds  of  steam  and  smoke.  Suddenly,  the 
crash  of  falling  ruins  sounded  from  within ! 
and  presently  as  another  wall  gave  way — at 
a  giddy  height,  and  with  no  better  footing 
than  the  half  consumed  and  burning  rafters, 
the  moving  figure  of  a  man  was  to  be  descried 
at  intervals. 

The  horror-struck  spectators  grew  dumb 
in  the  awful  interest  of  the  moment : — '  would 
the  daring  fugitive  escape  V  He  had  bounded 
over  a  wide  and  smoking  chasm,  and  was 
clambering  towai-ds  the  outer  wall,  when  the 
cloak  in  which  he  was  enveloped,  and  which 
was  the  only  article  of  clothing  that  he  had 
had  time  to  secure,— caught  fire  from  a  sud- 
den burst  of  sparks,  arising  from  a  falling 
timber,  and  with  this  fatal  chance,  his  long 
and  gallant  struggle  seemed  to  have  been  made 
in  vain :— even  hope  was  lost,— And  a  long  deep 
groan  of  sympathy  and  despair  passed  through 
the  crowd  beneath. 

m2 
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He  will  perish  noirJ*'— «aid  a  wetther- 
beaten  tar,  mastering  the  over-gush  of  feeliBg 
that  had  given  a  icemor  to  his  voiee,  and 
squaring  his  features  into  that  look  of  slem 
resigoatioD^  with  which  he  had  so  often  eor 
countered  the  death-flashing  thunders  of  war 
on  the  ocean. 

No ! — with  a  desperate  effort  lie  Jias  torn 
away  the  gurment,  its  bioming  shreds  are 
sailing  ofx  the  wind#  while  sM  uninjuied  be 
has  scaled  the  wall;  an  instant  more,  and 
with  swift  and  daring  steps  he  mounts  its 
crumbling  crest^^-and  thus  beheld,  touched 
with  the  ruddy  gleaoi,  and  the  outline  of  bis 
muscular  form,  i^ontrasted  with  the  hollow 
void  of  nighty  be  seem^  a  statue  of  the 
ancient  world  grown  animate  :--*-a  shspe  heroic, 
and  nerved  in  fortitude  to  brave  the  whirl- 
wind storms  of  destiny  unbanned. 

**  Now  lad,  for  a  bet !"  said  the  very  respec- 
table *  Mr.  Figgins,'  a  retired  tallow-chandler, 
who  although  no  longer  a  practical  purveyor 
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of  light,  was  8tiU  considered  as  itbe  leading 
luminary  of  his  parish,  under  the  aspect  of  a 
white-washing  wd  jrefonning  churchwarden. 

"I  say  It's  a  bet,  Tom!— Will  yonder 
chap  die  of  a  broken  neck,  or  a  slow  |t)|tst?— 
A  rump  and  ^  dozen  oa  tbe  first.'' 

''Dop.el" — said  the  otjxer,  a  jolly  pork 
batcher,  w^th  face  nvuid  and  r/ed  as  a  Bcon^ley 
appjie,  and  a  carcase  after  ^h/9  mould  of  a 
Dutch    galliot, — stuffed  withal    into    a    skin 
ftretched  and  sleek  as  th^it  of  a  sausage: — 
**  I  sa]^  Mone  ^ind  jivelcome,'  says  {  : — I  was 
always  counted  lith^^pm^  lagged  as  a  squirrel ! " 
(the  butcher  out-weighed  the  fattest  hog  in 
the  market,  And  vras  slow  as  a  brokea-wiQded 
drag  borae  in  a  fluow  drift}^-''  Yes,  you  knows 
that,  ^r.  Figging :— )yell,  ^  I'm  a  judge  of 
fdl  gymnastics,   I  jknpws   that   yonder   chap 
stands  sure  on  his  pegs  as  a  limed  linnet  ;-— 
yes,  you'll  lose  to  a  certainty,  Mr.  Figgins ! — 
Now  the  9I0U)  roast  is  just  another  look  out ; 
but,  zounds !    the  smoke  has  left  no  chance 
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for  a  peep;   and  right  or  wrong,  he's  off  in 
a  puff!" 

''  Ah !  in  the  smoke  er  in  the  fire  !  no 
matter  which,— -the  sooner  he's  hid,  in  any 
way,  the  better." 

So  said  the  sallow,  frigid  Mrs.  Pryinglon^ 
one  of  those  female  harpies  who  infest  society, 
and  under  the  mask  of  a  hyperbolical  piety, 
eonceal  a  mean  and  sordid  self-interest— living 
on  the  fdly  they  delude. 

**  Oh  !  shocking  : "  —  she  continued,  as 
dropping  her  eyes  with  a  well  practised  pru- 
dery, and  relieving  her  nose  from  the  straddle 
of  the  spectacles,  she  began  to  rub  the  glasses 
to  a  polish,  as  if  to  hide  a  conscious  fidget 
of  offended  delicacy.—''  Dear  me,  gentlemen^ 
I'm  altogether  in  a  twittiwation  :  —  what  a 
monster  to  jump  about  without  a  cloak! — I 
never  saw  any  thing  so  cool.'* 

'^  I  should  fancy  you'd  find  it  the  reverse. 
Ma'am.  But  I  say,  Tom, — is  the  property  in- 
sured?** 
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**  Every  bag,  case,  and  wrapper;  leave  old 
Kenrick  alone  for  that, — ^he  will  not  lose  a 
groat'' 

**  Be  not  too  sure  I — He  who  banks  with 
the  Devil, — may  find  his  balance,  when  due, 
rather  too  hot  to  be  held/' 

The  interruption  came  from  a  meagre  figure 
of  a  man,  muffled  up  in  a  great  coat,  who  had 
hitherto  stood  at  their  elbow  unobserved,  and 
silent  as  a  ghost, — and  who  at  this  moment 
showed  a  face  as  pale: — it  was  Peter. 


TBI    riCAtOOK. 


CHAPTER  XIIL 


"  I  like  tL*  woBun  Wo,  (IbrgiTe  107  toUj) 
From  tbe  rich  pcuant-cbeek  of  rnddf  bnmae. 
And  luge  black  ayM,  that  flub  on  jaa  >  TolUy 
Of  n/i  Ibat  >b;  a  tbonarad  tbings  at  one*. 
To  tba  high  dima'i  brow  mora  meltneholy. 
But  elaiT,  md  with  a  wild  md  liquid  gUikoa, 
Haart  on  bar  lipa,  and  mniI  within  bar  ajiM, 
Soft  ai  bar  clinut,  and  lomjr  t»  bet  aUe*." 


RsaiONiNO  Blaodford  to  the  chances  of  the 
bet,  so  delicately  proposed,  and  so  meirily 
accepted,  shall  we  wander,  dear  Reader,  on 
a  viiit  to  '  Friend '  Ephraim,  around  whose 
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pottceAil    domicile    all    re^maioB    aereoe,    and 

hushed  in  the  drowsy  chann  of  jearly  morning. 

Hither  the  wild  alarms  of  the  night  ha.Te  not 

ext^ided ;  nor  haye  the  solphurous  fumes  of 

the   conflagration  penetrated  ao  &t,  as  even 

to  taint,  however  slightly,  the  breathing  sweet- 

oees  of  the  flowers.    All  is  so  qaiet,  that  the 

¥ery  cottage  seems  to  siumberi  curtained  in 

the  soft  shadows  of  the  tcees,  and  fanned  by 

the  rising  zephyr, — ^whose  cloudy  wings  are 

as  yet  untinged  with  the  blmhes  .of  Aurora. 

And  all  within  i^  jas  silent  as  without.-f«- 
Sleep,  a  deep  sleep, — is  on  the  eyes  of  man 
and  of  maiden.  Yes,  '  all  aoe  nodding,'  save 
mi  except  the  worthy  master ;  who,  although 
not  '  troubled  with  a  raging  tooth,'  lago's 
apology  for  watching,  is  still,  despite  his 
wishes,  wide  awake. 

Perhaps  of  all  the  accidental  impositions 
that  chain  us  down  to  an  unwilling  silence, 
none  ue  m(Nre  tantalizing  than  the  morning 
slumbers  of  a  charming  woman  :-!-she  sleeps 
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beyond  her  wishes,  and  yet  false  tenderness 
will  not  awaken  her,  —  and  love  becomes  a 
weakness. 

Friend  Ephraim  had  long  been  undergoing 
this  conjugal  penance ; — smothering  his  tickling 
cough ;  breathing  gently  as  a  mousing  cat, 
and  lying  straight  as  a  mummy  in  its  case, 
while  his  comely  spouse,  the  fat  and  fair 
Jemima,  gave  audible  tokens  of  the  drowsy 
god's  dominion ;  her  peachy  cheek  nestled 
deeply  in  the  downy  pillow,  and  the  pouting 
lips  of  her  sweet  mouth,  glowing  to  a  deeper 
hue  of  coral, — as  the  fragrant  breath  came 
warm,  and  richer  than  the  perfume  of  the 
rose,  when  stealing  from  a  bud  just  opening 
to  the  sun. 

"I  wish  that  the  cocks  would  crow; — 
the  rooks  caw;  a  swallow  tumble  down  the 
chimney! — yea,  almost  any  thing, — so  that 
Jemina  would  awaken!" — Thus  sighed  the 
poor  disconsolate,  as  he  caught  a  sidelong 
glance  of  the  slumbering  fair  one. 
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*'  Heigh  oh  ! " — ^The  interjection  was  half 
audible ;  and  startled  at  his  own  temerity, 
Sphraim,  for  the  next  ten  minutes,  lay  quiet 
as  a  dormouse.  Goading  thoughts,  and  quick 
teeming  fancies,  again  came  thick  and  iast, 
until,  in  utter  forgetfulness,  he  said  aloud, — 

"  After  all,  it's  no  better  than  a  trap ! — 
and  she  shall  feel  me  a  tartar  in  it  yet/' 

**  For  shame,  my  Dear," — said  the  half- 
aroused  Jemima,  stretching  her  lily-white  arms 
above  the  bolster ; — ''  how  canst  thou  think 
of  a  trap  ? — ^Thou  art  sensible  that  I  dislike 
the  very  word : — no,  no,  let  them  pilfer  the 
fruit  as  they  list,— we  will  not  have  anything 
to  do  with  such  false  seeming  devices." 

"  Pr'y thee,  Love,  understand ; — I  speak  of 
female  wiles  and  blandishments.*' 

**  Surely  thou  art  prattling  in  a  dream,"— 
rejoined  the  lady,  gently  raising  the  glossy 
tresses  that  shaded  her  eyes,  and  turning  with 
a  melting  smile:  —  "Verily,   thou  art  in  a 
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dreami  Ephraim^  and  one  not  so  pleasant  as 
it  might  be  either." 

Yea  !  it  was  even  so,  Darling ;" — ^replied 
the  quaker,  sitting  up  in  bed,  with  a  restless 
start, — **  ay,  and  an  ugly  dream,  as  thou  wilt 
affirm : — methought  that  we  had  lost  Ca- 
rema !" 

''That  could  not  be,  but  by  death,  or 
by  marriage ;  and  as  thou  )cnowest,  we  may 
rejoice  in  saying  that  the  maiden  hath  not 
any  aiknent ;  no,  nor  hath  she  smiled  on  a 
lover  : — believe  it  not,  Ephraim  ;  the  fancy 
was  but  a  folly ;  a  delusion  of  the  night : — 
and  yet  what  meant  thou  of. '  a  trap  V '' 

The  reply  was  too  laconic  for  the  reader's 
comprehension,  but  it  left  the  lady  as  fidgety 
as  her  spouse  !t— we  will  erplain  a  little 
farther. 

In  avirakening  the  attention  of  their  foster 
child  towards  the  land  of  her  birth,  the  Hag- 
glestones  had  simply  sought  Carema's  amuse- 
ment, though,  as    they  now    feared,  at  the 
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expense  of  her  welfi^ie ; — and  if  so,  to  their 
own  infinite  coocem. 

The  sympathies  of  youth  respond  to  the 
touch  of  pleasure,  as  suddenly,  and  as  surely, 
as  stricken  steel  flashes  and  sparkles  on  the 
flint  Thus,  with  her  imagination  fired  by  a 
thousand  vivid  pietures  of  the  future,  the 
ardent  Carema  already  yearned  (ox  the  softer 
skies,  and  .brighter  flowers  of  that  delicious 
clime,  where  language  la  itself  a  music,  and 
life  moves  joyous  as  a  poet's  dream. 

While  such  idea»  remained  as  girlish  fan- 
cies, all  was  weU  ; — they  were  as  a  ready 
garland,  where  enthu3iasm  might  hang  its 
trophies ;  but,  whep  an  accident,  as  now,  gave 
them  a  bearing  on  every  day  existence,  they 
acquired  an  interest,  that  it  might  be  equally 
impossible  to  check,  or  to  gratify. 

This  accident,  that  was  to  prove  the  *  mai^ 
plot '  of  theif  h(^s,  had  passed  ;  was  irre^ 
trievable  !-^and  yet,  strange  to  say,  it  had  not 
before  awakened  a  single  doubt: — ^it  was  the 
visit  of  thQ  fair  Italian,  Madalena, 
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On  her  first  arrival,  Carema  appeared  to 
have  been  so  readilyi  and  so  completely,  re- 
signed by  her  Sicilian  friends,  that  Ephraim, 
partly  from  pique,  and  still  more  from  a 
reciprocal  indifference,  had  made  but  few  in* 
quiries  about  them.  The  letters  too,  of  the 
Count  Montrano,  were  few  and  cold ;  and 
yet,  on  points  of  business,  so  ttimple  and  direct, 
as  not  to  admit  of  question*  Year  after  year, 
and  the  reference  to  **  the  child,"  (for  the 
Count  still  seemed  to  deem  her  but  an  infant) 
was  wound  up  with  a  pithy  moral  sentence, 
evidently  copied  from  some  old  volume  of 
homilies,  and  used  in  the  absence  of  any  per- 
sonal or  real  feeling  in  the  matter. 

At  last,  more  from  mortified  pride  than 
any  thing  else,  E^raim  forwarded  a  picture 
of  Carema,  and  merely  inscribing  it  with  her 
name  and  age,  left  it  to  be  neglected,  or  ad- 
mired, without  a  farther  reference. 

Strangely,  and  quickly,  there  came  an  an- 
swer :  a  letter  from  the  Count ;— -not  the  dull 
and    frigid  thing   the    others  had  been,  but 
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coached  in  words  of  burning  eloquence  : — 
yet  wild, — as  avowing  rapturous  feelings  and 
affections,  that  neither  time  nor  circumstance 
might  warrant.  This  letter  was  accompanied 
with  a  superb  set  of  jewels  for  Carema ;  and 
it  was  soon  followed  by  the  visit  of  Madalena, 
who  was  introduced  by  the  Count  as  a  cousin 
of  Garema'sy  and  sent  "  to  re-unite  the  golden 
links  of  kindred  ties  too  long  forgotten,^ — ^but 
now  grown  doubly  dear,  as  a  rich  recovered 
treasure^"— ^  said  the  letter, — and  well  did 
the  fair  envoy  enforce  the  spirit  of  her  in- 
structions. 

Endowed  with  Beauty's  own  sweet  ma- 
jesty ;  with  accomplishments  and  fervency  of 
heart,  she  soon  inspired  the  friendly  senti- 
ments  she  sought ;  and  as  quickly  Carema 
had  learnt  to  love  her  as  a  sister.  In  the 
sweet  communion  of  kindred  studies,  and  in 
the  outpourings  of  the  bosom's  gentle  load  of 
tender  musings ;— <-and  still  more  in  the  utter- 
ance of  those  shy  ecstatic  thoughts,  that  shun 
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the  commoQ-placey  bw  coarseness  of  the  world ; 
and  all  too  often,  die,  unknown  and  unsus- 
pected in  woman's  *  heart  of  hearts,'  as  vicdets 
in  the  shade,  enshrined  and  stifled  in  their 
own  exceeding  fragrance.  All  this  was  friend- 
ship, or  something  almost  dearer ;  the  deep 
hushed  breathings  of  a  love,  all  spiritual,—- 
divine* 

Yet,  after  all,-»-this  tenderness  was  not  so 
reciprocal  as  it  might  seem  !  Cerema  was  all 
sincerity,  her  heart  had  felt  no  warmer  im- 
press :— and  friendship,  such  as  this,  to  her 
was  satiating  delight  ! — but  the  fair  Italian 
had  drunk  still  deeper  in  the  cup  of  human 
sympathies,  and  with  her  the  memory  of  a 
bUss  beyond  had  left  all  dse  insipid. 

Love  ! — ^triumphant  Love  !-— ^hen  once  it 
nestles  in  a  woman's  heart  can  never  be  sup- 
planted. The  very  memory  of  passion's  sighs 
are  sweeter  far  than  friendship's  best  realities : 
— ^they  fill  the  dry  and  dusty  walks  of  common 
intercourse  with  a  deep  harmony,  that  none 
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may  hear  besides;  and  dreams,  that  echo 
them, — pre  to  the  silent  loneliness  of  night  a 
chann  beyond  the  converse  of  the  day. 

Yet,  to  her,  who  thus  has  tasted  the  en- 
trancing draught  of  passion,  *  friendship '  may 
yield  the  satis&ctions  of  esteem ;— -that  calm 
regard,  tHnch,  like  the  moonlight  sheen,  is 
beautifiil,  but  warms  not ;  and  so  felt  Madar 
lena.  The  fond  enthusiasm  that  sparkled  in 
Garema's  eyes;  the  lingering  pressure  of  her 
hand  ;  the  kiss  of  mute  affection  that  heralded 
the  day,  and  sealed  the  coming  night,— these 
were  valued  by  Madalena  more  as  tokens  of 
the  influence  she  had  gained,  than  for  them* 
selves, — for  she  had  come  to  win  Carema's 
friendship,  for  another. 

Witik  this  ulterior  view,'«-as  method  is  said 
to  show  in  madness,  so  was  there  a  craftiness 
in  what  might  seem  the  spontaneous  effusions 
of  regard  ;  and  the  magic  scenery  of  the  South, 
with  the  high  qualities  of  Lord  Montrano,  were 
themes    repeated   in  a  thousand   ways,    but 
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always  coloured  with  those  rays  of  romantic 
interest  that  best  allure  the  young, — until  Ca* 
rema  was  already,  in  heart,  an  exile  from  the 
quiet  home  that  once  had  bounded  all  her 
wishes.  This  proneness  to  speak  of  Italy  had 
seemed  so  natural,  and  accorded  so  well  with 
the  '  national  feeling'  that  Hagglestone  had  de^ 
sired  to  foster  in  his  ward,  that  no  shadow  of 
suspicion,  until  the  present  night,  had  crossed 
his  brain, — and  even  now  it  arose  from  another 
cause. 

However  frank  and  fair, — a  man  of  business 
gains  a  morbid  sensibiUty  in  all  cases  in  which 
money  becomes  a  matter  of  profitable  calcu- 
lation. He  may  '  give '  with  princely  o^nifi- 
cence, — ^but,  in  the  way  of  barter,  feel  dis- 
quietude at  the  least  shadow  of  a  loss.  This 
last  was  exactly  the  case  with  Ephraim,  in 
reference  to  the  loan  advanced  to  Kenrick,  on 
tke  joint  security  of  Blandford.  He  had 
pledged  his  word  to  do  so,  partly  under  the 
advice  of  Dr.  M'Mara,  who  thought  it  a  plan. 
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that  would  render  Kenrick,  to  some  extent, 
responsible  for  his  nephew's  property  : — ^but 
the  security,  when  given,  was  not  what  the 
quaker  liked,  either  in  quality  or  manner: — 
it  was  not  direct ;  and  Blandford  had  seemed 
to  shun  an  personal  intercourse  in  the  nego- 
ciation; — ^in  this  last  particular,  his  unfortu- 
nate ramble  to  the  Limekilns,  and  the  artful 
arrangements  of  his  uncle,  had  given  a 
doubtful  cast  to  his  conduct,  but  as  Haggle- 
stone  knew  nothing  of  either,  the  conclusion 
seemed  but  too  just;  and  though  unwillingly, 
yet  he  began  to  view  Blandford's  character  in 
a  light  almost  as  dubious  as  his  uncle's. 

With  the  swift  infection  of  suspicion,  the 
uneasiness  excited  by  the  seeming  neglect  of 

Blandford  was  extended  to  Madalena ;  and  no 
sooner  were  the  'green  glasses'  of  distrust  as- 
sumed, than  the  conduct  of  the  Italian  seemed 
to  darken  into  something  sinister  and  stranf^. 
The  letter  of  Montrano,  which  had  been  viewed 
as  a  burst  of  innocent  enthusiasm,  was  now 

VOL.  u  N 
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deemed  of  mysteriouB  import ;  and  the  simu- 
lated warmth,  and  insinuating  converse  of 
Madalena,  seemed  to  the  mortified  Ephraim 
as  prooft  of  some  intended  stratagem,  to  allure 
Carema  into  the  power  of  the  Count  :<•— and  if 
so,  it  was  a  consummation  already  beyond  his 
power  to  avert,  for  as  he  now  remembered  with 
bitter  chagrin,  a  clause  existed  in  her  father^s 
will,  securing  to  Carema  the  power  of  re- 
visiting her  native  land,  if  with  the  concui^ 
rence,  and  under  the  protection,  of  Mon- 
trano. 

The  ready  acquiescence  of  the  meek  Mrs. 
Hagglestone  rendered  these  angry  suspicions 
certainties  at  once,  in  the  estimation  of  her 
husband,  when  a  fresh  parley  arose  as  to  the 
line  of  conduct  to  be  immediately  adopted. 
Ephraim  was  for  the  candid  and  direct;  in 
other  words,  for  an  explanation,  which  would 
at  once  expel  the  foreign  interloper ;  but  his 
helpmate  advocated  more  lenient  measures, 
and  very  justly  too,  on  the  plea,  that  the 
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unconscious  and  unoffending  Carema  would 
be  shocked  by  an  occurrence  which  could 
not  bot  appear  to  her  hareh  and  unpro^ 
▼oked. 

Though  conscious  that  he  held  the  weaker 
end  of  the  '  staff  aigumentatiTe/  yet  Ephraim 
grew  hot  and  restive.  The  contentioui  as  we 
all  know,  must  be  vain,  where  both  love  too 
well  to  be  out  of  humour  in  earnest ;  and  in 
due  time,  the  all-persuasive  Jemima  had  found 
means  to  assuage  even  his  most  prominent 
asperities,  so  far  that  on  their  appearance 
at  the  breakfest  table,  no  token  of  the  past 
remained,  save  that  the  lordly  *  he,*  seemed 
rather  odd,  sleepy,  and  owlish  ;  —  aspects, 
perchance,  not  very  unusual  at  such  an 
hour  ;  — ^  and  *  she,'  his  smiling  Eve,  with 
downcast  eyes  cowered  Uke  a  shy  and  flut- 
tered dove,  and  strove  to  hide  her  conscious- 
ness in  a  hurried  fluster  of  amiable  atten- 
tions. The  '  conjugal  telegraph  '  of  nods 
and  glances,  that  '  family  freemasonry,'  that 
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tells  UButterable  things,  was  seldom  yen- 
tured  into  play ; — ^but  still,  in  their  efforts 
to  seem  perfectly  at  ease^  the  wcRlhy  pair 
grew  strangely  ceremonious,«^4ind  a  conta- 
gious taciturnity  crept  insenaiUy  around, 
until  the  whole  party  sunk  one  by  one  into 
a  silence,  sad,  strange,  and  ominous. 

Oarema  was  the  first  to  break  the  ^ell, 
by  asking  Ephraim^  in  a  playful  tone,  to 
account  for  the  absence  of  Blandford,  who 
bad  not  called  for  the  last  three  day^.  The 
question,  as  she  imagined,  was  angularly 
pleasing,  and  likely  to  delight  her  guai^ 
dian;  but,  to  her  utter  astonishment,  his 
countenance  darkened  at  the  name>  and  drop- 
ping the  sugar  beside  his  cup,  he  had  half 
stammered  out  some  ungracious  reply,  when 
the  door  was  suddenly  thrown  open,  and  in 
bounced  the  Doctor. 

^  8it  stiil,  good  people,  and  don't  be 
ffigfatenedy— ^u  sbali  hear  it  all  diiectly ; 
only  pray  hove  patience,  and  don't  give  way 
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to   lumecessary   idartu  ! -^  Come,   oome, — sit 
still!" 

^*  Ah !  ^hat  !-Hart  thou  nt  it  again.  Doc- 
tor?— Angling  for  'simpletons'  with  one  of 
thy  wicked  waggeries' ;-^ut  I  «aii  tell  thee, 
that  it  will  Mit  flivitil!  The  girls  «re  wise 
enough  in  'th^ir  'gonerftlioni  td-eherish  the 
taflgible,^-M^d  'win  hold  lUsi  to  the  warm 
substance'^bf'  comfort,  whoD/  as  now,  thej 
have  if  ^  this  tmndy  rather  than  listen  to 
frightfuF  wotdsi  'tod  idle  bugiketos.  Thei  fears 
of  thd  lilght  'give  plaee  to  ihe  joys  of  the 
morning.^    •    -     :       I        .  .     , 

''  Thfttik  God!  then  aU  ifl.  OTer!"--*«^* 
claimed  the-  Doctor,  aaisled  by  Epbraim's 
common-place  allosioii;  •— ^  they-  hate  dug 
him  out  aliTe!'' 

'« Alire  !  —  dug  ooi  ! — What  ?"  —  cri«d 
the  Quaker,  starting  ftom  his  stat,.  and 
looking  at  Uie  Doetoc  all  aghast  :^— ^  i  know 
not  '  ili^  ^meading^  M^Mara  :^^u{g*  i«ut  !•««- 
speak,  -mab  i^^yea^  spestk'  iq^icUy;"  * 
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"  Why,  —  if  they  have  dug  out  poor 
Blandford  from  the  ruins,  '  the  joy  of  the 
morning '  is  great  indeed  ! — I  perceive,  that 
you  have  had  news  of  the  fire  sooner  than 
I  thought  for ;  and  what  is  far  better,  that 
your  version  of  the  affair  has  been  hap- 
pier than  my  own." 

Again  he  was  mistaken ;  the  awful  in- 
telligence came  with  a  mournful  shock  to 
all ;  but  on  the  heart  of  Carema,  it  fell 
sudden  and  stunning,  as  the  pale  blue  flash 
of  heaven.  For  a  moment  her  eyes  dilated 
on  the  Doctor,  and  staggering  towards  him, 
with  supplicating  arms  she  seemed  to  ques- 
tion without  the  power  of  utterance  ;  but 
then  as  swiftly,  her  lips  grew  colourless,  a 
fearful  shade  gave  to  her  countenance  a 
deathly  change,-^ind  in  an  instant  she  had 
fallen,  cold  and  senseless. 

How  mysterious,  even  to  herself,  is  the 
growth  of  tenderness  in  woman's  breast ;— > 
but  a  few  moments  before,  and  the  idea  of 
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Blandford  was  with  Carema  nothing  more 
than  a  theme  for  idle  badinage;  and  it  had 
lain  as  harmless  on  her  fancy  as  the  subtle 
chemical  affinities,  that  form  the  power  of 
combustion,  rest  coldly  in  the  darkness  of 
the  mine : — a  match,— 4l  single  spark  !  and 
that,  grown  hot  as  ^tna,  bursts  bright  and 
fiery  on  the  sky! — and  so  with  female  love; 
misfortune  calls  its  latent  being  forth,  and 
the  adverse  ikte  that  threatens  to  repel, 
inspires  but  energy  and  life. 

Fortunately  for  Carema,  her  feelings  were 
not  fully  comprehended,  and  her  having 
fainted  was  ascribed  to  fear.  A  little  time, 
and  a  glass  of  water,  had  nearly  sufficed 
for  her  restoration,  when  Madelena,  who 
had  been  most  sedulous  in  the  tender  minis- 
trations of  the  moment,  suddenly  relinquished 
the  still  languid  hand  of  her  fnend,  and 
passing  hastily  to  the  open  window,  gazed 
eagerly  and  long. 

Aroused  by  the  abruptness  of  the  action, 
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the  still  pallid  Caxejqaa^  raising  herself  slowly 
from  the  sofa,  at  first  regarded  the  fair  deserter 
with  a  look  almost  reproachful^-^-bulas^  sud- 
denly, with'  retumiog  recoUectioQ,  she  was 
suffused  in  one  bright  rqjsy.  ^ow  pi  female 
consclousn^s ;  and  burying  hat.  face  .in  her 
hands,  sh^  sujxk  upop  thf  piVow^,aa,if  anxious 
for  concealment;.  «Knd  .sobbing  ,  wil41jrj|  she 
sought  relief  in.tears^ 

Regardless  qf  this  emotion,  or  ipd^  of 
aught  beside,  Madalena  ren^ainod  as  one  ab- 
sorbed in  so^e  ecstatic  trance^  and  as  she 
stood  beneath  the  soft  and  dreamy  shadow, 
cast  from  the  deep  .depending  foliage  of  that 
embowered  window,  she  seemed  some  mystic 
incarnation  of  ancient  fable: — a  form  of 
breathing  loveliness,  too  strange  and  fanciful 
to  be  a  daughter  of  our  common  destiny*  And 
yet,  there  was  a  human  pathos  in  the  tumul- 
tuous throbs  of  that  fair  having  breast;  a 
humid  tenderness  in  those  love-flaahing  eyes ; 
an  eagerness,  mixed  with  a  Qjied  intensity. 
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ki  every  litnb~  and '  feature,  that  awakened 
more  of  sympathy  than  wonder. 

**'*  The  air  hath  bubbles  as  the  water 
hath,  and  these  are  of  them !' — What  means 
our  fair  enchantress?" — So  said  the  Doctor 
in  a  whisper  to  the  Italian,  and  at  the  same 
thne  observing  the  landscape  on  which  she 
seemed  to  gaze,  bat  which  to  his  uninstrncted 
eye,  presented  nothing  more  than  common. 

The  reply  of  Madalena  was  equally  con- 
fidential, and  given  in  the  under  tone  of  a 
sweety  low,  moumfbl  voice,  broken  and  wild, 
for  her  feelings  were  so  far  hurried,  that  her 
recoUection  of  English  failed  her,  and  the 
imperfect  words  fell  all  disjointed  with  a 
strange,  amusing  emphasis. 

"  Dare  !^ — dare ! — mc  see  !— you  see  !  *' — 
her  finger  pointed  to  the  lofty,  and  gracefiiUy 
tapering  sails  of  a  Xebec  that  gleamed  in  the 
sunshine,  far  away  over  the  distant  foliage 
of  the  garden. 

"  Dare,  Sar,— dare  she  glides,  de  beauty 

n2 
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of  de  Ocean— de  bird  of  de  stonn ! — safe  in 
de  tempest ! — Oh !  me  love  de  gleam  of  her 
white  wingSy  bright  as  de  moon-lit  cloud! — 
Ah,  she,  de  pride  of  my  heart,  de  glory  of 

de  sea ! But  Sar !   Sar !  say  she  safe ;  say 

dare  no  danger!" — and  clasping  her  hands, 
the  Italian  looked  in  M'Mara's  face  with  a 
strange  mysterious  interest* 

Surprised,  and  equally  displeased,  at  her 
childish,  fond,  and  as  he  thought,  misplaced 
enthusiasm,  the  Doctor  replied  gravely,  but 
kindly. 

''  I  see  no  more,  lady,  than  the  sails  of 
a  vessel,  common  enough  in  the  Mediterra- 
nean, but  seldom  seen  in  British  seas: — like 
yourself,  she  is  a  stranger,  and  doubtless,  if 
as  honest  as  she  should  be,  a  welcome  one : — 
I  mean,  if  a  '  f^ir  trader;'  the  case  indeed  were 
different  were  she  like  many  of  her  class, 
owned  by  a  Picaroon." 

"  Hush,  no  say  de  word  !"  — and  with 
woman's  quick  intelligence,  Madalena  sought 
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to  conceal  the  tremor  of  her  feelings  with  a 
smile  of  rich  seductire  sweetness,  as  she  con- 
tinued, **  Ah !  me  love  de  ship  of  mine  own 
country: — ah,  me  speak  prophetic, — she  de 
Serena,  Capitano,  de  brave  Anselmo." 

Puzzled  with  the  past  and  the  present, 
the  name  sounded  to  M'Mara  as  the  echo 
of  an  omen,  and  turning  from  Madalena  with 
a  bow,  he  gave  some  advice  to  the  invalid, 
whom  both  had  too  long  forgotten,  and  then 
sought  a  private  interview  with  Hagglestone, 
in  reference  to  the  fire  of  the  previous  night, 
and  the  events  that  it  had  involved. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


"  He's  {^ne:  I  wonder  how  tbe.ewth  can  bev  him ! 

I  that  hare  lived  a  aoldier, — 

And  slo*d  the  atMrn/a  violent  charfe  nndaiinted, 

To  bear  this  horrid  monater,  am  all  bath'd 

In  a  cold  sweat :  yet,  like  a  mountain,  he 

la  no  more  ahaken  than  Olympoa  ia 

When  angij  Boreas  loads  bis  double  bead 

With  sudden  drifts  of  snow." 

iSAaamoSR. 


At  the  veiy  moment  when  the  reforming 
church  warden,  and  the  sleek  purveyor  of 
swine'^^lesh,  were  so  abruptly  disturbed  by 
the  half-^sguised  Peter,  he  was  himself  re* 
cognised  in  a  manner  not  very  congenial  with 
his  wishes. 
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" Peter !— Master  Peter!"— cried  a  shrill 
small  Yoice  from  that  ungainly  mimic  of  a 
man  with  whom  the  reader  has  already  scraped 
acquaintance  as  '  Turnspit  Jack'  in  the  Lirne^ 
kiln  adventure,  and  who  now  had  cunningly 
contrived  to  begrime  himself  from  head  to  foot, 
so  as  to  wear  tH^  setxftAance  of  having  been 
really  useful  at  the  fire, — ^which  indeed,  had 
it  been  a  fact  instead  of  a  fiction,  had  been 
no  more  than  his  duty ;  as  deputy  of  that  all 
puissant  (^msfurv^tor  of  the  public  peace,  the 
redoubtable  Ben !  But  Jack,  like  his  narne^ 
sake  of  canine  celebrity,  had  a  sort  of  in- 
stinctive love  for  a  fire — that  of  *  the  kitchen,' 
be  it  understood, — and  so  he  had  passed  the 
greater  part  of  the  previous  night  in  the 
chimney-comer  of  a  neighbouring  tap. 

"  Holloa  }"—D*ye  hear,  you  Kr? — ycwVc 
wanted^  Master  Peter  1'' 

Now  Peter  had  a  glimmering,  that  the 
term  '  wanted/  boA  the  mouth  of  Jack,  had 
a  meaning   too  official-  to  be  pleasant,  and 
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therefore  affecting  a  convenient  deafness,  he 
slouched  his  hat  still  lower  on  his  face,  and 
thrust  his  way  into  the  thickest  of  the  mob. 

Still,  **  YouWe  wanted,  Master  Peter !  "— 
rang  dismally  in  his  ear, — nor  was  the  omen 
false ;  for  notwithstanding  that  he  had  dodged, 
and  zigzagged,  in  every  possible  direction; 
yet,  with  as  sure  an  instinct  as  that  with 
which  a  ferret  tails  a  rat,  the  myrmidon  of 
Justice  was  at  his  heels ;  and  scarcely  had 
he  ensconced  himself  in  a  dark  comer,  ankle- 
deep  in  water,  and*  half  hid  by  an  engine, 
than  the  broad  bony  hand  of  the  afore- 
mentioned Jack  had  fastened  on  his  shoulder. 
Resistance  was  out  of  the  question;  and  look- 
ing as  demure  as  an  impounded  donkey, 
Peter  prepared  to  follow,— ^but  not  without 
popping  out  a  few  questions  by  the  way. 

Perfectly  aware  that  *  the  dignity  of  6ffice' 
is  best  preserved  by  '  silence,'  Jack  was  ob- 
durate as  a  lap-stone,  and  mute  as  a  fish! 
until  a  small  bribe  had  qualified  his  rigour 
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to  the  extent  of  informing  his  prisoner^  that 
"  the  worthy  Mn  Kenrick/'  and  ''  their  Ho» 
nours  the  Magistrates,"  were  then  cosTened, 
for  the  purpose  of  investigating  the  origin 
of  the  fire;  and  that  as  he,  ^*  Master  Peter/' 
had  absented  himself  •  from  the  premises  at 
so  critical  a  juncture,  leaving  open  doors 
usnally  secured,  *^  the  Gentlemen/'  very  natu- 
rally, wished  to  hear  his  own  version  of  a 
matter  so  suspicious. 

''  A  bad  affair,'' — thought  Peter,  and  he 
thought  truly;  for  the  evidence  in  his  favour 
which  might  have  been  rendered  by  the  Ex- 
cise Officer,  and  which  the  Reader's  fancy 
would  so  easily  sttpply,-^n  sober  earnest  was 
not  available.  The  Excise  .Officer  had  himself 
transgressed,  in  keeping  the  intended  seizure 
a  secret  from  hi^  superiors,  and  self-interest, 
as  Peter  knew,  would  ke^  him  silent 

''  Yes  !  "  thought  the  prisoner,  as  a  doleful 
sigh  escaped  his  lips,— -'' Yes,  the  old  rogue 
will   hang    me  to  hide    his   own   villany; — 
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every  proof  of  his  guilt  nas  perished  in  the 
fire,  and  the  insurance  will'  make  him  twice 
the  man  he  was: — ^yes,  1  must  be  hung  be- 
yond all  doubt,— and  so  Til  answer  not  a 
word/' 

"  Make  way  there  for  the  prisoner ! " — cried 
some  dozen  busy-bodies,  who  themselves  had 
chocked  up  the  passage,  and  who  took  especial 
care  not  to  budge  an  inch. 

"  Oh !  the  black-faced  villain," — whispered 

■     .        * 
a    puritanical,  straight  haired   fellow    at    the 

door, — ''  no  reasonable  man  in  the  world  would 

doubt  of  his  guilt  for  a  moment! — to  turn  a 

viper  on    his  kind  and   pious   master  : — ay ! 

I  say  that  hanging  is  too  good  by  half! — let 

me  be  on  the  jury,  that's  all.'' 

r 

"  Room  for  the  prisoner ! " — shouted  big 
Ben  at  the  top  of  his  voice,  and  in  a  mo- 
ment Peter  found  himself  confronted  with  the 
Bench. 

"  With  your  permission.  Gentlemen,— and 
Brother  Magistrates ! — I  would  address  a  ques- 
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tioa  or.  so  ta  .the  '  i^c^ndiary '  |>efQre  us/'— 
Thus, spoke  a  la^kv^  weasel-faced  man,  of 
mo^  satmiiiQe^  ^F^Q^f  who  having  the  gout 
of  ^  €K>nnois8eur,r&r  all, things  criminali  had 
tacked  on  the  magisterial  office  to  the  clerical 
duties. 

**  Prisoner.-F-^ttend  to  the  ohsenrations  I 

1 

am  about  to  make ;.  they  are  intended  for  your 
instruction  and  advantage.  Although  'your 
guilt/  my,  uiifort\uiat^  friend,  is  so  'self-ap- 
parent,' that  evei^  charity  cannot  whisper  a 
doubt  :•*— yet^  let  me  seriously  and  sincerely 
caution  and  admonish  you,  that  in  this  free 
and  happy  land  of  impartial  justice,  you  are 
not  called  upon  to  utter  a  single  syllable, 
that  can  in  any  way  legally  criminate  your- 

« 

self;— or  that  can  in  any  way  lead  us  into 
a  pre-judgment  of  your  'melancholy'  case, 
on  imperfect,  or  on  ex-parte  evidence :— there- 
fore,"— 

"  May  iVple^  your  Worship,"— cried  a 
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young  fellow,  jostling  through  the  court, — 
''  May  it  please  your  Worship,  I'm  sent  to 
report,  that  the  Engineer  that  heads  the  work* 
ing  gang  in  the  ruins,  is  certain  sure  that 
the  gentleman's  safe  off! — ^and  that  without 
having  singed  so  much  as  a  whisker." 

"  It  does  '  please  His  Worship,' " — ^replied 
the  mayor,  chuckling  to  himself  at  so  bright 
a  specimen  of  civic  wit-*  ^' And  now,  Mr. 
Kenrick,  let  me  congratulate  your  worthy  self 
on  the  happy  escape  of  your  worthy  nephew! — 
Odd's  fish,  man,  I  thought  he*d  been  baked 
to  a  cinder." 

The  congratulation  seemed  to  fall  very 
queerly  on  Kenrick,  who  turned  suddenly  pale, 
and  casting  a  furtive  glance  on  the  prisoner, 
exclaimed  with  a  pious  twang, — 

''Strange  and  wonderful  are  the  w^ys  of 
Providence ! — Gentlemen,  may  I  request  that 
the  prisoner  may  be  searched." 

This  was  immediately   attended    to;    and 
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among  sundry  other  trifles,  three  large  keys 
were  extracted  from  the  pockets  of  Peter, 
and  placed  on  the  table. 

**  Mr.  Kenrick^''  said  the  mayor,  *^  are 
those  keys  your  property  V* 

'^  Whether  the  keys  are  mine,  or  whether 
the  keys  are  not  mine,*-«re  questions  that 
I  do  not  feel  myself  at  liberty  to  answer, — 
that  is,  not  until  after  mature  consideration ; 
and,  in  the  mean  time.  Gentlemen,  I  would 
request  leave  to  speak  with  my  servant  Peter 
in  private ;  a  favour,  I  can  assure  you,  that 
may  much  accelerate  the  solemn  duties  of 
this  inquiry/' 

Now,  'the  thing'  was  not  ^the  thing:'—* 
that  is,  nothing  could  be  more  improper 
than  such  an  interruption  to  a  public  exami- 
nation ;  yet  so  great  was  the  deference  shown 
to  the  supposed  sanctity  of  the  false-hearted 
Kenrick,  that  afler  a  few  looks  of  surprise, 
the  point  was  at  once  conceded. 

No  sooner  did  Kenrick  find  himself  alone, 
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a&d '  wkhin  four  waih  with  Peter,  than,  call- 
ing him  up  to  the  corner  of  the  room  faf- 
the«t .  from  the  door,  he  took  oot  Ms  watch, 

and'  said  in  on  ttnder-^one,-^^ 

> 
.  **  Now,  man,  mark  tiie  hour !— before  the 

next  is  half  spent,  your  doom  will  be  sealed, 

either  fbr  this  world  oi-  thcj  next; — and  that, 

by  yoorself  alohe !-^^yed,  the  ^ choice^  shall 

be    wholly   youi^  :— 4iM"  a^  wo^d,  Yillain  !— I 

know   your  plota,'-*^eB,  the    Excise   Officer, 

the  intended  srfziii^,  and '  the  rest  f^but  let 

that  pass.    Thou  art  a  rtptile;  Peter,— ^and  If 

a  stamp  eouhl  eru^h  tke^  into  dust,  it  were 

no  matter ! — VillaiD^  I  will  Use  thee  as  men 

do   a  dunghill  snake  ;^-^'''cure  the  Vipet^s 

bite^  they  scoop  (Mit  tiHf  writhibg  creature's 

fat,  and  use-  it  us  aA''<iintmisnt^ — so  will  I 

rip .  thy  oe«wcience*  from  thy  soul,  and  if  it 

damn  tfaee^  fcxtee  thee  t6  ruin  -the   serpent 

that    biles    hoAie  t    ^y  Nephew,  man,  the 

soft   a:hd    dainty    Mr^    Blandfbrd!— I    know 

that  thou  art  innoeent  <jf  the  fire,  but  what 
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of  that ;  ^tber  tkoit^  or  fae  shall  hang  ibr't  !-— 
Now,  hsurk  je,  Peter,-<-4bott  sbalt  own  thy- 
self 4^p  .accessary  ;r*-thou  shaU  turn  King's 
witness! — yes,  and  bear  smeh  eridenoe,  tliat 
he  shall  hang  I-*— bang  I  Peter,-*— and  thou 
shalt  live  and  be  rewarded !" 

Peter  trep»bled  pud  c)0|M^Q&ted,*^r  rather 
s^eaied  to.  Opnsent,  for.-at  .Abe  moment  he 
was  not  ^^fficim^y.^^aster  of  himself  to  find 
a.  voioe^  illis.  anly  jdea  ^:as^  to  uem  to  yield, 
axid  so  t0  t^in  tin^i  but  the  firai  admis* 
9i0Yi.pL  tjhe  falsehood,  the  firsit  guilty  oon- 
uiFanoe,  was  dangerous,  if  not  fiitaL 

On. their  re-appearance  in  the  court,  every 
eye  was  Axed  on  Peter,  who  seemed  as  if 
transformed  into  a  man  at  least  thirty  years 
older  than  before^  His  features  were  all  at 
onoe  grown  shrunk,  dry,  and  bloodless ;  and 
his  eyes  hollow,  dull,  and  leaden,  as  those  of 
a  corpse  !  Feebly  find  alowiy  he  trembled 
forward,  and  would  have  .  fallfen,  had  he  not 
been  supported  by  an  officer  at  hand^    The 
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step  of  Kenrick  was,  as  usual,  firm  and 
heavy, — but  he  kept  his  face  strangely  con- 
cealed, and  hung  his  head  upon  his  breast, 
as  one  in  sore  distress,  and  burthened  with 
heavy  tidings. 

"  With  you.  Reverend  Sir," — (addressing 
the  clerical  magistrate,)— '^  and  with  you, 
Mr.  Mayor,  I  must  preseotly  request  a  pri- 
vate audience,  in  connexion  with  this  pain- 
ful affair ;  and,  in  the  mean  time,  I  would 
say  publicly  to  both  of  you,  and  to  the  other 
gentlemen  present,  that  a  fearful  duty  seems 
to  impend  over  me, — and  one  that  will  force 
me  to  bring  '  a  capital  charge'  against  a 
near  and  dear  relative  now  absent.  It  is 
proper  for  me  to  add,  that,  for  the  ends  of 
public  justice,  I  must  request  that  the  pri- 
soner be  remanded,  as  there  is  no  doubt  but 
that  you  will  find  it  necessary  to  take  such 
legal  steps,  as  may  induce  him  to  become 
Kinor's  Evidence  on  this  dreadful  occa- 
sion  !''     Having  thus  spoken,  Kenrick  dropped 
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his  areas  on  the  desk  u»  one  sick  at  heart, 
and  exhausted  with  emotion. 

'^  Constable^ — bring  a  glass  of  water,*' — 
cried  the  Mayor ; — "  poor  dear  gentleman, 
his  kind  feelings  have  quite  overpowered 
him.  Take  the  prisoner  away  immediately. 
Yes,  it  shall  be  all  as  he  wishes)  and  now. 
Gentlemen,  good  day : — ^you  know  we  shall 
discover  more,  by  and  1^, —  good  morning. 
But  stay  a  moment  :~Mr.  Kenrick  said  that 
it  was  a  relation,— yes,  surely  ;-^well,  let  us 
save  him  the  pain  of  the  request,  by  order- 
ing the  police  to  look  out  after  the  young 
fellow  who  was  lost,  as  we  supposed,  in  the 
fire  ;^-^it  can  be  none  other,  and  doubtless  he 
is  a  sady  determined,  and  atrocious  charac- 
ter!—Let  him  be  hunted  out,  Ben,  without 
a  moment's  delay;  vigilance  in  these  mat- 
ters is  all  in  all." 

Leaving  Kenrick  to  the  officious  hospi- 
tality of  the  Mayor;  and  Peter  to  that  of 
the  King^s   '  free   quarters,'    established    for 
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the.  lecaptidft  of  those  exalted  spirits  who 
have  shaken  off  the  tramiDeh  of  the  law/^* 
it  may  be  nlore  iate^esting  to  follow  ap  the 
history  of  the  intended  victim  of  the  vile 
marbinsrionB  we  have  just  unfolded. 

In  firing  the  warebonse,^— Kenrick  had 
done  bis.  work  but  too  welL  Every  com- 
bustible in  the  lower  range  had  been  ignited ; 
and  the  flmnes,  hoisting  from  a  doc«n  sooroes 
at  once,  were  roaring,  and  raging  with  the 

m 

fury  of  a  volcano,  when  the  pungency  of 
the  smoke  first  awakened  BiandftH'd  to  the 
bOnofs  of  his  situation. 

Starting  firom  his  bed,— -he  found  himself 
aarronnded  with  a  darkness  that  seemed  al- 
most palpable ;  while  the  thick  and  fast  in- 
creasing vapour  grew  suffocating,  and  the  heat 
past  besGring.  In  desperation  he  pressed  his 
hands  upon  his  face,  and,  holding  his  breath, 
stSDve  to  escape  the  instant  death  that  me- 
naced. 'His  ears  rang  with  strange  sounds, — 
his  temples   throbbed,    as  if  hammers  were 


/ 

I 
I 
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besting  on  the  bnttii  benenlb^  aad  a  iwH  per- 
vading jiinbipeB  had  soon  kft  kim  an  mi- 
leaistiaig  victhn  to  the  teai«8,  when  the  idea 
of  throwing  hiinflelf  on  the  floor,  and  thae 
inhaling  a  pniar  atoMiBphefey  ft>rtonat6i)r  oc- 
eoited,  and  pfoted  Ae  aeane  of  eafety. 

The  darkneee  was  as  gfeat  as  ever,  but 
the  power  ef  faaealhiBg  was  recovered ;  and, 
having  dashed-  oat  the  lower  panel  of  the 
door,  he  crept  fimraid  in  the  flat  Presently, 
the  pcat^qir  fisa  had  foroed  an  entrance, 
flashing  in  momentary  tongaes  of  flaaie 
through  a  boarded  partition  at  the  fardier  end, 
and  ha  waa  thaa  enabled  to  8ee,*->lKit  the 
objecta  revealed  were  but  new  shapes  of 
terror.  The  rtairease  was  nnapproachable, 
and  the  whirling  streams  of  dnn  smoke 
that  filled  the  upper  qMce,  pressed  down- 
wards heavier  and  faster,  in  safibcating  doads. 
The  only  possible  mode  of  egress  was  by 
some    folding    docHrs    in   the   oatwaid   waU, 
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used  when  goods  were  boisted '  in,  and  these 
were  now  fast  bolted ! 

The  fasteninga  of  these  doors  were  with 
the  thought  remored ;  but  when  about  to  throw 
them  open,  Blandford  paused,  with  the  chilling 
recollection,  that  they  were  so  high  from  the 
ground,  that  a  leap  would  be  fatal ;— Hind  that 
when  opoAed,  the  force  of  the  fire  having  thus 
a  new  rent,  would  burst  through  them  in  a 
blast  of  death.  ) 

Still  what  better  choice  remained  ?  It  were 
death  to.  stay  1  and  with  a  desperate  ami,  he 
threw  them  open.**^The  apprehension  proved' 
but  too  well  founded :  the  •  old  doors  had 
scarcdy  ereaked  upon  their  hinges,  and  his> 
eye  had  hardly  rested  on  the  cold,  calm  aiq>ect 
of  the  night,  when  the  cloudy  storm  of  smoke 
from  behind,  broke-  through  with  thiludering 
rush.— ^Before  he  had  drawn  a  second  breath, 
the  swift  pursuing  fletueB  had  gsnthemd  in  a 
roaring  blast,  of  dazzling  death,  and  huf-> 
ryibg  on,  had  kft  him .  but  -  a  seorched  and 


blackened  corpae^  had  he  not' ia  the  instanti 
seized  on  a  cord  depenidiog  from  the  crane 
above,  and  swuiig  hhnself  into  the  air. 

In  the  battle  '  and  in  the  tempest— ^ere 
are  mottenlB  of  tndtifictiTe  eflbrt,  of  which  the 
mind  of  him  #ho  stnigglea  retains  no  trace, 
and  BO  witii  Blandford;  his  next  recollection 
was  that  of  clambering  over -the  burning  ruins 
in  the  way  before  deseribed.  The  wall  which 
he  had  mounted  with  so  mueh  difficulty, 
seemed;  when  won,  bul  the  path  to  greater 
peril,  and  the  fire-drift  that,  concealed  him 
from  the  crowd  below,  had  blinded  and  be- 
wildered, until  he  must  have  pushed  where 
he  was,  or  thrown  himself  amid  the  smouldei^ 
ing  wreck  beneath,  when  a  strong  hand  was 
on  his  arm,  and  a  friendly  voice  sounded  in 
his  ear,  bidding  faim  take  heed  and  comfort 

Hhs  timdy  assistance  came  from  Anselmo, 
who  had  led  on  the  gang  (of  sailors  previously 
mentioibed,  and  who,  having  noticed  the  peril 
of  Blandfordf  had  >gallantly  nuh^  beyond  the* 


292  THE  PICAROON. 

others  to  his  rescue.    With  a.  seamaq's  fore 

/^. '.>'■:.'>   r.Jf   :^^^t'-l'/'}  r^.'ltun    -lit-    jT.   • /'     ?-.i 

sifht.  the  Italian,  had  carried  a, coil  ofJioe 
upon  his  arm.  One  end  of  this  was  spon  at? 
tached  to  the  end  of  a  beam,  and  with  its 
assistance,  both,  were  enabled,  to  descend  in 
safety  to  an  open  court  beneath.  Here  Bland- 
ford's  .lack  r  of  clothing  first  occurred  to  his 
mind,  and  the  want  having,,  been,  in  some 
measurer  supplied  by  the^  loan    of^    boat- 

cloak,    he    wa^   ajbput    to    request  ,  his   pre- 

«"(»  ''if  ^>f^•^i: :,'  Vi'f"  i»  '!•■  >  '111  >i\\   Ik.  tfi-i   :  aiiriii'i 

senrer,  to  accompany  ,  him  in,  search  of  the 
necessary  shelter.  ,when.  in.  the  stranffer's 
^h^^s  an/i  refosal,  he^waa  iftartled  to  recog- 
nize the  very  tone  and  voice  of  the  dreaded 
marauder,  whom  he  imagined  to  have  fayeen 
flro^ned,  ;in  attempting  ^  ei^cape  fron^  the 
inidn^tr  hunt  .of  th^  mynAidpns  of  the  law, 

"Wi^T.fr*^  f^^^^  ""^  the  Avon.^  Ji^^^ff^}^  "^^^^ 
avowed,  wa«  as  frankly  answered  by  Anselmo, 

whO).  in  his  turn,  .offered  to  show  the  , way  to 
with  sooie  hints  relative  to  the  affiurs  of  Ken- 
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rick,  wliich  still  further  excitea  the  curiosity 
of  Biandford,  anil  rendered  tiim  anxious  1o 
follow  nis  mysterious  guide  m  the  way  pro- 
posed. 

A  short  and  rapid  walk  through  the  most 
ctark  and  ooscure  ways  soonlbroughi  them  to 
the  bank  of  the  nver,  where  Anselmo,  having 
unchained  a  skiffpbo^  were  immediately  diloai| 
and  as  JBlandford  tEougniy  passing"^  down  'the 
stream ;  but  of  this  ne  could  only  guess,  las  his 
companion  had  directed  him  to  tie  bul  of  sigHt 
in  the  bottom  of  tlie'  vessel,  While  he  was  him- 
self rowine,  with  a  degree  of  violence  that 
rendered  any  attehipt  at'  conversation  impost 
Bible. 

As  the  boat  jerked,  h^aved^  and  trembled 
Under  Ihe  energetic  strokes  of  the  Bold ' '  liia- 
iriner,  olandford  began  to  remember,  that' ithe 
velocity  and  secrecy  of  their  passage  bespoke 
a  dread  of  interruption ;  and  that  ii  any  ming 
ot*'  thai  sort  clicurfed,' ir  i^ks  '  ver^  possA)!! 
that    he   nimself  might  appear    m    no    very 
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eimable  light ;  it  wtie^  however^  too  late  to 
retreaty  and  making  a  virtue  ^f  neoesttty,  be 
awaited  the  result  in  that  state  of  ^  enforced 
patience'  which  makes  every  moment  seem  an 
hour. 

After  an  age  of  thi^  wrtj  a  bea^  bump  at 
the  bottom  of  the  boat  gave  Blandferd  a  hint, 
that  a  stoppage  of  some  sort  had  taben  place ; 
and  presently y  a  low  and  <^autious  whistle  from 
his  companion,  showed  him  thai  it  was  time 
to  be  up  and  moving^  Oil  starting  to  his 
feety  he  found  that  the  boat  had  grounded  in 
the  nook  of  a  high  bank  under  a  willow,  while 
a  thin  whiff  of  smc^e  beyond  gave  a  token  of 
the  promised  shelter. 

**  My  good  friend,  Mrs.  Marlin/'  said  An- 
selmo — ^^  this  gentleman  needs  refineshment;  he 
has  had  rather  a  rough  handling,  both  by  fire 
and  water  :-^a  slice  of  that  ham,  with  some 
eggSy  and  a  glass  of  brandy,  with  a  quiet 
snooze,  either  here  or  above  for  an  hour  or  so, 
will  refit  him  altogetheor. — Pooh,  nonsense,  I 


THB  PICAROON.  296 


aee  you  are  blushiiig  '  Uue  lights/  at  his  naked 
feet,  as  if  you  had  never  seen  a  man's  great 
toe  in  your  life>  Meg  !*«-WeU|  to  cut  the  matter 
shorty  suppose  you  get  up  alofti  and  to  bed  at 
once,  Mr.  Blandford,  you  will  find  some  fresh 
toggery  of  mioe  eon^letdy  at  your  service 
when  you  wish  to  arise.  And  now^  my  very 
simple^  piretty  Mrs.  Marlin,  just  list^i  to  one 
woirdzyou  must  not  give  your  husband  even 
a  wink  of  the  matter-^-there  is  a  time  for  all 
things^  and  I  shall  be  back  soon  enough  for 
that«  Yes,  Sir;  it  is  even  so ;  I  must  away, 
but  remember  that  yon  are  tolerably  safe  here, 
— 4hat  is  so  long  as  all  is  silent ;  and  that  you 
keep  out  of  sight." 

Blandford  was  tdo  hungry  to  venture  the 
loss  of  time  that  an  explanaticm  would  have 
tak«),--and  he  thought  that  it  might  not  be 
prudent  either,  in  the  presence  of  the  obser- 
vant hostess ;  still  h6  felt  the  thirst  of  a  curio- 
sity verging  on  suspicion. 

It  seemed  to  'Blandford,  that  as  if  in  every 
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V    ;    M  A       '1    T  J. 


incident  of  his  life^  he  was  Iq  ,be  the  passiye 

/  '.' *i- '  '^'.■•''  '^^  ♦  •  ■  --»-.  -»'-j  .■•..  :  "*'_  ♦  '•: 
child  of  circumstance  without  the  chance  of 

■/  >    ♦.»,./    .'  •*       ;'.  - .  •    j-iv   <T  .}   r  -;:    <"  *  i^    •: 

free  agencYi  or  the  choice  of  reason ;  and  a^ 
the  cue  was  now  '  to  go  to  bed/  he  wrapt  the 
cloak  still  closer,  and  mounted'  the  step-ladder 


^,    "•  —  ^!  s  >*^    V7M'^?;.-t     '* 


1  *f     *'■•"'-  ' 


that  served  as  a  staircase,,  with  much  the  same 

•)■>."■••':'-     :^    =?     )'j.i    :,!.«•//   t:?^"!;;!.-'-  ""rt  ^ 
grace  of  sullen  endurance,  as  that  with  which 

a  felon  ascends   the   fatal  drop, — or  a  wilful 

schoolboy  prepares  for  horsing  and  the  rod. 

..  r  ■}     ^    . .       t  ■   '•    .\  :  / :'     .   * 

Having  passed  the  square  opemng  in  the 

floor    that    formed    the    entrance,   Blandford 

found  himself  in  a  small  lofr,  that  bore  in  no 

other  sense  the  aspect  of  a  bedroom^  than  that 

of  having  a  hammock  swung  to  the  rafters  at 

the   further  end.     The  place  had  been  origi- 

nally  used  as  a  receptacle  for  stowing  away 

provisions,  Marlin   sometimes  doing  a  turn  of 

business  m  the  line  of  a  dry-salter,   with  a 

captain  or  so  of  his  acquaintance ;  and  there 

still  remained  a  goodly  show  of  hung  bacon 

in  flitches  and  hams,  with  rows  of  skippered 

salmon,  piles  of  double  Gloucester,  and  barrels 


< .  1  >  i 


*• 


I  1 


1      t  ,     ;,    :, 
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of  Yannouth  bloaters.  There  were  sundry 
pickleSy  and  toWues  beside;  the  whole  ex- 
haling  the  raw  quintessence  of  th^ir  peculiar 
saTOurs  in  lively  fumes,  till  the  very  air  was 
redolent  with   fattening  sweets: — so  at  least 


'^        I: 


a  Greenlander  would  have  said, — Blandford 
thought  of  terms  less  delicate,  but  more  ap- 
propriate. 


1 1  I 

«    4 


O !  the  luxury  of  popping  into  bed  without 
the  trouble  of  undressing  !  So  thought 
Frank,  as  casting  off  his  only  incumbrance, 
the  cloak,  be  slipped  at  once  betwixt  the 
sheets.  The  notes  of  preparation  from  be- 
neath,  as  the  eggs  began  to  frizzle  in  the 
pan,  were  equally  delightful.  The  *  hand- 
some'  Dame  Marlin  too  seemed  doubly  so  to 

•  tt      I,'  i  ""  '  -.••Si 

Blandford,  as  he  watclied  her  rising  through 
the  floor,  smiling  demurely,  and  mounting 
slowly  as  the  spectral  vision  in  Macbeth ! 
the  delicious  viands  steaming  like  a  caldron 
from  the  dish  she  bore:—* he  thought  of  Ru- 
bena  and  of  Titian,  and  wished  her  made  a 

o2 
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picture.  How  o/Ren,  deaf  Reader,  hare  you 
ind  I««**desired  precisely  the  reverse ;  and  could 
we  hare  conjured  .with  a  wish»  weyld  have 
thmsformed  the  glowing  beauties  of  those 
maetem  into  the  bright  realitieB  they  seemed. 

But  enough  of  diese  *^  arsature  comfbrts,*' 
^  the  old  Puritans  so  'quaintly  term  them; 
and  the  phrase,  be  it  noted,  is  an  uniier- 
standing  one,  and  smacks  of  a  foregone  eon- 
elusion  :-—  Well  then,  we  say,  enough !  and 
let  the  Ryder's  &ncy  paint  the  rest. 

How  the  considerate  Mrs.  Marlia,  judg^ 
iog  from  oircuvsstanti&l  evidence,  viz«  the 
cloak, — ^fancied  that  her  extraordinary  guest 
bad  gone  to  bed  without  undressmg: — her 
charitable  expostulation  on  the  want  of  re* 
freshment  thereby  incurred  :«-*FrainK's  delicate 
hesitation,  at  the  equivocation  aocessaiy  to 
avoid  a  direct  explanation :— -the  lady's  sus- 
picion : — her  confusion  in  arrest  of  judgment, 
with  all  the  et  ceiera^  odd  and  singular  I— •the 
supreme  satisfaction  of  taking  a  full  meal  when 
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the  stomach  proftkpts  mKohHf,  ttnd'  the  appe* 
ttte  ratifies  as  heartily !  Tes^  most  kmd'  and 
flweomteodatiQg  Reader,  fancy  aU  these  matters 
as  thou'  mky-^I  aToid  treubling  thee  with 
aught.  SO"  light  and'  trivial^  and  to  past  on  to 
tbe  impontant^aiid  the  ioftetestmg,  I  will  tell 
thee,  ^  eonfideiitttUy^'  that  Blaadfofd  fell  fast 
arieep^    - .   -    . 

.  Sound  akep  bo  ttatnralljr  follows  excite- 
ihent/ that'Ot*  is^  not  .altogether  neeessary  to 
explain  the  fact  by  .the  ehoitr  of  argument,  or 
the  .analogy  of  sioAlef^ynz.  of  a  pig  before  a 
rieing  >  :galeir^H>r  the  wisdom,  whispered  by 
Shakespeare,  of  the  slumbers-  of  a  biide. 

Blandford  was  wearied,  and  he  idept  so 
soundly,  that  it  was  actually  enrening  before 
he  had  rubbed  his  eyes  half  open,  and  then 
he  lay  bewildered,  and  fortunately  silent. 

The  brown  eongregatton  of  dead  pigs,  in 
the  questiooaUe  shapes  of  fat  sides  and  de- 
tached hind-quarters,  all  modestly  veiled  in 
the  faat  fiiding  light  .-—-the  slight  swinging  of 


N- 
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the  liammock/whicli  by  the  bye,'  he  had  for- 
gotten  to  be  one,  all  served  to  puzzle ;  and 
besidesV  "he  was  just  sufficiently  Conscious  to 
be  aware,  that  a  conver^ition  was  going  oh 
somewhere   in    the'  'daAiiess    underneath,    in 

which  his  own  'name  was  btien  used, '  without 

.1  .  . ^         '      .       » 

his  being  at  the  same  time  sufficientty  awalie 
to  understand  its  purport  :-^this  ConfuBidif  of 

mind  was  tormenting,  and  ne  awoke. 

''  Read  the  paper  again,"  was  said  in  a 
voice,  which  as  Blandford  now  listened  with 
ehim  m4  ^^k^Mkiypm,  ke- ifirmiedi A^fy  re- 
oognvzed  to  be^AiAsdmd's.  -  -     '•* 

'  ^'Vff^Wf  thmi,'^-A-^ifir6B]$Md«dtti'th«'teiilily 
bttM  ^f'  Mat  the  Pifotr^Meg,  girl,  tiear^i 
hlftiid^  ^tk' the  lights  Mid  fae^e-goes^i^ 


■ «      -  • 


'Five  HusDRBD^PoiiNps  Rxw^fiD.  ^ 

*  Whereas,  (he  Warehouse,  Dweljing-house, 
and  other  Premises,  situated  on  the  Back,  in 
the  City  of  Bristol,  late  in  the  occupation  of 
Ralph  Kenrick,  Esq.,  were  last  night  wilfully 
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and,  maliciouslY  jSet,  on  .fire.  .   And  whereas, 
there  is  Btrpne  te^stimony  t^at  the  ab^ve  wicked 
and  detestable  crime  of  Arson,  was  committed  ■ 
by  Francis  Blwdford^i^  late  of  the  ^f^e  place.-^ . 

Notic^  is  hereby  g|y^,%  ^^^  ^y.P^^^i^  .^l^o 
s)iall  ^cause  the  s^d  Incendiary  to  be.apprer. 
hepded^  j^pd  Iq^e^  in  any  on^  of  His  Ma-, 
jfsty's  g9ko\s,  sh^ly  op  the  conyiqtion  of  such 
Offender,  receive  the  above   reward,  on  due 

applicajtion.  .    ^,  i 
God  save  the  Ring. 

:'P^.,64L  Tbf^.said  ap^^ted  Feloi^  is.ibbo^. 
twenty  years  of  age^  S^Y^  Jkf^t  ^ev^n;  ioche^ 
hi^»^p9  thftf-eabrntji^;*  of  A-ditrlb  eomptrxion, 
hazel '^03^  with  Mack,  eyt-brows^  Mid  hand- 
some features  >-^4m$  bwicU  the  appenranc^  of 
a  military  man,  and  had  on  a  dark-blue  boat 
cloak  wficnrleSt ^observed.-*  '''   -  "-'^ 

'*  Zounds,  wench ! '  — Kiried  Mat,  accompa- 

i    •    ^     :  f'^     T.    tj'«*;  !,'«''    .'"•r        '"V    *     '*'     -4    - 

nying  the  exclamation  with  a  smack  that  told 
handsomely,  judgmg  at  least  by  the  percus 
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noni'-^'' Zounds !  Five  Hundred  Pounds! — 
God  send  the  rogue  may  giTe  me  the  chance 
of  a  grapple  ;* — I'd  iFest  the  money  in  a  sloc^ 
for  the  Welsh  coast  trade,  and'  tnm  a  skipper 
on  my  own  account :  it  would  be  the  making 
of  usy  Darling.** 

**  You  need  not  talk  so  loud,  Mat/' — was 
Meg's  reply,  and  one  that  sounded  like  a 
knell  in  the  ear  of  Blandfoid,  as  it  implied 
a  caution  that  boded  him  no  good  ;  still  pru- 
dence bade  him  lie  quiet  in  silent  endurance; 
for  although  he  felt  his  situation  dangerous  and 
degrading,  yet  there  was  no  alternative ;  and 
with  the  cold  sweat  of  dread  and  stifled  anger 
gathering  like  death  drops  on  his  brow,  he 
continued  to  listen  in  breathless  anxiety. 

**  Now,  husband,*' — rejoined  the  woman,  in 
a  low  and  earnest  tone,-— ''just  suppose  that 
I  had  this  gentleman-rogue,  all  snug  and 
handy  as  a  rat  in  a  trap,  and  could  count 
the  money  out  into  my  own  lap  only  for  the 
asking  ?  " 
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.  '^And  juU  suppose/* — said  Anselmo^  in 
hastj  iDterruptioiiy  and  in  «  tone  as  well 
undeistood  I^  Blafidford  ts  by  Meg, — ''just 
wppose  that  tbi»  Outlaw  was  my  friend ! — 
or  less  than  thaly-^^ay  be  were  nothing  more 
than  a  man  I  choose  to  serve,  because  even 
like  myself,  the  false  and  hollow-hearted 
tricksters  of  the  world  would  hnnt  him  to 
the  death ! — Say  it  were  sq,  and  that  the 
hundreds  were  changed  into  thousands,  who, 
for  their  lives !  would  lay  the  weight  of  but 
a  finger  in  his  way?'' 

"  Why  you're  blowing  great  guns  to  cool 
your  broth,  Captain: — -Zounds,  what  a  coil 
is  here  for  nought! — And  yet  for  that, — now 
hark  ye.  Captain,  1*11  not  eat  my  words  on  the 
matter: — why,  Meg,  you're  looking  pale  as 
a  hunted  witch ;  cheer  up,  girl  !«^I  say  again, 
rd  wish  no  better  sport  than  such  a  chance; 
not  the  best  man  that  ever  &ced  a  gun  should 
stop  me  there !-— Master  Kenrick's  my  friend, 
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idopdadi^bae. ttbAt  d^^'ddnirh'Wilh'  ih^  rhino 
for  an  odd  job,  as  handsome  M  the  ^best,-^^ 
Iki;g^o{7'  in  dhe  spMti''*^    ^  '   .<   »  -  .  ^  ' 

''  Do  7t>u<  iha^^  to"nol}^  'what  'f  hare 
hiL.tBy  band }  *'^NHlGii£l  AnmUkiibi  in  a  tone  of 
bitter  irony.  r        .:    .        " 

.  :  <^  Yes,  .^  tile  itMtt^r^  ^  th)»,^*---t^ied 
the-'btber  griAr^,*^*^^  as^  th^  stage^ctot  satti 
the  other  night, '  Miching  MafttedhdZ-^-^^aVe 
&U  tfi  iniialiief  rwitb  the  ^ghty  bby'a^  J^ay- 
401^^  the/hfktodr'pek^.''         ' 

j.rf^.Aikd  that  todwr  coiiteins  'half' a  bai^rel 
Qfogntipewfler;  eb,  Martin  T" 

^  t  ''  fitdpr'iinr  hea^ei^  fiake,  Captain  !-^^hat; 
vt)nhl .  you  ^  blow  us  tt)p  like  -a  ne^t  *  df  hdrtie^ 
ftnr»  i*)n*t*-if<Jr  liotbing  bit  a  joke  ?  •*        f" 

^-  «<Itria  one  that  might  tooti  have  proved' 
b^cly  iiti>  earnest  I '^-^  but  We'H^  cHange  the 
aabjeotf  >iwliat^fr>aflo(lt  ftx  <Nf^  own  litie,  Matiiri;' 
is  idioia<iieWE  ftoia  'Kkig*^ '-  R^ad  t^ 

r   .^]^rehaniftr«oo*ftii^  as'die^ind  sits';^ 


the  <3e?)irnaj)>f^iif99l)U{i^,iybc^  rvi^y:Ae:ekoM 
''  You  say  right,  Mariitt ;  and  fnow^  imdet 

,    '^  Ifl.  Ijp  ^9Qili^,ji#prd,:Gi^taiii;.you  disd 
hear  more  within  an  hour." 
I  „Sfms,  fe^w  1^01:^8 TfMMd  tesidts,  aai  tfoon 

.  ,.-lj^n^G)a^  ,Ffli98i9(l(  teiiNHj^  aoiliethihgi  te  Ihd 
fair,  but  dangerous  hbMeto^ivtfhicbrWadruttBred 
ip,^^  Ipwiiajtor^c^'jtor  be  tM^eiJileanii  atdi  Ai^^e- 
diately  afterwards  liQj.OliiM  u]^  t^Slaqdfimi^f 
s^^fliaxiiigrieffioved  a  a»^  •^ciiife«Qbii^"the 
(^f^AUd:  jof  ta)Qa^>  Hrhiek  contained  iA>  «thlngv 
medley  <pf ^^apppirc^/ he  ifi6leeied>iraalbftfae  con^ 
tw^.a  ^§guif«,,for  himsejif>  soKsalisftdtory 
iQ,.it&,.o44P^^  thqiif<.Blandloiid'»eould  hwrilgr' 
refscgj^  Jt^i^M  .alt^ugb  baifsa:!^  it^  asmmdd^ 
The  one  assign^. taiFrafd^/lvvftaL Aon jcommonr^ 
pla^-ii  /^>As^<V'TfM..of.^iaaMiitiioibIue,  a 
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crimson  cap,  loose  trousens,  and  yellow  slip- 
pers. The  trousers  were  confined  above  with 
a  shawl,  twisted  into  folds,  so  as  to  serve 
for  pockets.  Into  one  of  these  Blandford 
found  he  was  to  stow  a  short  dagger-like 
knife,  and  into  that  on  the  other  side,  some 
writing  materials  and  a  purse.  The  latter 
surprised  him,  as  it  evidently  contained  gold 
to  a  considerable  amount,  and  he  would  have 
returned  it,  but  that  the  Italian  motioned 
him  not,  with  a  haughty'  impatience,  and  at 
the  same  time  mufBing  him  up  in  the  boat 
cloak,  hurried  him  below. 

As  they  passed  forward,  Frank  noticed 
that  Meg  looked  fiercely  on  his  companion; 
and  as  Anselmo,  who  had  not  spoken,  was 
about  to  latch  the  door,  she  said,  her  coun- 
tenance flushing  deeply  with  emotion, 

**  Captain,  the  man  who  builds  upon  a 
woman's  ftaVf  is  like  the  fool  that  nursed 
the  frozen  snake ;  his  siafbty  hangs  upon  a 
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circuumtance  that  pnideoce  should  haye  told 
him  mttflt  9hQrtly  pass.  away.  For  your  own 
security,  Madia's  interest  is  sufficiently  staked ; 
and  what  is  equ^al,  hold  it  as  lightly  as  you 
may  ! — ^my  own  free  word ! — ^but.  Sir,  remem- 
ber,— that  we  are  pledged  no  farther,  and  let 
the  stranger  depend  upon  '  himself ;' — beyond 
these  walls,  your  threats  of  violence  will  prove 
a  sorry  passport." 

''  She  speaks  too  truly/'  remariced  Anselmo, 
as  he  shut  the  door,,  and  the  gray  shadow 
of  the  night  fell  on  them : — **  yes^  it  might 
have  been  better  to  have  tried  to  win  her 
confidence,  but  methought  the  temptation 
went  too  far.  May  your  fortune  prove  hap- 
pier than  my  fears  predict.  Sir/'  he  rejoined,, 
and  addressing  Blandford,  more  directly^ 
added : 

'*  I  will  remain  at  the  door  to  present  your 
being  observed  :^  conceal  yourself  among  that 
clump  of  trees  to  t)ie  leftj  I  will  follow,  and 
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point  you  out  a  path  beyond,  and  then  we 
part : — our  fortunes,  believe  me.  Sir,  are  grown 
too  desperate  for  the  boat  to  live  that  carries 
both/' 


END  OF  VOL.  I. 
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CHAPTER  I. 

'*  O,  thai  hiUowed  foim  ia  ne'er  foigot, 
Whieh  fint  Lore  tneed ; 
Stin  it  Ungering  haonti  the  greeneet  ipot 
On  Memoiy**  watte. 

"  Twaa  odour  fled 

Aa  aooii  aa  abed, 

Twaa  ManMny'B  dream ; 

Twaa  e  Hght  that  ne'er  can  shine  again 

On  lii^'a  dun  atramu" 

MOOBB. 

As  we  have  already  told,  the  alarm  she  had 
felty  on  hearing  of  Blandford's  danger,  had 
revealed  to  Carema  the  secret  of  her  own 
heart;   and  as  her  bosom   swelled,  for    the 

TO  L.  II.  B 
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first  time,  with  the  sweet  delirium  of  awa- 
kened passion,  she  blushed  and  trembled 
under  contending  emotions,  until  the  start- 
ling fear  of  maiden  coyness  prevailed  in  the 
sudden  gush  of  tears  that  followed,  and 
relieved  her  from  a  consciousness  that  was 
growing  too  intense. 

Fortunately,  the  immediate  cause  of  her 
excitement  remained  unknown ;  and  as  soon 
as  she  had  escaped  fix>m  the  tender  assiduities 
of  her  friends,  she  sought  her  chamber,  and 
in  its  quiet  seclusion  schooled  her  young 
heart  into  that  self-command  and  apparent 
indifference,  which  are  woman's  best,  per- 
chance, her  only,  defence  from  the  low  devices 
of  a  world,  which  treats  her  tenderness  as 
children  gather  flowers  ! — maning  the  form 
of  beauty  with  a  touch  too  rude. 

This  innocent  deceit,  if  useful,  had  its 
pains  and  penalties :— she  yearned  for  even 
the  slightest  intelligence,  and  yet  she  feared 
to  request  that  an  effort  should  be  made  to 
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obtain  it,  lest,  a  tremor  of  yotce,  or  some 
unguarded  look,  might  betray  an  interest 
too  deep  for  friendship  ;'»and  thus  the  long 
and  anxious  hours  crept  by,  until  Haggle- 
stone  returned. 

The  worthy  Quaker  had  been  out  tvith 
the  view  of  roidering  any  assistance  within 
his  power;  and  he  had  brought  home  the 
unpleasant  news  of  Kenrick's  charge  against 
his  nephew. 

Carema's  pale  cheek  flushed  at  the  cer- 
tainty of  Frank's  escape,  and  that  quick 
sense  of  joy,  at  the  moment,  left  her  uncon- 
scious of  the  rest ; — but  as  the  circumstances 
of  the  charge  were  repeated,  the  fond  diffi- 
dence of  concealed  affection  gave  way  to 
burning  indignation,  and  she  repelled  the 
idea  with  al^  the  enthusiasm  of  that  aroused 
eloquence,  which  only  love  can  dictate. 

''  Humph  !*'-— ejaculated  Ephraim,  and  then 
ensued  a  long  pause,  during  which  the  Quaker 
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left  an  ominous  shake  of  the  head,  to  imply 
his  protest  of  non-acquiescence. 

"  Ah,  my  Love,*' — he  continued, — '*  thou 
art  zealous  over  much: — ^it  is  well  to  hope 
kindly,  but  not  to  decide  prematurely.  The 
conduct  of  the  young  man  we  speak  of, 
perchance,  hath  not  in  other  matters  been 
altogether  without  blame ! — ^Thou  must  un- 
derstand, that  I  told  his  uncle  to  send  him 
to  me,  touching  the  explanation  of  a  security 
in  which  he  was  a  responsible  party,  and 
behold,  he  came  not! — The  money,  it  is  said, 
remaineth  in  his  possession ;  and  now  he  is 
a  fugitive,  and  answers  not  to  a  charge  of 
greater  moment'* 

''  Remember,  dear  Sir,  that  these  are 
but  charges  to  which  he  has  had  no  chance 
of  answering, — ^not  proofs !  they  must, — ^indeed, 
they  ^  must'  be  false: — I  could  not,  if  I 
would,  believe  them! — ^That  Mr.  Blandford 
should  stoop  to  petty  firauds  and  villanies  like 
these, — it  is  indeed  impossible  !" 
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I  could  wish,  peiudventurei  that  thou 
wert  as  reasonable  as  thou  art  sincere ;  but, 
alas,  I  am  grieved,  that  I  must  tell  thee 
more.  The  Peace  Officer,  whom  the  ignorant 
deride  under  the  name  of  ''  Big  Ben,"  hath 
a  history  to  teU,  of  finding  him  we  speak  of 
in  suspicious  company: — ^yea,  on  the  very 
night  that  the  outlawed  Captain  of  the  Blowzy 
Bess  broke  in  rude  contumely  from  the  ar^ 
rest  of  justice, — and,  doubtless,  he  was  privy 
to  the  fact" 

The  confidence  of  Carema  remained  un- 
shaken, but  Ephraim's  ear  '  was  deaf  to  the 
voice  of  the  charmer ;'  and,  as  the  agitation 
of  the  question  seemed  but  to  confirm  him 
the  more  in  his  preconceived  assurance  of 
Blandfoid's  guilt,  she  had  the  prudence  to 
restrain  her  feelings,  and  to  change  the 
subject. 

From  this  period,  Carema  carefully  avoided 
any  conversation  of  which  Blandford  was 
the   topic;  while,  unconsciously   to   herself. 
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the  firm  conyictioQ  she  eotertaaied  -of  her 
guardian's  error,*— not  to  say  his  injus- 
tice !— impaired  her  confidenoe  in  his  discre- 
tion as  to  other  matters.  Under  these  im- 
pressions, therefore,  "when  efforts  were  deli- 
cately made  by  Hagglestone  and  his  wife  to 
break  through  her  intimacy  with  Madalena, 
they  had  rather  a  contrary  tendency;  and 
her  natural  partiality  for  the  fSuscinating  Ita- 
lian was  heightened  by  prejudice,  until  the 
influence  of  the  latter  became  unduly  great, 
or  rather  all  preponderating. 

Yet,  even  now,  if  this  influ^ice  had  been 
t)stensibly  directed  against  her  guardian,  the 
high  principled  and  affectionate  Garema  would' 
hare  caught  the  alarm,  and  the  charm  had 
been  broken;  but,  as  the  advance  had  been 
made  on  neutral  ground,  success  was  in- 
sured before  the  attack  was  understood  or 
suspected. 

The  imagination  of  Garema  had  loved  to 
dwell  upon  some  few    particulars  that   had 
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been  related  of  her  loet,  and,  in  one  sense 
forgottoi,  moiher  ;  and  often,  in  childhood, 
these  holy  masings  had  safinsed  her  cheeks 
with  tears,  and  thrilled  her  infant  heart  with 
yearning  tenderness.  How  sweet  then,  to 
recline  on  the  affectionate  breast  of  Mada- 
lena,  and  listen  to  long  treasured  tales  of 
that  beloved  one:— to  hear  of  her,  as  still 
she  lived  in  the  fond  memories  of  her  friends, 
—among  whom  Madalena's  mother  had  been 
mie  of  the  most  intimate: — ^to  hear  of  her 
domestic  habits,  of  her  amusements;  and 
even  of  walks  she  once  had  loved. 

The  moon-lit  walks  in  Sicily,  that  led 
through  citron  groves,  on  the  bright  margin  of 
the  rolling  deep,*— when  all  the  air,  on  the  first 
hush  of  coming  night,  grown  humid  with 
mingled  dews  and  sweets,  as  closing  flowers 
breathed  out  their  fragrance  with  the  day, — 
seemed  but  one  sigh  of  love ! — ^When  the  clear 
bosom  of  the  sea,  bright  in  its  dark  transpa* 
rency,  as  the  Magician's  glass;  disgorged  from 
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its  abyss  white  babbling  bursts  of  foam, — 
that  came  and  ranished,  Uke  hopes  of  hap- 
piness in  widowed  hearts,  too  pore  and 
beautiful  to  last  amid  the  sad  realities  of 
life. 

Oh,  these  were  sweet,  if  mournful  hours ; 
and  when  Madalena  broke  through  the  thread 
of  her  discourse,  to  welcome  and  intreat 
Carema  to  be  indeed  a  sister;  and  visit 
Sicily  with  her, — ^the  mellow  cadence  of  her 
voice,  grown  ardent  with  her  theme,  and  the 
warm  sunshine  of  the  heart,  that  beamed 
in  every  glance  of  those  soul-flashing  eyes, 
seemed  scarce  to  leave  a  chance  of  joy  be- 
side; and  thus  insensibly,  that  sweet  and 
distant  home,  'the  garden  of  the  world, « fair 
Italy ! '  became  the  haven  of  Carema's  hopes, 
— ^the  image  of  her  dreams. 

Unfortunately  the  wishes  she  expressed  on 
this  subject  were  not  always  met  by  her  guar- 
dian with  that  cheerful  placidity,  that  softened 
his  denials  on  other  occasions ;  and  by  degrees 


a  siocfal  gloom  ensned  between  them,  that 
every  day  becatfie  more  painful.  It  was  be- 
sides  mt>sC^  nnfbrtmiatey  that  the  suspicions 
enfertained  in  respect  to  the  views  of  Mada- 
lena  were  entirely  concealed  ;  so  that  the  style 
of  *' estrangement,  with  which  she  was  soon 
treated,  appeared  at  best  tinamiable,— and  the 
direct  hint  for  her  departure,  when  at  last  it 
Caxbe,  seemed  altogether  harsh  and  unprovoked; 
'^«^tld  indeed;  in  one  sense,  little  else  than  a 
si^igttha*  act  of  capriciotis  nnkindness  towards 
Garema  herseli^-  whose  dear  and  intimate  friend 
she  was  beeaQie,-*^tfd  now  in  a  closer  sense 
than  ever. 

li  is  true,  that  five  minutes'  conversation 
might  have  explained  all  this,  so  far  at  least, 
that  Carema  i?6uld  have  understood  that 
the  motives  were  kind,  if  mistaken : — ^but  his 
hasty  tod  violent  condemnation  of  Blandford 
had  weakened  her  tieliance  on  her  guardian's 
candbbf,  and  ihe  had  long  avoided  to  avow 
her  feelings  to^  a  greater  extent  than  was  ac- 

b2 
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tually  iiecesBaiy  in  mattors,  where  she  had 
reason  to  apprAend  that  his  prfjudices  were 
aheady  marshalled  on  the  other  side. 

Concord  and  mutual  esteem  can  alone  con- 
secrate the  happiness  of  home!— -without  these, 
all  that  gold  can  purchase,  or  luxury  invent, 
are  cold  and  comfortless,  as  the  glittering  ice- 
bergs of  the  frozen  sea  :**-nay,  more,  even 
affection,  without  respect,  is  but  a  blighted 
flower;  the  sweet  wine  soured;  the  gushing 
fountain  turbid  at  its  source. 

Carema  grew  pale  and  thoughtful ;  the 
book  she  read  ceased  to  inform  or  interest, 
and  yet  she  read  mechanically,  as  such  poor 
occupation  promised  an  oblivion,  for  the  time 
at  least,  from  the  more  irksome  sallies  of  un- 
bidden thought.  The  exotic  plants,  that  she 
had  nurtured  from  a  child,  threw  forth  fresh 
branches  unobserved  in  wild  luxuriance,  when, 
but  a  few  short  months  before,  each  swelling 
bud  was  an  object  fostered  with  delight  Even 
her  new-bcnm  friendship  with  Madalena  was 
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dashed  with  a  strai^e  bittemeBS  I  Bhe  could 
QOt  find  a  voice  to  avow  her  anxiety  and  pari" 
tiality  for  Blandford,  as  he  himself  had  uttered 
not  a  word  that  might  excuse  it; — and  with 
that  tender  secret  was  buried  half  the  comfort 
of  the  only  solace  she  had  left, — ^the  converse 
of  affection. 

It  was  while  her  q>irit  was  thus  enthralled 
with  melancholy  thoughts,  that  a  letter  was 
pot  into  her  hands  from  the  ''Count  Mon* 
trano."  With  a  strange  earnestness,  it  echoed 
the  pleadings  of  Madalma,  and  urged  a  visit 
to  Italy,  with  eloquent  appeals  to  her  feelings 
of  filial  affection  and  propriety,  grounded  on 
the.  serious  thought,  that  the  few  remaining 
relatives  and  inends  of  her  family  might  not 
live  to  welcome  her  return  to  the  land  of  her 
birth,  were  the  visit  long  delayed. 

But  the  letter  went  beyond  this,  and  deli* 
cately  hinted  the  reasons,  that  would  probably 
induce  the  friends  around  her  to  oppose  her 
wishes  if  they  tended  towards  Italy  :-*-and 
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repreBeniing  their  reluctance,  as  an  amiable 
weakness  to  be  guarded  against ;  it  went  on  to 
enforce  the  propriety  of  hor  adopting  the  form 
of  a  written  declaration,  provided  for  in  her 
father^s  wil/,  if  she  wished  to  place  herself 
under  the  protection  of  her  Italian  guardian, 
Montrano,  and  argued,  that  the  existence  of 
that  clause  was  in  itself  a  fair  pi^sumption, 
that  her  father  had  foreseen  the.  nece^sity  of 
the  step  she  was  now  advised  to  take,  so 
that  the  accomplishment  of  the  *  will* .  in 
that  particular,  might  be  considered  aa  a 
sacrifice  to  filial  piety. 

While  busied  in  the  perusal  of  this  letter, 
Madalena  had  continued  to  gaze  upon  her 
friend  with  that  deep  fixture  of  the  eye,  that 
speaks  of  eagerness  and  doubt.  When  she  had 
read  it  through,  the  first  idea  of  Carema,  was 
to  communicate  its  contents  to  Mr.  Haggles- 
tone,  and  to  support  its  purport,  by  stating  her 
desire  to  make  the  proposed  voyage;  but,  in 
this  judicious  view,  she  was  over-ruled  by  Ma- 
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dalen^y  who  represent^ ' it-  aa  a  *pUtfi  likely  to 
ruffle  the  temper  of  her  ^uHtdiM  withal  «d- 
yantage ;  while>  if  Carema  made  the  prapo^i^ 
tioQ  to  visit  Italy,  as  entirely  her  6\m  act, 
and  Hcccttipaiiifed  the  recfaest  with  a  written 
claim,  to  poi  liertelf  binder '  the  guardianship 
of  Montrano,  it  would  show  that  her  decision 
was  alnsady  fbrmed  too  strongly  to  be  shaken, 
while  the  worthy  Ephraim's  sense  of  diity 
towardirf  the  dead,  would  hatdly  allow  him  to 
attempt  to  render  the  express  provision  of  her 
father's  *  wlB'  of  no  effect. 

Carema  felt  that  this  would  be  at  best,  an 
abrupt,  and  after  all,  perhaps  rather  an  ungra- 
cious procedure ;  bu't,  so  fearfhl  was  she  of 
counterdctitig  prejudices^  if  she  adopted  the 
more  gentle '  mode  of  asking  advice,  and  so 
painfully  anxious  was  she  become  lor  the  in- 
tended' voyuge,  that  she  resigned  her  better 
judgment,  though  still  with  a  soft  reluctance, 
and  promised  to  follow  implicitly  the  guidance 
of  Madalena. 


14  THE  PICAB0ON« 

Ab  predicted,  tbe  delicacy  and  offended 
pride  of  Hagglestone  rendered  him  unwilling 
to  discuss  a  subject  which  was  claimed  as  an 
object  of  right,  by  one,  from  whom  he  had 
never  before  heard  aught,  but  the  pleadings  of 
affection; — and  with  a  chilled  heart  and  altered 
tone,  the  astonished  Quaker  unwillingly  as- 
sented,  it  being  arranged  that  the  voyage  should 
be  made  on  the  first ''  fitting  opportunity.** 

In  the  last  clause  of  the  sentence,  there 
was,  it  may  be  remarked,  a  little  convenient 
mental  reservation,  as  it  virtually  left  the  time 
to  be  fixed  by  himself: — and  by  the  bye,  to  let 
the  Reader  understand  the  whole  bearing  of 
the  question,  it  must  be  told,  that  the  worthy 
Ha^lestone  would  never  have  agreed  to  the 
plan  in  any  sense,  had  he  not  secretly  formed 
the  resolution  of  accompanying  his  wayward 
ward  on  this,  as  he  deemed  it,  her  iU-omened 
and  perilous  expedition* 

Lulled  with  the  idea  that  he   had  thus 
rendered  every  thing  secure,  Hagglestone  no 
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longer  yiewed  Madalena  as  the  serpent  in  his 
path  he  had  before  considered  her.  The  ab- 
duction of  Caiema  was  now,  as  he  thought, 
beyond  her  power ;  and  after  all,  he  acknow- 
ledged to  himself,  that  her  wish  to  preserre 
the  society  of  so  sweet  a  companion  by  running 
away  with  her,  if  a  little  selfish,  was  too  na- 
tural not  to  be  forgiven ! — He  did  not  quite 
like  to  remember  her  vehement  praises  of  the 
"Lord  Montrano;** — and  far  less  indeed,  did 
he  relish  the  poetical  rhapsodies  addressed  to 
his  fair  ward,  in  that  nobleman's  ^^  very  juvenile 
and  hyperbolical  epistles,''  as  he  was  wont 
rather  sneeriogly  to  term  them  : — ^but  after 
all,  if  he,  Ephraim  Hi^glestone,  went  to  Italy 
himself,  and  continued  at  Carema's  side,  he 
valued  not  such  vanities  a  rush ! 

In  fine,  the  good  man  had  never  felt 
better  satisfied  on  any  occasion,  than  with 
his  secret  adjustment  of  this  afiair;  and  soon 
after,  on  being  called  up  to  Town  on  a  matter 
of  business,   he   left   home    with   the   light 
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heart  and  smiling  cheek  of  one  who  feels 
a  presentiment  of  happiness  at  hand. — How 
often  are  such  emotions^  false  and  fleeting 
as  the  dazzlii^  beams  that  gild  the  evening 
clouds,  that  in  their  silent,  sweet  serenity, 
are  stiU  deep  charged  with  the  thunder  and 
the  tempest,  that  shall  affright  the  coming 
hours  of  darkness. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


"  Bnt  qnist  to  quick  bosoms  is  a  bell. 
And  there  hath  been  tbj  bane ;  there  is  a  fire 
And  motion  of  the  sonl,  which  win  not  dwetl 
In  its  own  narrow  beings,  bat  aspire 
Beyond  the  fitting  medium  of  desire  I — 
— — — —  a  ferer  at  the  core. 


n 


Fatal  to  him  who  bean,  to  all  that  erer  bore/ 

BYRON. 


The  droll  contortions  of  the  clown,  who 
apes  the  rope-dancer  without  his  pole,  when 
to  stand  is  to  fall,  and  to  stir  is  to  stumble ! 
are  scarcely  more  amusingly  absurd,  than 
the  predictions  of  those  good  people,  who 
suffer  their  fancies  to  run  riot  with  the  pre- 
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liminaries  of  a  story,  and  jump  to  a  conr 
elusion  before  they  have  ground  to  spring 
from* 

Take  the  caution  in  good  part,  dear  Rea- 
der, and  wait  till  we  have  dealt  our  cards, 
before  you  attempt  to  sort  your  hand;  for 
although  '  Hearts '  are  always  trumps  in  a 
novel,  yet,  Beloved  One,  you  may  chance  to 
place  the  'knave'  before  the  'ace!'  and 
missing  '  honours,*  to  lose  the  '  odd  trick,' 
by  playing  at  random. 

"Mercy!  Fazzello;*— why,  you  tabourthe 
tapestry  as  a  groom  would  dress  a  horse-cloth, 
and  have  no  more  tenderness  for  Venus  and 
the  Ghraces,  than  a  fish-wife  shows  for  lob- 
sters." 

''Mean  you,  as  to  the  pegging  or  the 
boiling,  my  dainty,  dear  Signora?" 

"  I  mean  that  you  are  a  lout,  to  labour 
as  you  do,  Fazzello." 

"Pah!  you  slander  me,  Signora:*— the 
dust  hung  on  these  pretty  shams  of  the  sez^ 
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till  they  looked  as  tawny  as  so  many  gipsies 
floundering  in  a  hone-pond!  But,  heigho, 
presto  !  a  little  judicious  flagellation  has  re 
▼ivified  their  pallid  charms  into  the  roses  and 
lilies  of  sweet  sixteen!  —  Look,  Signora,—- 
they  seem  to  blush  with  a  thousand  sweet 
sensations: — the  fountain  too,  grows  marvel* 
lously, — nay,  alarmingly  transparent ! — e^ery 
instant  discovers  more  and  more,  and  pie- 
Bentij'* 

*'  And  presently,  sirrah,  I  shall  prove  your 
empty  noddle  a  better  drum  than  you  have 
made  the  arras:" — and  'suiting  the  action 
to  the  word,'  a  rap  of  her  fan  gave  the  flip- 
pant youth  a  momentary  check. 

'^  Faith !  Signora,  such  a  tidder  as  that 
on  the  knowledge*box  of  our  lord  and  master, 
had  saved  us  from  a  world  of  trouble." 

"How  so,  Fazzello?'' 

**  Simply  enough,  Signora:— -at  had  cracked 
his  sconce,  and   let   out   the   bee  that  has 
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Btung  his  fancy  into  the  fantastic  foolery  of 
dusting  out  this  hideous  old  den  of  the 
mountains." 

''  Hideous !  Fazzello  : — oh  !  what  a  wit- 
less lout  art  thou  1-— The  Castello  is  strong 
enough  to  defy  an  army! — romantic  enough 
to  bewilder  a  nun! — grand  enough  for  a 
prince! — gay — no,  I  won't  tell  a  fib  either: 
no,  it  is  too  'majestic'  to  be  'gay;' — and 
then  it  is  so  spacious,  and  so  comfortable : 
yes!  it  pleases  me  altogether,  which  is  more 
than  you  will  ever  do,  Fazzello!" 

''  Well  then,  since  IVe  no  chance  of 
being  chartered  by  Cupid  on  the  wholesale 
plan,  it  will  be  best  to  turn  petty  dealer  at 
once,  and  only  make  the  attempt  in  a  little 
way: — ^retail  and  detail,— -my  dainty,  dear 
Signora !  —  item,  a  kiss  !  —  carry  one,  and 
ditto.* 

**  Ditto,  a  rap  of  the  fan,  Fazzello!  — 
Really,  your  impertinence  is  beyond  bearing ! 
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Ck>me,  Sir,  keep  your  distance,  or  FU  scream  !-*- 
yes,  loud  enough  to  afiK^il  the  very  sea- 
mews  in  the  cliffs  below.** 

''  And  a  charming  ehorus  it  woaid  be, 
Signora;  but  I  thank  you  for  hinting  so 
delicately,  that  we  are  qmie  alone!" 

''  Now  if  you  were-  iK)ft  quite  so  great  a 
'magpie,'  and  had  but  one  'ounce'  of  dis- 
cretion, I .  could  tell  you  such  a  secret !— « 
Ye%  FazzeUo !.  and  one  too  that  would  make 
your  ears  tingle  lor  a  month!'' 

''A  secret !— -excellent t— There  is  always 
mischief^  and  plenty  of  it  too>  in  a  '  lady's 
secret:' — I'm  all  attention,  Signora; — mute 
as  a  fish ;— discreet  as  a  cardinal ; — and,  better 
still,  as  curious  as  Solomon!" 

"Well  then— 'BO,  I  won't! — those  glisten- 
ing, toad-like  eyes,  promise  any  thing  but 
innocence.  They're  worse  than  basilisks  in 
this  strange  murky  light  No ;  I'll  not  trust 
you  even  with  a  word!-*— no,  nor  any  thing 
else,  till  the  lattices  are  drawn  up,  the  win- 
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dow8  thrown  open,  and  the  free  and  honest 
air  of  the  balcony  is  blowing  freshly  in  oar 
feces.'' 

"  All  this  is  accomplished,  and  now,  my 
▼ery  circumspect  Signora.'' 

''  Well,  after  all,  I  don't  know  that  I 
will! — you're  always  so  curious,  Fazzello: — 
well,  come  a  little  farther  out  into  the  light ; 
but  then  we  must  only  whisper,  you  know, 
kst  we  should  be  overheard." 

"  Yes,  hold  your  head  forward,  and  listen. 
Really,  Fazzello,  you  are  too  amusing: — 
why  in  that  sneaking,  lack-it-daisical  attitude, 
you  look  so  much  like  a  puppy  with  his 
ears  newly  cropped,  that  I  can't  get  on  for 
laughing!  Well,  you  remember  the  Count's 
niece,  Signora  Madalena,  who,  '  the  holy 
Viigin '  preserve  us !  committed  sacrilege. — 
Now  don't  make  faces,  for  indeed  she  did  !^— 
Yes,  she  clambered  up  a  fig  tree,  and  so 
scaled  the  garden  wall  of  her  convent." 

''A  choice  receipt  for  showing  a  pretty 
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ankle,  or  so, — ^by  mooiUiglit; — but  proceed, 
Signora." 

''  It  was  a  deadly  sin,  Fazzello !— and  the 
Count,  very  properiy,  you  know,  had  her  put 
in  close  conBnement : — ^bat  instead  of  keeping 
her  there,  as  every  body  expected,  it  now 
appears  that  she  was  secretly  put  on  ship 
board,  and  sent  abroad." 

''  It  was  singularly  kind  of  the  Count, 
Signora;  for,  if  my  memory  serves,  the  lady's 
lover  was  a  sailor/' 

**  Nonsense !— you  know  as  well  as  I  do, 
that  the  Count  had  no  such  motive,  or  he 
would  not  have  thwarted  her  at  first: — no; 
he  has  some  personal  object,  or  perhaps  he 
is  himself  controlled  by  those  mysterious  stran- 
gers who  call,  as  you  know,  at  intervals, 
and  never  are  denied ! — Whether  the  Count 
is  sick  or  well,  busy  or  at  leisure,  it  is  just 
the  same;  early  or  late,  they  thunder  at 
the  porch,  and  demand  an  audience,  with 
looks  as  bold,  and  voices  as  loud,  as  that 
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with  which  a  Bandit  might  snatch  a  parse! 
I  would  give  the  world,  FazzeUo,  to  find 
out  who  they.  a»/' 

''So  you  fish  with  a  'little  secret'  to 
catch  a  'great  one!' — very  pretty  angling 
for  a  lady : — and  yout  '  ground  bait '  is  no- 
thing less  than  the  '  Worid!'— gr^  ^Y  ^ 
Kiss ! — for,  in  a  woman's  estimation}  .they  are 
valued  on  a  par«— -Now  g^ve  th%  reward  first, 
and  perhaps  I  may  essay  at  sometbiog  ^^ 
the  way  of  satisfac^n." 

"  Oh  !  what  a  faintrbearted  niN>le,  Faz- 
zello : — it  is  plain  that  your,  mputh.  ia  not 
large  enough  to  swallow  the  l^it;-y0u  are 
but  a  gudgeon  of  the  summer  fry^  .^d  will 
slip  through  the  mesh  without  being  .felt! — 
I  must  fish  in  deeper  water,  tp  have*  but  a 
chance  of  the  secret." 

"  More  crafty  than  wise,  my  pretty  one ; 
I  could  give  a  guess  !  " 

<'To  challenge  is  not  to  fight;«— a' guess 
is  easily  ventured,  Fazzello/' 
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^*  Well,  then,  to  shoot  my  arrow  in  the 
ring,  and  prove  my  guess!— what  think  you 
of  their  being  'Usurers/  Signora? — All  the 
world  says,  that  the  Count  spent  his  fortune 
before  he  had  it;  ergo,  he  borrowed  largely, 
and  having  continued  to  spend,  he  has  not 
paid.  Dqiend  upon  it,  that  in  one  way  or 
the  other,  these  strangers  have  him  in  their 
power  !-^t  Rome  and  at  Naples,  they  follow 
him  the  flame:--that  is,  one  at  a  time,  for 
they  nerer  hunt  in  couples ; — ^the  life  of  either 
may  be  the  safer,  while  the  other  remains  at 
a  distance  to  avenge  its  loss.** 

''What,  you  think  that  the  Count  dis* 
likes  them.** 

"  To  gather  from  his  looks,  he  hates  them 
mortaDy,  and  never  had  Page  more  reason 
to  watch  a  Mastei^s  looks. — Beshrew  them, 
many  a  sullen  hour  have  they  ensured  for 

me. 

"Well,  thank  the  Saints!  the  Count 
takes  no  more  notice  of  us  women-kind,  than 

VOL.  II.  c 
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a&  if  he  wer^  a  marble  statue  altogether; 
and  W9  to  manjr  jeiated  dattsi-^najy  Faazello, 
you,  seed  mat  sllake  yoot  curiy  lock»  so 
kaomiigly;  it  is  a  &ct  ta  mf  certain  knMi^ 
k«l|^;: — h»  IB  as  coM  aa  tiia  saowa  of  iEtna ! " 

'^  i  could  pBQi?«  yottf'  simile  a  bad  oae; 
remember,  the  dangerouet  beat  tbal  glewa 
witbin  !-T*bat  yonr  ^certain  knoviiMge'  is 
soaiethiag  still  pore  equifocal,  Sigaora.** 

'^  Yau  shall  find  it  as  plain  aa  your  avm 
<  coneeit/  FaazeUo  !-^Onoe  I  made  up  vay  mind, 
that  his  Bae^acy  ahoald  notice  me,-*-- 
yeS|  whefther  be  would  or  qo»!— ^Yes^  I  did  ?— » 
aud  I  will  agfun^  Faszelk)^  if  I  like(--<-Well,  I 
was  dressed  very  much,  as  I  am  aow;  my 
veil  thiowa  back  ^^^XJr  conotetto  a  little  loose, 
for  it  was  so  very  wasmy->-<aiid  oraage  flowers 
io.  my  bairv  wbea- 1  alipt  belm.  him  into  the 
lihraxy,  jnet  ai:  his  aaoal  homr  of  stndjp  ia  the 
evening;  and  sitting  down  in  the  lai^e  criaa« 
son  velvet .  ehaar  that  he  always  u^e8,  I  pre- 
teaded  ta  ba  Cast  asleep*" 
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"  And  what  then,  Signora?" 

«<Why,  what  do  you  thittk^  Fandio?-- 
Nothing!  or  what  W8»  worse  than  nothing.-— 
One  would  have  fancied,  you  know,  that  hia 
Exedlenaa  would  have  spoken  j  said  something 
very  pietiy^  or  touched  my  shoulder  >— or  he 
might — ^yes,  he  might  have  stolen  a  kiss!— • 
and  then  I  skoHld  have  started  up  and  been 
very  ^igry;— hui^  if  he  had  repealed  the 
<  offence '—-which  might  indeed  have  happened 
with  some  pec^fe,  that  I  CDukl  name  of  hs 
less  importanc^-'why  then  I  should  have  got 
him  to  promise  the  little  garden  that  my 
mother  wants,  as  a  penance.  Dear  me,  to 
think  that  she  has  had  the  keeping  of  the 
Caatello  so  long,  Faaradlo,  and  not  to  get 
such  a  tnflc^ 

<<  WeH,  who*  would  hasre  thought  it?— Do 
you  know,  that  he  seemed  to  overlook  me 
altogether;  and  reaching  down  some  heavy 
volumes,  he  laid  them  on  my  knees,  j«st 
as  if  it  had  been  on  the  seaA  a£  an  eiAply 


28  THE  PICAROON. 

diaif, — and  then  taking    them    up    one   by 

one,  with  half-shut  eyes,  he  blew  the  dust 

..."  • 

'off  their  edges  till  I  was  half  stifled  in  the 

^cloud:"^  '    ^        .  ^    • 

a.      » 
stlQ  your  patFence  and  your  mock 

•      <        ■  , 

slumbers  were  continued  with  due  discretion, 

.  .  •  •        • 

eh,  Sighorat" 

**  No,  indeed !  I  jumped  up  with  a  scream — 

Yes,  and  one  load  enough  to  make  him  press 

his  hands  on  his  ears,  while  I  bounded  out  of 

the  room  in  an  instant.— -Well,  another  time  in 

the  corridor,  I  stooped  down,  pretending  to  be 

♦ 

searching  for  something  iii  one  of  the  lower 
drawers  of  the  ebony  cabinet,  till  his  Excel- 
lenza  walked  up  plump  against  me! — ^wbuld 
you  believe  it?  he  was  silent  still! — ^walked 
off  as  if  he  had  been  in  a  dream,  and  made 
no  more  apology,  than  as  if  he'  had  touched 
a  stock  or  a  stone*" 

**  A  strange  insensibility  under  all  the  cir- 
cumstances!—  but  take  care,  Signora,  your 
next  experiment  may  prove  rather  more  con- 
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closive  than  yoa  wish :-— P^rhape  he  was  think- 
ing of  the  picture  ! " 

"  What,  the  balt-scqrcbed  picture  reicved 
from  the  fire  at  Palermo,  that  my  mother 
sighs  to  hear  of: — ^the  portrait  of  her  the 
lady-love  of  his  boyhood ;  she,,  the  haittgKty 
Signora,  that  jilted  him  for  a  heretic :  — 
Strange  stones  are  told  both  of  tite  pict«ie 
and  the.  lady/' 

'^  Npt  80^  ^gnora ;  the  picture  I  mean  is 

fresh  ^  and  glowiqg  jf  the  face  it  shows  en- 
trancing;— youthful  as  the  un-sonned  rose,  soft, 

sweet  and  blissful,  as  an  angel  of  the  UesL" 

''Ah,  what,  FazzelloJ — lam  sure  that  if 
you  admire  the  picture  so  much,  you  need  not 
trouble  yourself  to  stand  here  talking  non* 
sense  to  me  by  the  hour! — Ifo,  Sir!  you 
had  better  attend  the  Count,  and  learn  of  his 
Excellenza,  to  prefer  the  shadow  to  the  sub- 
stance.—A  picture,  indeed  i — ^a  baby-face  !'* 

^'  Bless  me  j  here  comes  the  Count ! — Now, 
diough  he  can't  distinguish  one  at  a  time,  I 
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bave  no  doubt  but  thai  he  would  see  os 
both  together : — stand  aside^  and  I  'will  slip 
out  of  si^t  in  a  tirinklnig/* 

The  words  were  hardly  passed,  when  the 
jnadcap,  Bosaliap  {the  sweetest  and  most  co- 
qaetish  of  all  donzelUtti)  bounded  down 
the  marUe  staixa  of  the  balcony^  with  the 
i;nce  and  celerity  of  an  antelope.  V/iik  a 
smile  of  fond  delight,  her  lover  watched  the 
vaaaahing  sylph  in  her  swift  descent.  Now,  as 
she  swung  round  a  comer  with  her  light  dress 
expaading  Hke  a  parachnte,  ahe  seemed  some 
airy  being  borne  forward,  as  m  a  dead  ;  and 
then  as  ahe  gained  the  citron  bower  be- 
neath, her  fairy  figure  as  she  danced  along, 
with  her  anowy  shoulders  glistening  through 
the  leaves,  left  him  b«t  little  inclinatitm  to 
think  of  pictures ;  and  still  less  in  danger  of 
preferring  a  shadow  to  the  substance. 

The  martial  step  of  the  Count  Montrano 
now  sounded  from  within,  and  FazaeOo  had 
scarcely  time    to   compose  hia  features  into 
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tbe  ttiouglitfml  Eif  of  imite  ttlttatioti,  witfi 
which  i»  was  wont  t6^  mmet  bit  lonii  b^f^ 
hia  atftencbince  ww§  wt^vAfeA. 

in  paanng  back  fi^Mft  Ae  bnghtiuid  Mmy 
balcony,  into  ihe  aCftte  saloon  of  the  Caatslio^ 
how  strong  was  the  contrast  All  without, 
bom  the  heanteous  fera  of  her  he  loved,  to 
the  waving  foliage^  the  ripe  'and  hisokMis  fmits, 
the  dnsiering  flowers,  tmd  the  humming  in^ 
sects  that  drink  their  liquid  sweets^  was 
bathed  in  ^we  neh  riMy  gleam  of  evening 
light]  Within  the  siloott^  all  was  magnify 
cent,  but  cold;  stately  in  a  sombre  pomp; 
and  then,  as  it  were,  over^efaadowed  and  sul^* 
dned  by  the  presenee  of  the  proud  noble  that 
trod  its  inlaid  floor* 

The  aristocratic  bearing  of  Montmno  had 
nothing  of  that  dry  oopercilious  pride  that 
marks  the  titled  minions  of  a  court;  or  that 
renders  more  than  usually  ridioulousi  the 
'  money-made  *  lordting  of  to*day  :  nor  was 
it  debased  by  sulhm  legal  ciaftt  ^r  by  the 
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hog-like  indolence  of  a  vulgar  mind,  that  has 

its  '^  greatness  thrust  '^  upon  it.    The  mien  of 

**     -     »      .  .      .     -    ■ 

the  Italian  noble  was  exalted,  and  his  eye 
conunandingy — ^but  they  seemed  not  so  by  as- 
sumption,  but  in  their  nature ; — as  the  glance 
of  the  eagle  braves  the  sun.  The  lines  upon 
his  ample  forehead  too,  were  those  of  thought, 
but  without  anxiety;  and  bore  the  impress  of 

a  serene  and  penetrating  intellect.    The  deep 

>    ,       1       1  • 

shadowed  eyes,  the  prominent  nose  and  finely 
chiseled  Ups,  had  much  of  the  ancient  Roman 

» 

grace;    but  the  mouth  was  wanting  in   the 

•    •   •       . ,   •  ' 

simplicity  of  the  antique  ;  and  the  ever-chang- 
ing  lights  that  played  about  its  muscles, 
mingled  a  Grecian  subtlety  with  the  volup- 
tuous  gusto  of  Italy.  It  was  a  smile  that 
might  betray  when  most  it  pleased;  that 
lightened  to   a  look   of  thirsty   eagerness;— 

a  flash  of  sensual  joy    that  beauty  blushed 

•  «  ,1 

to  meet,  and  might  not  construe ! — a  some- 
thing  it  were  wise  to  fear,  and  diflScult  to 
shun ;  a  smile  to  ruin  and  to  fascinate.    The 
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complexion  was  cleat  and  bright,  dashed 
with  the  manly  bronze  of  the  South :  and  the 
figure  moulded  with  a  light,  yet  muscular 
grace,  that  promised  the  actirity,  although 
the  heat  of  youth  was  past,  was  well  in 
keeping  with  the  eneigy  of  soul  that  every 
lineament  expressed. 

Such  stood  Montrano,— dressed  in  a  light 

I  » 

« 

hunting  garb  of  olive-tint^d  velvet  slightly 
embroidered,  and  only  armed  with  a  eouteau 
de  chatUf  the  guard  of  which  was  of  sil- 
ver, richly  sculptured.  So  stood  Montrano, 
the  spendthrift  of  his  ancestral  house; — the 
exiled  gambler,  and  the  bold  compeer  of 
lawless  men ;  and,  by  report  at  least,  as 
deeply  stained  with  lawless'  deeds ;  and  that 
even  when  the  boyish,  banished,  slighted 
lover  of  the  'Rose  of  Palermo,'  the  youug 
and  fair  Carema ! — she  whose  fearful  fate 
he  had  so  strangely  re-appeared  to  witness. 

These    were   the    legends    of  his    youth, 
once    boldly  told ; — the    ready    random    tale 

c2 
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sportiTely  rehearsed  by  the  noble  at  his 
lady's  side, — and  equally  by  the  Bandit  at 
his  forest  fire;  but  long  since  hushed  in 
fear ;— or  only  whispered,  as  the  adder  crawls 
in  secret! — for  he  they  told  of  was  grown  too 
powerful  for  scandal,  and  the  cloak-hid  stiletto, 
it  was  supposed,  had  more  than  once  repaid 
the  public  accusation  with  an  unseen  death. 
Of  these  grare  charges,  some  were  false, — 
and  some  malicious  exaggeredons ;  but  still, 
enough  remained  to  render  the  G>unt  a 
marked,  and  a  dangerous  man,  even  in  the 
eyes  of  the  most  moderate;  and  thus  his 
first  efforts  at  *  reformation '  were  repulsed 
with  contumely !  until,  in  the  indignation 
of  a  wounded  heart,  he  learnt  to  hate  the 
world, — rather  than  tiie  vices  that  had  pro- 
voked its  malice ;  and,  for  the  future,  with 
a  stem  contempt,  he  resolved  to  live  within 
the  pale  of  society  as  a  concealed  spy  lin- 
gers in  the  camp  of  an  enemy,  whose  best 
hope  is  to  deceive  and  ruin. 
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Heneeforth,  Montrnno  «o«igiit  no  fclknr- 
ship ;  the  gay  and  iMkleM,  «be-  luiag  vupaa 
his  friendship  £qt  defenoev^-^w  sptmedy  ttt 
the  fitkxm  soatea*  the  wmsmr  hvmk^i  and 
turned  as  proudly  wMi  a  «ald  disdain^  irom 
those  few  men  of  ttank  gad  ohamdtBTi  wha^ 
from  did  habit,  and  fmxdkf  cODBeqtioa,  fafond 
still  a  hand  to  offer^ 

Yet,  in  this  seMah  poltoy,  there  -vMii  an 
equal  self-delusion.  It  is  not  ia  the  power 
of  man  to  live  in'indepeiuleBoe  of  hia  kmdk 
The  meanest  aHser>  tha*  -  heaps  his  hoard 
in  dust  and  darkness^  dseama  irith  an  idiotic 
joy  of  tiiat  loud>  ftme  his-  death  shall  tniai?- 
pet  to  the  ivoddl  And  thua  Moatrano, 
while  he  shunned,  all  ahcw  of  eouElesy,  aod 
deemed  his  bosoat^puigad  of  any  weak  fond 
hankerings  after  human  sysapathy ; -^  that 
holy  bond  of  frail  Immanity,  that  makes  us 
suffer  and  ei^oy  with  othersr^^was  yet  a 
very  slave  to  the  empty  conceit  of  ovei^ 
awing  the  proud  in  their  own  daring  1    Whe- 
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ther  by  sudden  bursts  of  prodigality,  that 
left  their  wonted  splendour  in  the  shade;  or, 
by  a  rivalahip  lEor  some  gay  heartless  intri- 
guant^— or  worse,  by  some  arbitrary  stretch  of 
feudal  power.  In  either  casej  the  Count's 
extravagance,  his  boldness,  and.  presumption! 
left  little  chanee  of  fi^lure.  Not  that  he 
cared  for  the  triumph  for  itself;  his  object 
was  to  crush  and  mortify, — and  the  prize  of 
the  hottest  contest  was  thrpwa  away  as  soon 
as  won,  with  the  indifference  of  the  school- 
boy, who  tramples  on  the  hunted  biit^rfly. 

This  he  might  term  that  flattering  vice, 
the  Demon,  feigned  a  virtue,  VPride!'— • 
but  no, — it  was  rather  the  overflowing 
bitterness  of  a  heart  rankling  from  the 
scourge  of  scorn;  and  ready  at  any  des* 
perate  chance  to  cast  a  portion  of  its  load 
on  other  men.  There  was  no  less  a  sense  of 
injury,  and  a  too  natwal  thirst  of  ven* 
gance ;  for  Montrano  felt  that  an  adverse 
fate    had    driven     him    from    the    peaceful 
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shores  of  happiness,   and  that  his  compeers 
in   rank    and   fortune,  instead    of  stretching 
out  an  aiding  hand,  had  lit  ftilae  &e8  to  lure 
him  on  to  wreck  and  Tuin  I    It  vrsA   a  joy, 
that  these    at  last  had  felt  and  feared  his 
power  !  h  was  no  less  a  joy,  to  vex  them  as 
a  marvel  !-^'ft>r  strange  past  thotrght,  the  once 
demised   and  beggared  Mootrano  seemed  to 
have  gold  at  wiHI^-His  ftimily  palaz2o   at 
Rome  had  past  into  other  hands;  his  ample 
estates  in  TdscaBy  and  in  Sicily  were  mort- 
gaged past  their  value,  and  his  very  pictures 
graced  the  cabinets  of  foreign  Princes.    All 
tins  was  true^-*«-and  yet  among  the  ancient 
noblesse  of  Italy,  for  vice  or  pleasure,  none 
could  outbid  or  dare  the  lonely  churl  Mon- 
trano!     Did  he  gamble  deeply,  and  win  un- 
feirly?--or,  had'  he  ventured   still  more  dis* 
graceful  chances   on   the  road  to  riches?— r 
These   were   questions  asked  with  vindictive 
curiosity;    guessed  at,   bnt    never  answered* 
Month  after  month  he  was  absent,  and  none 
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knew  whither  he  had  gone !  and  then  he  re- 
appeared as  suddenly ;  at  Rome,  or  at  Milan, 
at  Naples,  or  at  Venice,  as  it  might  aeem, 
in  mere  caprice.  His  followers,  few  and 
trasty,  were  ever  at  his  side ;  and  he  seemed 
to  haTe  the  charm  of  attaching  men  of  the 
lower  rank  to  a  singular  extent ;  but  this, 
as  the  Cknint  avoided  politics,  was  little 
thought  of. 

Such  was  Montrano, — as  he  had  been 
moulded  by,  and  appeared  to  the  society  he 
affected  to  be  free  from,  and  to  despise :  but 
to  himself,  he  had  another  nature  ;--and  so 
has  every  man ;  we  none  of  us  are  what  we 
seem ! — ^a  Prince  will  suck  a  grape  with  plea- 
sure, neither  more  nor  less,  than  feels  a 
B^gar;  and  Montrano*s  real  objects,  and  in- 
dividual enjoyments,  were  little  else  than 
those  which,  in  different  d^iees,  and  dif- 
ferent shapes,  make  children  of  us  all.  To 
cast  the  swooping  falcon  on  the  wind,  and 
watch    her   strike   her    fleeting    quarry : — ^to 
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Steer  a  vessel  in  a  dangerona  sea;  or  ride 
where  others  feared  to  follow: — to  thread 
the  mottntain  glens ;  or  gaze  upon  the  canopy 
of  heaven  when  thronged  with  thunder  clouds : 
or  when  the  noon  of  night,  grown  awful 
with  the  silence  of  a  world,  seems  animate 
with  stars  1 — to  shelter  the  oppressed  ;  for 
sternest  natures  (and  his  was  far  from  such) 
haTe  seasons  when  the  heavenly  dews  of  pity 
sink  into  the  breast: — but,  more  than  these, 
Montrano  had  a  heart !— -had  loved  with  a 
devotion  few  can  feel, — yet  fruitlessly ;  and  to 
those  bhghted  hopes  and  seared  aflbctionsi 
more  than  to  his  natnre,  were  to  be  ascribed 
the  errors  of  his  course. 

The  tenderness,  that  should  have  been 
the  balm  and  solace  of  existence,  had  been 
to  him  its  bane;  and  every  recollection  of 
the  past  served  but  to  give  annoyance  to  the 
present  Even  from  the  first,  his  love  had 
been  as  a  flower  sown  on  a  sterile  soil,  it 
could  not  last.     With  a  precocity  of  intellect 
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and  feeling,  even  as  a  boy,  he  had  wooed 
a  woman  rich  in  (he  Bummer  of  her  charms; 
and|  as  a  natural  consequence,  her  smites  of 
indulgent  friendship  soon  faded  in  disdsdn: 
then  followed  the  follies  of  a  desperate  pas- 
sion.    And  then  arose  the  stem  interference 

■ 

that  drove  him  into  exile. 

When  he  returned,  the  dream  of  possible 

r 

delight  that  had  maddened  him  before,  was 
grown  too  real,  but  not  the  less  entrancing ! 
Even  in  the  possession  of  a  rival, — and  as  a 
young  exulting  mother,  she  for  whom  he  had 
pined  so  long,  and  suffered  so  severely,  seemed 
but  the  more  tormentingly  divine !  Her  angel 
smile,  and  eager  looks  of  love,  though  never 
bent  on  him, — and  pure  as  a  Madona's,  shot 
fiery  thrills  of  ecstacy.  through  every  nerve. 
His  musings  in  the  day,  and!  midnight 
thoughts,  became  intoxicating  poison  !  —  all 
that  followed,  another  page  may  tell. — She 
died :  and  in  the  care  of  the  orphan  she  had 
left,   Montrano  found  a  pious  satisfaction : — 
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it  was,— or  at  least  it  seemed,  in  some  degree 
a  slight  atonement;  and  perhaps  the  more 
80,  as  he  had  transferred  .the  infant  to  a 
foreign  shore,  in  strict  obe4ience  to  her  pa- 

rent's  choice. 

.?.  ■♦     -    ^    .,  'i,  ■.        ...  ,  . 

Montrano's  after  life  had  passed  in  the 
pursuit  of  that  perverted,  bad  ambition,  we 
have  before  described ; — until  by  chance,  the 
smothered  volcano  of  bis  breast  was  lit  anew; 
the  picture  of  the  young  Carema,  received 
so  suddenly,,  beamed  on  his  eye  the  full  efful- 
gence  of  her  mother's  charms:*- he  gazed 
and  fainted. 

The  swoon  was  past; — and  as  he  looked 
again,  the  burning  tears  of  passion  scorched  his 
cheeks  like  molten  lava,  his  brain  and  heart 
were  all  on  fire  I — that  accident  had  given 
him  back  the  chance  of  bliss  that  Destiny 
had  seemed  before  to  cancel;  and  a  wild 
ecstatic, — an  innocent  hope,  shot  swift  as 
flashing  lightning  through  every  vein! — ^The 
interval  between  the  first  and  second   vision 
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vf  ddiigiit  appeared  but  as  a  point,  a  blank 
in  being:  youth  eeemed  to  glow  again!  and 
the  strong  hope,  in  its  own  zeal  resistless! 
promised  that  all  things  might  be  pos* 
sible. 

This  tuBiult  of  emotion,  Mrhich  we  hare 
ao  inadequately  attempted  to  portray,  had 
aabsided;  and,  with  a  pregnant  biain,  Mon^ 
trano  had  already  shaped  out  drcamstances, 
which,  as  he  &ndly  koped,  would  eventually 
acfaieTe  the  reaUzation  of  all  that  his  ardent 
imagination  promised:-— in  a  word,  he  was 
now  grown  calm,  self-satisfied,  and  full  of 
ooafidence. 

^'Fvixello^  aia  the  Maltese  artisans  fully 
instmcted  in  my  wtshes:— remember,  that 
the  gilding  must  eqoai  all  that  fancy  can 
iuTmit, — no  matter  for  the  cost.  The  artificial 
moonlight,  with  the  misty  Jbuntain  and  the 
bath,  are  more  than  beautiful  i  they  are 
worthy  of  the  Turkish  paradise.— -Ah,  bat 
well  thought  of; — ^these  must  join  the  chamt- 
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ber;-— say  }>j  a  oonservatory,  <X)if«rod  with 
unbeMmted  glass: — a  marble  pav^ement 
domi  the  centre,  white  as  glistening  snow, 
with  verdant  mossy  banks,  all  fiUed  with 
blooming  plasts,  and  here  and  diere  choice 
stetnes;  soft  melting  forms  of  faeanty,  sncfa 
as  jomig  poets  &ney  when  they  loire!  This 
may  be  diffieuh,  but  still  it  mnst  be  done."— 
The  arehfltect  may  carry  oat  the  necessary 
projection  ov«r  the  platform  of  the  eastern 
rampart.  The  carved  foliage  and  chinar 
painted  floweosy  that  wreath  around  and 
oanopy  the  laige  Venetian  mirrors,  are  finished 
to  the  life,  and  cheat  the  senses!  Til  have 
them  scented  with  such  subtle  odours,  as 
may  provoke  the  thirst  of  pleasure!— wild, 
insatiate  pleasure!  The  aerial  music,  too, 
is  well  devised;  touch  but  a  spring,  and 
heav^y  melodies  awake  i  Thus  much  is 
well;  but,  above  all,  is  due  precaution  taken 
that  these  artisans  have  no  idea  of  oar  lo- 
cality, in  this  wild  nook  of  the  Apennines  ? 
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Have  you  prevented  all  access  to  this  side 
of  the  Castello? — ^for,  but  a  single  glance  of 
yonder  heaving  ocean,  and  of  the  neighbouring 
shore,  would  tell  our  secret" 

'^  Your  Excellenza's  orders  have  been 
most  carefully  fulfilled ;  the  trusty  muleteers 
that  brought  them  hither,  travelled  by  night, 
and  by  the  more  unknown  and  solitary  moun* 
tain  tracts; — and  since    their  sojonm  *here, 

they  have  seen  no  more  than  the  inside  walls 

•  ♦  .  :    '    - 

of  the  Castello/' 

•.  .'•  -'-  "     '. 

'^  It  is  well:   and  yet,  Fazzellp,  I^  could 

ft 

wish  that  they  were  safely  hence !  But  let 
that  rest :  —  I  shall  have  busiiiess  for  you 
at  Palermo;  if  all  speeds  well,  a  guest  will 
soon  arrive: — ^but,  no;  Til  speak  of  that 
again,  hook  to  the  mews, — ^the  falcons  miss 
their  proper  castings;  young  Marco  is  grown 
careless  of  his  charge.— The  last  new  pur- 

*  - 

chase.  White  Juno,  from  the  Alps,  is  vilely 
haggard! — let  them  see  Uiat  she  sleeps  npt 
night   nor   day;    111   have   her   tamed,  and 
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suddenly  !  —  trained  to  the  fist ;  to  answer 
to  the   call,  even  from    her  pride  of  place, 

her  highest  pitch,  ready  and  forward  as  a 
spaniel. — ^A  glorious  bird  that  Juno,  and  one 
to  add  a  grace  to  Beauty's  hand ;  yes,  though 
the  lady  were  a  Queen  1" 

Montrano  paused ;  his  eye  gazed  proudly 
towards  the  clouds,  as  if  the  noble  bird  he 
spoke    of   was  to   be  seen   then   beating  on 
the  wind!    but  soon   his  glance   fell  lower; 
he  started,  and  listened  with  a  deep  anxiety. 
''  Santo  Paolo !— Ah  !— a  flash  on  the  dark 
and  distant  ocean : — ^yes !  the  thunder  follows^ 
rap    on    rap;— by    heaven,    those    guns    are 
shotted  heavily! — ^A  sea-fight,  Fazzello;   but 
as  yeif  the  vessels  lie  too  low  upon  the  oflSng 
for  a  view.    Fetch  me  the  glass.     Poor  boy, 
he  little  thinks  how  much  his  master's  in- 
terest is    involved  in   those  dark  spots  that 
flash  and  crackle  in  the  distance,  as  if  they 
were    the    playthings    of  an    infant's    sport. 
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God  Bend  the  sua  were  down;  Gse  hour  nf 
gloom  might  save  a  Ufiei  I  prize  fiff  dearer 
tbaa  my  owdw'' 

This  ardent  wish  seemed  to  bear  soma 
promise  of  its  own  fulfilment ;  for  already^ 
the  glorious  view,  on  which  Montrano  gazed 
from  that  high  balcony,  waa  giEOwn  more 
lovely  in  the  changing  light  of  closing  dary.. 

Far  in  the  depth  beneath, — ^lay  the  mo6»* 
grown  crags  and  broken  promeotories  of  the 
Calabriaa  coast^ — ^with  here  aoid  there  a  aoftes 
feature  interposed;,  a  woodland  g)en;  and 
further,  a  verdant  hill,  its  side  stiU  mNira 
intensely  green  with  pendant  vines;  and  ita 
bcoad  bvQw  dotted  with  sheep : — and  rising  hk 
a  bold  relief^  and  touched  abotve  with  flaahea 
of  a  golden  sheen,,  the  pracipices  seaward, 
frowned  darkly  in  one  Ivoad  bellt  of  shade; 
except  a  single  rifled  cliffy  crowned  o&  ita 
topmost  ridge  with  the  hoar  ruins  of  an 
ancient   monastery;  on  which  the  light  still 
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rested,  aa  if  it  were  a  beacon.  Beyond, 
aa  if  m  pride  of  eontrast,  the  ocean  beared, 
aU  huninoBS  in  pur|4e  splendour.  Tket» 
dai^LeBtRg  into  green ;  aad  then  bejond, 
stretching  immeBneljr  distant  t^  a  silTery 
offii^  en  whidt  these  fantastic  piles  of  rosy 
clouds  were  resting^  that  in  the  Soath  por* 
tend  a  coming  storm.  On  the  other  side, 
the  sea  shut  in  by  the  Straits  of  M essma, 
and  hurrying  forward  with  a  swift  and  steady 
current,  reflected  on  rts  rippliQs,  deep  gt^ 
nons  tints, — ^from  Tyrian  par|^,  to  flashes 
fierce  antf  dazzling,  as  streams  of  molten 
brass,  when  gushmg-  radiant  frem  the  6<re; 

Immediately  beyond,"— *brT^t  in  reflected' 
light,  and  indenting  the  Kqwd  mmor  on 
wkich^  it  reBle<]^  ynA  a  gvaoefbl  circKng  swe^ 
aroee  the  fortifications' ;  ihe  Pharos,  and  the 
Quay  of  Messina;  a  tfhriying^  city,  with  tiers 
of  lofty  buHdings,  Ae  windows  bnght  with 
the  setting  sun,  as  plates  of  burnished  gold. 
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Tbe  harbanr  dowded  wttk  veiaels,  and  the 
toWB  thnnigBd  nith  palaces  and  cImBohes, 
appeared,  withia;  wfaUe  tfae  Terdaiit  pkins 
of  Sicily  atffitched  oot  aioand;  and  ont  all, 
at  tk^  elevation  of  twelre  tbooflmd  feet, 
crowned  with  a  ecmttet  of  fiama,  the  snow- 
capped Bununit  of  the  mighty  .fitna,  rose  in 
lonely  grandeur  beneath  the  glowing  concave 
of  an  azure  aky. 

The  huee  of  the  land  and  water,  ^^w 
richer  and  deeper,  but  laore  obecure: — suddenly 
a  crimson  shadow  seemed  to  swallow  all! 
and  with  it  came  the  instantaneous  transit 
of  southern  climes  from  day  to  night  The 
rocks  and  mountains  changed  to  a  grayish 
black,-— and  growing  indistinct  in  rising  va- 
pours, now  seemed  but  the  spectral  images 
of  what  they  were  1 — ^The  sobbings  of  a  coming 
breeze  awoke! — it  swept  the  distant  Ocean, 
which  answered  it  with  drifts  of  rising 
spray. 
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Again  Ike  M|iQit  €f  eaimoD  teafrard, 
boomed  fast  and  loud  f  --aad  mmt  Ae  paakad 
and  wiagJike  iaSa  af  a  Xabee  ^eamad  for 
a  laameiit  to  tlM  flaali;-«aa  tnaaifibtly,  but 
ftr  bfffiMid^  a  sldp  appaared^  ao  packed  with 
aail,  tkat  aa  yat  she  aaamed  bat  a  momg 
ckiad  of  caBTaSy  and  dun  aa  a  ahadovr  in 
the  air. 

Montrano  gazed  with  a  breathkes  intereat, 
— lie  kdd  domi  the  glassy  and  toming  deadly 
pale,  he  muttered  to  himself, — 

'<  Tlie  stgnil ! — ^why  do  they  yet  delay  ?*- 
The  signal,  or  sh^  is  loet !  '* 

The  words  seemed  to  hare  passed  inro- 
Inntarily,  and  ezeited  the  wonder  of  Faziello, 
wha  had  viewed  the  whole  as  an  amusement ; 
conndering  the  matter  as  only  one  of  those 
jMfalical  attacks,  so  common  firom  the  bar- 
baresque  vessels  of  the  Mediterranean.  Be** 
fofe  he  had  time  to  think  agun,  a  rocket, 
with  crimson  stars,  was  thrown   up  on  the 

VOL.  II.  D 
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shore  at   the   Cada  De   Volpe,    (the   Fox's 
Tail),  a  promontory  of  thie  Calabrian  coast, 
opposite    to  Pelorasy    in    Sicily,    and    where 
the  Straits  are  most  contracted.     The  Xebec 
altered  her  course,  as  if  in  obedience  to  the 
signal ;    and    presently   she    seemed   as   she 
would  stand  away  for  Malta.    The  night  was 
all  the  while  growing  darker,  and  rapid  scuds 
of  rain  obscured   thie  atmosphere:    the  sails 
of  the   Xebec  were  now  hardly  visible;  and 
as  yet  they  watched, — an  explosion  occurred 
on   board,  from    which    it  might  have  been 
imagined,  that  she  had  blown  up  and  foun- 
dered. 

Such  was  the  conclusion  of  FazzeUo,  but 
-Montrano  continued  to  gaze  as  if  in  expec- 
tation of  her  re-appearance,  and  in  the  course 
of  twenty  minutes,  with  the  advantage  of  the 
height  at  which  they  stood,  the  black  bull 
of  a  ve^el  making  for  Sicily  might  be  dis- 
cerned, far  off  on  the  gloomy  bosom  of  the 
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deep.  She  waa  moving  slowly,  and  toiling 
heavily  v^ith  sweeps  over  the  high  and  broken 
waters,  like  some  vast  struggling  reptile  that 
sought  concealment  amid  the  sunken  rocks 
and  dangerous  eddies  of  that  wild  and 
dreaded  shore. 
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h$M  in  tbe  HuMolaMn  thaa  Clmtw  waj,  .     ^ 

Which  seems  to  aaj, '  Madam,'  I  do  you  hoAour, 
And  while  I  pleaae  to  •tat*',  ^1l  plaia4  to*«i^; 
Could  ataring  win  a  wonun  this  bad  ^^on  her,    , 
But  Laura  could  not  tfaua  he  led  astray  : 
She  had  stood  flra  too  loby^iid  wcHto  hog^lik.  ^   ' '    . 
Even  at  this  stranger's  most  outlandish  og}e.'* 

BEPPO,  A  TSVmAN  STOnT. 


At  some  time  preyioos  to  {be  event  hstf rated 
at  the  close  of  the  last  chapter,  and  on  Ifte 
second  evening  after  the  departure  of  Epbrtoln 
for  London,  it  so  happened,  that  just  as 
Mrs.  Hagglestone  had  dismissed  the  tea- 
service,  and  the  two  young  ladfes  had  mar- 
shalled the  board  for  a  game  of  chess,  that 
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that  pattern  of  a  lady's  maid|  the  neat  and 
jaunty  little  Deborah,  infonned  her  miatressy 
m  a  half  whi^r,  that  a  ^  strange  "  gentle- 
man requested  an  interview. 

*^  I  pray  thee,  child,  be  more  expiicit;— in 
what  dost  thou  mean  that  he  is  *  strange  V  '* 

''He  is  'stvange-  in  many  ways,  if  you 
please.  Ma'am*** 

^'It  doftb  not  please  me  in  any  way, 
Deborah  ^-^nevertheless,  thou  mayst  inform 
him,  lliat  the  Master  is  from  home ;«— and 
that  he  is  requested  to  communicate  the 
matter  of  hia  thoughts^  by  letter,  in  the  mom<^ 
ing. — Dost  thou  imderstand? — Why  doth  the 
maiden  loiter?" 

3ut  Deborah  did  loiter :— -and  still  more 
iprovoking,  she  blushed  and  spoke  not; — a 
«agle;p^q»  towards  the  door  was  however 
an  ^  ample  apology.  .  The  circumspect  Jemima 
looked  the  same  way  too^  and  there  with 
eyies  that  seemed  to   analyze   her   soul  and 
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body  at  a  glance !  stood  the  unknown  in* 
truderi  leaning  on  a  thick  holly  staff,  and 
evidently  possessed  of  that  dare-all  I — devil- 
may-care  nonchalance,  that  no  inhabitant  of 
a  petticoat  was  ever  bom,  to  overawe. 

The  fair  Quakeress  felt  the  futility  of  any 
such  vain*floriou8  attempt,  with  the  in- 
stinctive readiness  of  her  sex;  and  dismiss- 
ing the  look  of  offended  delicacy,  which  had 
before  darkened  her  beauty  with  a  frown,  she 
looked  straight  down  her  nose,  with  that 
apathetic,  sleep-like  passive  endurance,  that 
seems  to  deiy  misfortune  by  a  sort  of  moral 
tortoise-shell  of  insensibility. — Now,  we  may 
observe,  en  passant,  that  our  gentle  friend, 
Jemima^  had  often  felt  the  value  of  this  ne- 
gative kind  of  resistances-hut  now  it  availed 
her  nothing,  for  she  had  not  time  to  raise 
her  eyes  with  that  look  of  calm  inquiry, 
with  which  she  intended  to  become  the  as- 
sailant, before  her  rising  resolution  was  routed 
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by  a  loud  aod  smacking  kiss,  that  closed 
upon  her  lips,  with  a  most  patriarohal  aad 
resistless  unction. 

Surprised  beycmd  measure,  but  not  know- 
ing how  fiir  it  might  be  'judicious'  to  be 
absolutely  offended,  the  retreating  Jemima 
▼iewed  the  stranger  with  a  scrutiny  as  search- 
ing as  his  own. 

The  personage  before  her  was  in  the  out* 
ward  man  a  Quaker;— and  one  clothed  in 
garments  of  a  most  outlandish  cut  and  tez* 
ture.  To  sketch  him  with  a  few  touches,' 
broad  and  brief; — fitncy  a  wide-brimmed  stmw 
hat — yes,  one  of  extreme  amplitude,  and 
shading  a  countenance  full  of  a  keen  intelli- 
gence, and  afauost  of  an  oliye  brown.  A 
straight  out  eoat  of  a  light  drab  fustian ;  a 
flapped  waistcoat,  with  breeches  and  leggings, 
en  Mft/<,--'-each  garment  all  loose  and  wrinkled, 
as  if  the  form  they  covered  was  sun-shrunk 
from  beneath  them.  Add  to  these,  white 
cotton   gloves,   and   the   sturdy  sts^  before 
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meQtioDed,  and  you  hare  before  you  the  es^ 
ternals  pf  a  Quaker  Qewly  imported  frooi  (the 
back-woods  of  Aoierica. 

'^Si&ter,  may  the  eommendation  pi  the 
Elders  rest  on  thee  and  thine  I— Verily,,  oor 
brother  Ephraim  hath  been  wise  in  his  (gene- 
ration, to  cull  so  aweet  a  floweret  aa.  tfa^rs^Af* 
Thou  .  art  Uooining^  yea, — I  da  affirm  it, 
as  tbe  rose  of  Sharon  f  and  these  JQjU^ 
damsels  too,  stand  as  sister  buds^.  in  fthw 
rirgin  sweetness  at  thy  side! — ^Verily^-r-ihe 
'kiss  of  peace'  shall  no  less  be  vouchsafed 
unto  them  :-*yea !  — for  my  heart  yoemeth 
with  the  bonds  of  a  lawful  aflfection :-— oay» 
do  they  refuse ! — ^Then  will  I  *  constn^Ui'  for 
is  it  not  written,  that  'women'  sboul^  be 
'  obedient'— and,  ''  from  him  that  asketh,  tam 
not  thou  aside?" 

Very  properly  offended  at  the  misapplioa- 
tion  of  the  scriptural  passage,  and  somewhat 
suspicious,  that  tbe  salutation  so  liberally 
bestowed,  was  in  each  instance  more  warm 
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than  apostolic,  the  discreet  Mrs.  Hagglesione 
Irad  just  drawn  ia-  a  deep  breath,  to  give 
the  greater  emphasis  to  her  intended  rebuke, 
when  she  was  again  interrupted  by  her  trans* 
aHanfic  visitor. 

^^I  pray  thee,  be  not  tionbled, — I  doubt 
not  of  l!he  cordiality  of  tiiy  welcome;  no, 
▼crily,— Hind  to  show  the  *^  reciprocal! ty'  of 
mine  'own  feelmgs,  I  will  deport  myself  as 
if'iito^ther  in' mine  own  habitation, — ^yea, 
and~la1ce  a  seat  eVen^  here  at  thy  side,  sister 
Hagglestone.*^ 

'  '*' A*  thou  'mayst  perceive,  I  am  but  just 
arrived  fh>m  beyond  sea';  yet,  thou  wilt  be 
delighted  to  learn,  that  in  the  interval,  short 
as  it  hath  been'  since  my  landing  at  the  port 
of  Ix>iidon,  1  have  met  with  mine  'old  com- 
panion,' thy  worthy  husband! — Sweet,  let  me 
tell  thee,  were  the  communings  of  our  spirits 
ccmceming  the  days  that  are  long  past; 
when  '  We  were  both,  —  thou  must  know, 
overmuch  beset  with  youthful  temptations: — 

d2 
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exceedingly  too,  was  I  interested  ts  to  all 
the  particulars  of  his  espousals."— Poor  Je- 
mima blushed,  and  looked  aside. 

''Verily,  thy  cheeks  are  as  blooming  as 
the  blossoms  of  the  spring ;-— mine  old  !a* 
miliar  friend  hath  found  a  treasure ! — yea, 
hath  he,  sweeter  than  honey  or  the  honey 
comb !  ''—•The  blushes  of  poor  Jemima  grew 
still  deeper. 

''Come,  come,  I  do  aver,  that  tliou  art 
modest  overmuch  !-*^we  will  change  the  sub- 
ject.— I  have  something  to  communicate,  dost 
thou  know  ;  —  something  particular  tbr  thy 
private  ear; — ^that  is,  so  soon  as  these  fair 
maidens  will  kindly  vouchsafe  an  opportu- 
nity/' 

To  Jemima's  mortification  and  infinite 
surprise,  all  her  dumb-show  to  the  contrary 
was  lost  on  Carema,  and  equally  on  Madalena, 
as  both  slipt  silently  from  the  room  at  the 
stranger's  first  hint. 

"  Yea,    he    hath    told    me    of    the    one 
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who  18  as  a  stray  lambkin  in  thy  fold; 
aad  bdold,  it  is  even  she,  of  whom  I 
would  speak.  Thy  husband  hath  had  a  new 
light  on  the  subject  of  her  departure;  and, 
dost  ihou  know,  that  he  is  oow  minded, 
that  she  should  forthwith  embark:— yea,  at 
oneei — ^fbr  he  hath  learnt  that  a  Sicilian 
vessel  eren  now  ofereth  a  conrenience  for 
die  Toyage. 

*^  I  have  business  also  in  that  land  of 
vanities,  that  m^i  call  ^  the  garden  of  the 
world,'^-and  to  satisfy  thy  husband's  mind, 
I  will  proceed  thither  direct,  so  that  the 
young  maid  may  have  all  suitable  protection 
while  among  strangers,  and  sailing  on  the 
bosom  of  die  deep  waters. 

^'  Now,  in  obedience  to  this,  thy  husband's 
wish,  it  will  be  well  for  thee  to  be  sudden 
in  preparation: — we  should  be  ready!  for, 
as  thou  heazest,  the  sailing  of  the  ship  may 
be  speedy." 

Surely   there   will   be   time   for  me   to 
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write  to»  Londhop,'  ftiid  to  learn  my  dear 
Ephraim's  ovm  lluiiigktB,  ^ander  bis  own 
hand/ — I  shall  need  that  testimony;  aad--*^" 

''  OKmbil»0  it  will  be  weU  to  writei"— 
A  momeutavy  imiile  hovcMd  on  the  stiaiigBr's 
lip. 

"  Yea,  it  will  be  well,*— yeiy  wettt>— bat 
still  thou  must  not.  d^y  to  pnepaito :  -^  I 
perceive  that  Garema  Danrieyiis 'Wa&ki^(<fB 
the  lawn  without,  and- 1  wiUiaq^aetfiinstraot 
ber  aa  to  ^thy'  determinatioB;'' '       .j/ii 

To  the  doubi»ag»  balf<fffigfatened  Jemima^ 
this  was  indeed  nml  ^npin^^^hai  before  jd^ 
could  in  any  way  ptevfant  it^  the  stiainger 
had  strode  over  the  low  windowteiU^  aad  'tbe 
mischief,  if  such  it  was  toi  pcoi^  wait  fnUy 
accomplished. 

At  a  farther  interview^,  the  efforts  of 
Mrs.  Hagglestone  to  inTestigate  tbe  chBtacter 
of  her  self-obUruded  visitor,  were  strangely 
met  with  a  moat  provdking  candour  ^^^He 
gave  her  his  name,  and  then  described  his 
avocations,  both  in  the   new   world    and    in 
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the  old,  with  an  endless  poofixiiy  of  detail, 
that  really'  eeemed  toa  dull  to-  be  any  thing 
bat  tme. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  prepamtions  of 
Caiema  and  of  Madalena  w«re  bo  promptly 
made,  that  their  departure,  even  within  a 
few  homrv,  might  have  been  aocompIiBhed; 
and  the  letter  of  Mrs.  Haggle»tone  to  her 
spoQse  IB  town  was  flaid  by  both  to  be  a 
most'  nnneeeasary  precauticHi. 

Having  thus  thrown  all  parties  on  the 
qui  vhk  «t  Hxe  eottage,  the  stranger  saun- 
tered: through  the  streets  of  Bristol,  appa- 
rent-regardless  of  the  ridicule  diat  the 
qaaibtaesaefiiia  iPenasylvanian  garb  excited; 
— indeed,  his  large  green  goggles,  alias 
spectacles,  were  scarcely  ever  turned  to  the 
right  or '  to  '  the  left,  and  no  man  could 
be  said  to  fioUow  hia  nose  with  a  more 
dogged  and  selff*absorbed  pertmacity.  At 
leagdi  (his  walk  ending  in  a  blind  alley, 
brought  htm  !to  th^  door  of  one  of  those 
low  Pot-houseSy-^that  not  all  the  Temperance 
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Societies  in  ChmtoidoiB  will  ever  eradicate 
from  our  sea-ports. 

Of  all  boozing  snuggeries,  the  Leatha-a 
Jack  was  the  favorite  resort  of  the  confirmed 
tipplers.  Out  of  sight,  sly,  and  quiet,  it  had 
all  the  qualities  that  such  gentlemen  covet; 
and,  if  not  sorely  slandered,  it  presented 
facilities,  equally  seductive^  to  spirits  of  a 
bidder  stamp ;  and  for  whose  convenience, 
it  was  whispered,  that  the  cellars  had  been 
barricadoed, — and  a  new  door-way  cut  through 
the  back  wall  on  the  other  side  of  the  pre- 
mises ;  so  that  those  who  had  no  particular 
desire  to  face  an  unexpected  visitor  might 
slip  out  of  the  way  unnoticed. 

On  the  whole,  it  was  certainly  a  singular 
choice  for  so  '  serious '  a  character  as  a 
Quaker,  and  the  little  simpering  slattern  of  a 
bar-maid  thought  so  too,— as,  ia  her  surprise, 
she  foigot  the  accustomed  leer  as  he  passed 
her  at  the  engine.  The  lower  apartment, 
Uackened,  and  still  reeking  with  the  smoke 
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of  tobacco,  presented  a  strange  medley  in 
the  groups  of  foreign  sailors  and  rough 
artisans  with  which  it  was  crowded*  Drink- 
i^g#  quarrellingy  singing,  and  vociferating,  in 
all  the  confusion  of  a  second  Babel,  the 
noise  they  made  might  have  stunned  old 
Vulcan  at  his  forge  i  but  they  caught  not 
a  glance  from  the  stranger,  who  passed 
onward  through  a  dark  passage  with  what 
might  seem  an  odd  and  somewhat  suspicious 
fiuniliarity  with  the  place. 

Having  ascended  the  creaking  and  rat- 
gnawed  stairs  at  the  farther  end,  he  kicked 
open  the  door  of  ''  The  Oaken  Chamber,"  as 
the  chief  room  of  the  house  was  called, 
and  threw  himself  sans  ceremonie  into  the 
large  padded  chair  which,  on  high  occaaionsi 
was  assigned  to  the  spokesman  of  a  meeting 
or  the  president  of  a  club. 

Hitherward,  we  must  observe,  that  he  had 
been  silently  followed  by  the  landlord,  one 
of  those    sharp-nosed,    round,    bull-headed> 
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little  forwatd  iSdloWs,  ^om  it  would  be  a 
loxuiy  to  kicky  were  lliey  urortb  the  trouble, 
—end  who^  ilow  viewed"  bid  solemn  gu^  With' 
the  mdlicicfud  impatience  of  a  bungry  wolf,'  ' 

"Ah!  Timothy  Tomkiny,  I  know" thee 
of  oMt-^Thou  art  a  publican  iahd  a  sin- 
ner!*'  ^'        '*    "      '       •'-■'/- 

The  fellow  started  and  '  stared  ta  oh<^ 
awakened  from  a  dream.  It'  wt&  Very  itniii^el 
but  the  voice  seemed  as  familiar  au'd  w^Tt 
known,— as  the  persdn  of  the  ^eak^  Wai 
the  reverse.  '' 

<M  tell  thee,  Tbmkins,  that  thy^back- 
slidings,  thy  tricks,  and  thy  knaveries,  ixiay 
bring  thee  into  trouble  unawares.'^ 

Timothy  scratched  his  hea'd  with  a  doleful 
consciousness,  for  he  had  hinltelf  too,  often 
thought  the  very  same  thing. 

"Yea!  Timothy;— therefore  get  thee  gone, 
and  inform  the  Turkish  man  whom  I  noticed 
to  be  sleeping  in  a  chair  in  the  bar  betow, 
that  a  friend  awaits  him  here/' 
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aqyi  stjU.,  moie.  leluc^ipt  .ij(^  TjfDpth.^  to 
witti^Y^w  on  bi«  rc^tain .  witlVr  (jh^.  .perscoL 
desQiilifyl;  ind^ec^  iiccmtp«ft^  ^s  he  wa^  to. 
o^drfoulTStt^diy  ecceDtriqitiea  of  eirc«iBstaDce 
and  of!  geiaoii^  the  present  affiur  -was  more 
mysterious  than  he  liked.  The  Quaker's 
▼Qju^  |;p0;;  ^ipfL  thrilled  on  his  nenres  like  a 
strol^e  .of.,  el/ectricity ; — ^it  seemed  as  some- 
t^gijth^t.he  had  an  instinct  both  to  obey 
and  fefir^p^and  Jhie  qursed  the  creaking  stairs 
on  his  descent,  as  their  lack  of  sound 
wo^ld*  h^T^  betpByed  him  i  had  he  paused  to 
liftep. 

**  Well,  BiTj  we  meet  again ;"  said  the 
8um;)oa^.Qiiak^9  as  taking  off  his  chapeau 
dt  p^Ue,.  with  the  fictitious  gray  locks 
appended  to  the  inside  of  its  brim,  he  pitched 
it  to  the  other  end  of  the  apartment,  and 
after  a  hearty  laugh,  re-seated  himself  in  the 
chair  of  state. : 

''We  will  order  a  stoup  of  wine;    but 
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first  let  me  congratulate  you  on  your  safe 
passage  tfarough  the  streets;  you  are  now 
out  of  danger,  or  nearly  so.  My  own 
masquerading,  too^  has  been  most  succeasfui. 
I  will  rely  on  this  disguise,  Sir,  let  the 
emergency  be  what  it  may.-^Faith,  it  is  so 
complete,  that  even  our  roguish  host,  old 
Timothy,  whom  I  have  known  far  longer 
than  I  could  have  wiehed,  was  utterly  at 
fault 

^'  Another  day,  and  all  will  be  well ; 
but,  in  the  mean  time,  there  is  a  little 
matter  to  be  attended  to,  and  which  happens 
to  be  so  amusing,  that  I  am  sorry  that  the 
peril  and  the  honour  must  be  aH  my  own. — 
Would  you  believe  it.  Sir ;  I  shall  elope 
with  a  lady,  to  whom  I  am  in  every  srase  a 
stranger,  of  hardly  two  hours'  acquaintance, 
and,  of  course,  with  her  own  consent?" 

''  I  have  seen  toa  many  of  your  marvels 
to  doubt  of  your  success.  Captain  Anselmo; 
but   permit    me    to    say,    that    I    am    half 
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afraid  that  I  have  followed  your  advice  too 
&r  for  my  owa:--*the  £iict  of  my  having 
kept  out  of  the  way  of  the  warraot  that 
has  heen  issued  so  long,  may  be  construed 
as  a  proof  of  guilt,  and  tell  awkwardly 
another  day : — I  am  half  inclined  to  dare 
their  malice,  and  surrender." 

''  If  you  do,  pray  take  a  halter  ready 
spliced  in  your  pocket;  for  your  execution 
would  be  as  certain  as  your  present  exist* 
ence. — No!  Sir; — ^your  only  chance  iar  hope 
or  life, — ^is  to  get  out  of  the  kingdom  quietly 
and  quickly !— Thank  Heaven,  we  shall  both 
of  us  have  a  chance  to-morrow.** 

**  But  the  Lady,  Captain ; — I  hope  that 
the  enterprise  you  speak  of  is  as  it  should 
be,  all  <  honourable '  and  <  fair  V  " 

^"Fair'  and  'honourable'  are  high  and 
sounding  words,  Sir;  but,  as  the  world  wags, 
unfortunately  they  are  little  more  than  sound. 
-—He  who  woos  a  woman,  must  too  often 
play  false  to  win  her ;— the  gay  little  darlings 
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are  ofaeated  into'  ne^wk^  bb  geldfioc^  us 
Inmck  inAo  ^cage%'*4«^vhen  tHenttidves  gram 
giddy  iriifa .  ilia  Ymp^  of  pleasdra«?'  i 

5^  Bodily  flficBta '  to  .comidct  it  nec^ssaiy 
Ibftt  «noiB«B  "^kfiflild  be  kept  in  a  Uiflsfiil 
ignorailoe ^  of ' all  the.  nperities  and  iQoghflr 
ttami)  of  lidminitj-,  and  yet  itjccEpeotB  -her  to 
oombat  ikad  to  tri«B])iL  ovter.  dftffioidtios  and 
daogeis,  that  iwly  an  ealaifpcd  and^olid  Juumr 
ledge  can  arm  her  to  reMat^^— -The  bypoqriay 
aad  iuaiAGefity,  on  tbo  abe  side  and  Ton  the 
otberi  are  bat  the  natuml  prpdactB  of.ibe 
fiirt  deoeit;  and  it  ia  ban),  to  say,  if  tHne 
aaaumed  aoftoesa  and* insipid  (HvoUty •  ^bich 
are  deemied  the  (mkf  iQeeiwevfit.  to  offer  in 
a  ItMly'a  baudaitf  aie  tbef  moce  debasing  .to 
the  one  aex  thao  eoQtemptiioiia^  of  the  jOt]bef; 
A  woman  beeomee  the  bortored  toy  jof  iasbion ; 
-•-and  tho  maak  of  a '  fiJae  gft^miing  delicac¥*' 
in^NMMd  on  all  that  would  approach  her,i  ao 
effis^uaUy  repreaaea  the  ftank  and  raptivppua 
fertour  of  a  manly  paaaioD^  tb^t  the  beartr 
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ham  UfHot^^^iiie  Miffid^  fitftiiie-liBiiter,~ 
and  the  iwd  loTei^r«*«toBd  but  ^m  dtfiiBl 
chance.  Taught:  to  tepMsa:  allnttinral  im* 
pub^  and  uBiUe.  to  .pea&tmte  the  ^eH  of 
ddeeii  spread  out'  before  ^hmif*  wke  ohoona, 
asfrnpricse  or  the-  loleraBted  vieiva  of  those 
ahmnfl  her rmay  tiaeb  iheur  to  dictate ;  aad 
Uw  k*  ^efl^ected.to  'hoflmir  and  obej'  the 
HMUV-^iriimA  it  may  be  !iiiiitoaible^  tovkm^ 

'  '^^  Lei  the  galled 'jade  wince  T^-^yoa  apeak 
BO  feblingfrf,  thtt '  <SM  wotdd  ftaeyy  Captoiiii 
tMt  you  sp^ai'  «rp0rtiiieislii%,  and  havit 
fteen  d^ced)^  j9ted  by  iome  bright  Oyno- 
eoi^  «tf  Murtiy  eyes.  B«t»  after  all,  ie  not 
ibie  Faabidti,-^-4>flgbekr  or  idol,  call  it  which 
you  int\i  innocem  of  half  ^e  mkchief  dmrged 
upon  rt  f ^^  By  midring  simpletona  oonapi* 
cXktfuMf  it  renders  them  atnnsing ;  and  teally , 
4f  piMi^le  }aek.aen&to>  any  guide  is  better  than 
liooier^^^he  ^tame  ie  come,  or  near  at  hand^ 
y/AMi  Sapi^aMcy  of  Mintl  wilt  fear  no  trea« 


70  THE  PICAEOOK. 

son  from  the  tinselled  stalkin^-horee  of 
men-milliners,  tailors,  and  dancing-masters. 
'  Fashion/— -faugh  !— *But,  after  all,  CaptBon, 
how  bean  this  digression  on  the  point  at 
issue  V 

''  No  fisrther  than  that  it  may  apologise 
for  the  little  deceit  to  which  I  have  be- 
come a  party  :-Hreally,  the  girl  is  so  divine 
a  creature,  that  it  seems  a  saciilege  to 
'  cheat  her,'  even  into  happiness :— ^nd  then 
the  chance  x>f  the  revise !'' 

''  I  fear.  Captain,  tiiere  is  more  of  mis- 
chief in  this  mystery  than  you  infier.  Posi- 
tively, the  love  of  Desdemona  for  the  Moor 
was  not  lialf  so  strange  as  the  toleration 
of  any  thing  feminine  for  such  a  quaint 
mcmstrosity  as  your  yankee  gmrb  presents." 

"  I  can  but  imagine   the  amusement  of  - 
Carema   Damley,  if  she  had  but  caught   a 
.glimpse  of    such    an   upright  rhinoceros; — 
it   were   enough    to  chann   the  Fates  from 
their  purpose,  and  win  Melp<Mneae  to  smiles !'' 
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it 


These  poetieal  heroiies  are  sadly  thfown 
away.  Sir!— ^Mlss  Damley  is  too  much  in- 
terested in  the  well  being  of  yoar  humble 
servant,  to  e^bit  the  lerity  y6a  speak  of/' 

"  What  say  you,  my  good  Sir,  when  I 
aflSnn  that  she  will  be  with  n^  far  away, 
and  rocked  by  the  briny  billows,  within 
forty-eight  honra  at  the  most/' 

"  Impossible  I  "  -^  said  Blandford,  half 
choked  witii  the  sickening  emotion  that 
chilled  his  heart  at  the  mere  idea  of  sach 
a  consummation. 

"  fmpossiWe !" 

"  Nay,  you  shall  witn^  the  miracle, 
if  you  will!  and,  what  is  more,  you  shall 
assist  in  its  fulfilment" 

A  moment's  reflection  had  enabled  Bland- 
ford  to  restrain  the  indignation  that  flashed 
upon  his  mind  ;  so  fiir,  at  least,  as  to  pre- 
vent its  being  noticed  by  his  companion ; — 
and  11  few  leading  questions,  cautiously  ad- 
vanced,   soon  so  iar   unfolded   the   subject, 
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•8  to  show  hmm  Attfc  Anadmo  nas  merely 
acting  the  part  of  an  agent  m  the  aflhir ; 
bat  die  infiMrmataeii  tliat  felkmad  waa  <d  a 
QBtiire  to  excite  fediagpi  of  alarm  iar  b^ 
yoa^.  bi&  £Nmer  feara» 

la  speeking  of  die  Ckmnt  Montnoo,  the 
ItaUan  had  aketohed  the  onUinea  of  his 
oba^faoter  with  a  Tague  and  gwudad  ddt- 
eacy,  that  seemed  to  imply  a  degne  of 
mental  reservatiim  that  filled  BkwUbid  with 
a  thousand  dark  suspicions.  The  idea  too^ 
thai  she,  the  bvely  idol  of  his  kqpea  ;  the 
fiuf  enchantressy-^f  whom  hia  pasttoa  was 
half  a  worship!  so  chastened  was  it  with 
that  tenderness,  diat  even  fears  its  own  ex* 
pression  may  offend,*— his  loved,  and  as  yet 
unwooed  Carema! — That  she^  still  fteah  in 
the  un-^unned  charms  of  opening  woman-- 
hood,-— whose  beauty  ripened  into  Unshes 
with  a  look,  and  before  whom  his  swdling 
heart  had  ventuied  not  a  8%h;— •that  she 
should  fall  into   the  snare   of  one   so   wild 
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mi   doublfiil    m  VUMhnoi^-Hir  tbingbt 

't  W«lb  tiiMe  ifllagiiutti#M  onymting  0n  his 
onut^  aMKMgb  Blaadford  Temained  iufi^ 
ciently  himself,  to  nrcid  tfay  hiMtjr  ^xpttth 
«mn  Ikst  migbt'ltave  betrayed  the  uueaBi- 
iMBs  *  thit  gnawed  within,  yet  his  cheek 
Uaachod,  and  his  Hp  quivered ;  until,  at 
lengli^ « to  ^escape  the  tertttfny  which  he 
Mt^lfe'  could  no  longer  me^  with  saftty, 
lie*fei|^Bed  fatigue^  and,  -piXkiv^g  his  head 
with  liia'ami;  affected  to  JSnk  into  a  sleep» 

"Be  ted  noli  been  long  *thus,  before  An- 
sdiBo,  whom  a  fhgitiye  life  had  rendered 
but  too-  fimiliar  with  such  impositions,  ap 
piuaahed  his  side,  exclaiming,  in  a  tone  of 
iU-sttppiessed  anger,-— 

'^  Is  it  tkwr,fiir/— 4luit  you  would  meanly 
impose  on  the  nnm  who  has  periled  his 
life  to  serte  you  ?*--YDiir  emotion  was  before 
selAevident, -^it  passed    unquestioned  ;    but 
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putmt  me  te>  sa]^  ^at  your  anxiety  to  hide 
it  must  of  neeesaiiy  ariae  from  eitber  shame 
or  fear! — and  perhaps  you  will  booour  we 
by  saying^  for  which  of  the  two  you  would 
take  credit  of  your  friends." 

^' Feor  I"*-* repeated  Blandford,  starting 
fp<Mn  his  seat)  and  with  a  look  Qf  fieroe 
defiance^ — 

**  Fear  !''-^'but  in  a  momeat  aftery  as  the 
cause  of  his  uneasiness  recurred  to.  his  me- 
mory^ he  dropped  his  glance  upon  the  ^und, 
while,  in  an  altered  tonei.hie  addedjrr 

"Fear! — yaa,  yon  speak, *to«i.  truly,— 
my  heart  is  aching  with  fearj  but  U  13  the 
fear  that  honour  and  afectiqn.  wanrantyr^ 
the  fear  that  seals  the  fealty  g£  loT^" 

^^  Love  1"  exclaimed .  Anse]l^(OiOj  in  evident 
surprise.  *--"  What,  is  it  ppssible  that  you 
Jk»ye  Miss  Darnley!"  The  oountenaace  tof 
Abe.  Italian  changed,  and,  with  a  smile  of 
generous    wannth,    h^    had   advanced    with 


6pen  hioid  -  t^wwdn  Fftnfcy  aa^  one  mfaoQt 
fi^' <^ii^   iL-iatfomv  wbte   «tDppuig  afaort, 

^  I   ili<)g^'  too   hastily  j^^your  >.pa8Bi<Niy 
perhaps,  is  not  as  yet  declared  V 

ff'lHo^  ndt  declare y^'^rei^nded  Bland- 
ford;  -with'  a  mlsgrnng  oonscioumiefla,-^ 
"but"— 

•i.  «f  Sir  ) — ^itttomipted  the  Italian/— <'  in 
^leve^'  add'^wu^/  taen  inist  to  dftetiiiy>— 
h«td^^^ou  diedliu^^  and  been  accepted,  I 
would  iiaVe  ^^o^iSMid  your  ri^t  to  inter- 
fere-'^ ^bilt^  as'H^'is,  Mbs  Dorniey  *  is/  and 
sKaH  be/'<  fre^'  ad  tfie  birds  of  heaven! 
in-^fohfarditig  the  ViMrs  bf  Count  Mon- 
trano,  #bc^  teus '  a  'clmn '  to  her  obedience, 
I  ' « tahd  I '  ul^i6ipea6hed'  t  %nd  permit  me  to 
ohseft^/  that^  wir^  the  case  more  doubtfti], 
still^had  ihd  ^olrtit  with  me  a  iriend^iSk  strong 
right  of  Ad,  l»hicb  it'  w«r#  difficult  lodisaf- 
pdtnt;«-^-^ye0,^vett  if  a  stronger  duty  called, 
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As  it  may  giye.you-  p<{ki;) -  Mr. . Bkoidford, 
I 'grieve;  but  still  M\9$^  Damlcy  musl  em- 
bark, and  you  must  thmfw .  your  hbp&k^  -upon 
the  foturew.'-  .„..    >   • 

''  Not  while  I  hold  t)ie  prterndt  s^THoid^ 
stepping  fivwi^idj  he  :oQBfrtnted  tbeul^yban. 

^*  Noy  Anselmo!— wi^  fitod  /asfii^iUmii 
hand  in  hand,  upon  the'  ledger  gf  tmiM  wiM 
precipice  J-T-if  either  faUei%  lwih.;irbJosi^ 
You  stir  not  fraiB  the.spQf».:9a¥^  j0/jnQr..Q69n^ 
papy  ;-*-attempt  to  elude  m9§s  atfd  Jk  will;  at 
once  surrend^  to  Ae  sutbqriti^>  a^uby-^mr 
peaching  you,  render  Capeina  *mif>!^rr'\^9, 
prison  andc  death,  be.. the- pg^ticm  oC^  tfoth^ 
I  care  not  V*  .    f      -.,.   r, ,     ,  , 

**  Those  whO|  like  meir  h^ve  seen  much 
of  the  first,  are  seldom  fouqd  it^  fear  the 
second :''— said  AnselmOi  drily  ;t>-  •   ^ 

''  But,  methinks  your  threat  implies  a 
personal  restraint,  that  loaust  depend  .  on 
force, — ^if  so,  I  warn  you^  that.t)ie  tend  wiU 
be  futile." 


'^Vo^U^-mk  if  the  opeo  air  may  witnesa 
the  iawifl.r^  "mid  Bkuadfotd^  moving  ha^ly 
towavdt'  the  doot ;  Anaeloto  as  quickly  barred 
the  pasaage^  but,  aa  he  seemed  to  be  unarmedi 
Frank  cloaed  upan  himi  ebd,  having  the 
advmnti^  of  yo«th  and  muaclei  might  have 
forced  the  way,  bat  that  the  Italian  drew  a 
thin  atUdto,  the  aheath  of  which  was  so 
coneealed  in  the  sleeve  of  his  coat,  as  to  have 
escaped  observatioAi  and*  menaced  him  with 
instant  deiitb,  in  a  whisper  so  calm  nnd  icy 
in  its  tone,  that  Frank  let  go  his  hold,  and 
stood  irresolute. 

It  Was  btit  for  an  instant; — at  the  next, 
he  had  hurled  the  large  and  heavy  chair  we 
have  previously  mentioned  at  his  adversary, 
with  so  mtich  force,  that  it  was  shivered  into 
pieces  with  the  concussion.  Prank  knew  no 
more;  fcrCf  pitching  forward  at  the  moment 
of  the  effort,  he  lay  stunned  with  the  fall,  or, 
perchanee,  by  some  blow  dealt  in  return,  he 


.       All.  another  •»  »-  ^de/  co^**' 

-  ^^^  "^ZJ^^^^  -'"^  ^Ta "Seta., 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


"  Hear  yen,  Sir; 

What  is  the  reason  that  j<m  use  me  thus  ? 

I  loTed  yoa  erer ; — hut  it  is  no  matter : 

Let  Hercoles  himself  do  what  he  may. 

The  cat  will  mew,  the  dog  will  hare  his  day.'* 

HAMMT. 


If  the  past  incident  seemed  to  Frank  but 
the  memory  of  a  dream,  the  objects  that 
saluted  his  opening  eyes  had  been  brave 
furniture  for  a  fresh  one. 

He  found  himself  stretched  out  on  a  large 
and  handsome  bed,  which  occupied  the  cham- 
ber in  which  it  stood,  as  completely  as  one 
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pill-box  fills  another  in  a.  set  Small  as  it 
was^  the  room  was  on  every  side,  comer, 
and  cranny,  over-stocked  with  those  peculiar 
articles  that  feminine  taste  would  dictate, 
supposing  the  lady  to  have  a  better  know- 
ledge  of  the  '  substantiak,'  than  of  the  ele- 

gancies  of  life.     A  bottle  of  cherry  br^dy 

■ .'    . -' *  '  « 

on  the  dressing-table,  and  a  glass  yet  im>i8t 

*   .»    -i'  >»  ■ 
with    the    cordial   itself,   gave   evidence    too, 

that  be  she   who   she  might,  she  was  suffi- 

ciently  'practical'  upon  occasion: — ^but  more 

than  these,  a  basket  of  baby-linen,  with  other 

of  those  little   'preparatory*   matters,  which 

are  deemed  essentials  on  events  of  the  deep- 

est    domestic  interest — excited   the  curiosity 


1  •    * 


/    I 


of  Frank  to  the  extent  of  perplexity. 

1 

Where  was  he  ? — and  above  all,^  w^y  wjss 

m 

he  thus  obtruded  on  the  prjvacy ,  of  ,  one 
who  might  so  soon,  so  suddenly,  have  oc^ 
casion  to  eject  him?  The  app^anmpe  of 
every  object,  to  the  coals  and  dry  shtkyings 
in  the  stove,  gave  notice    that   all    was  .on 
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the  Y^ry  tiptoe  of  expectation!— ^nd  yet  he 
remained,  hou^  after  hour,  unvisited^  and  as 
the  doo^  waB  locked,  he  doubted  not  a  pri- 
soner.  Of  windows  there  "^ete  none,  and 
beyond  the  sky-light  griiined  an  iron  grating, 

; 

that  forbad  all  chance  of  egress. 

Frank  had  been  so  long  the  tennis-bail 
of  Fortune,  that  he  needed  little  self-schooling 
to  make  a  virtue  of  necessity ; — and  thus 
finiding  his  headache  increased  to  giddiness, 
on  any  tittempt  to.  rise^  he  took  the  matter 
easy,  lay  quiet  as  a  dormouse,  and  strove  to 
sleep^  with  something  like  a  vision  still  flitting 
between  the  curtains,  of  a  very  lovely  woman , 
who  sipped  the  cherry  bounce  as  the  Israel- 
ites  their  manna,  and  smiling  as  she  sipped, 

•  *  • 

still  looked  unutterable  things. 

"A  Turk!  —  O  mercy  o'  me!  —  I  shall 
never  fancy  the  bed  again ! — Just  think  of 
that,  Mr.  Tomkins.'' 

This  was  said  in  a  tone  half  coaxing, 
half  in  anger. 

£2 
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'*  And  iheil  only  juat  t6  suppoee,**-— 
^  Hush,  Love !— ^e'H  iupplosi  ' jwt'  no- 
thing of  tUe  matter  :^*Turk,  '^  Chri^titn, 
all'd  the  name! — then,  «^  the  farson  sMf4, 
*  all  flesh  h  giasfi/^— and  for  the  -  matter  of 
thaty  he'll  lay  out  aa  haiideonife  a*  €^rpS6 
as  needs  be^— Is  old  JeWdetb  ready  ^r  the 
job?*'  ...  / 

Hie  answer  was  a  sigh^-^-aod  a  sentimenti^ 
whisper,  not  quite  so  atidible ;  but  'Prknk 
caught  enough  to  learn,  thtit  hd  was  consi^ 
dered  either  dead  already;  or  in  H  tiit  way  t6 
be  so,  sans  doute,  and  without  delay. 

**  Oh !  Vd  see  the  Captain  starl  as  a 
skinned  eel  in  a  cold  pasty!  before  I*d  be 
palavered  over  to  bear  the  ohnk  of  'his*  odd 
tricks  after  this  fashion,  Mr.'  Tomkins ! — 
To  think  that  nothing  must  sei^ve  the  turn, 
but  my  best  feather  hed,  and  oridal  chain- 
her!" 

**  Hush,  Love !  don't  you  consider  that 
the  Captain  has   been   the  very  making  of 


the  hoase  i — ^the  rpoi^i  as  you.  k^aWf  is  the 
oply  private  pbce  we  h&Te;r-ftnd  tl|fD^  the 
Gaptain's  aot  to .  be  triJBed  with ;  besid^ 
Vm  half  afraid  thajt  be.  bas  a  .tbree^uarter 
guess  of  our  parti  wilib  Sxmiggleton,  iu  'peacb* 
iug  on  the  Blawzy3es&'' 

<'  HaJ  youV  find  after  ^^  as  I  said, 
Mr.  Tomkinsi  that  you  should  have  laid  the 
Captain  by  the  heels  when  you  had  the 
chanee.  One  of  .these  days,  he  will  just 
leave  you  tO;  dance  .the  '  single-cord  born- 
pipe  '  without  the  footing,  take  my  word  for 
that! — Now  tell  me,  if  you  can,  what  is  to 
be  done  with  this  same  '  gentleman  Turk/ — 
if  so  be  that  he  comes  about?" — eh,  Mr. 
Tomkins 7— tell  me  that!/' 

"What! — why — keep  him  out  of  sight, 
utftf  and  quiet  :"-^so  said  the  Captain, 
looking  all  the  while  as  black  as  thunder, — 
either  with  grief  or  passion ; — ay,  with  rage, 
no  doubt;  for  what  grief  could  he  h^ve  for 
a  Turk  who   had    tried  to  brain   him  as  a 
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batcher  felli  aa  oaci — ^^Out*  ot  agbty  s^e, 
and  quiet." 

'^  Oh  yeSj,^  I  understands^'  chad  mm  tell 
DO  lalea/  His  Turhihi^  has  had  bia.'  doiiey 
oi  I  imagiiia^  awe  enough V9*^favt«  only  tet 
the  hofuse  get  clear  rf'  luihixaj,*  smd  I'll 
hare  a  dcMier  look'  ^at  Jura  jat^-^^anA  Aen, 
if  he  ahouU  hare*  BecQferad'.8t0eiigih^  ito  as 
to  kick  up  a  rmnpmsP-^-   .    ;   •  •  'it    *  '  ^ 

<'Ah'!  and  iriiat  tken/.Mr. /fkanUhs?*' 
inteaupted  ih6«  wife,  •  mth  fltt  eagdMasa^  tfaat 
crinced.  more  humaulx  thte  vmiglit  'harfe 
been  esfnctedfe 

''  Why^tiapeak  lo«er>^m  tam  ihe:  key 
and  keep  him  these  I'-^BIeai^'youe  aimo? 
cent  little  heart,— ^ivhy^  idmtm  |]llie>JiMter 
now?'' 

The-  hoUow .  laagh  that  iUiawed^  laounded 
en  ithe  ear  of  F^lllk^  deathly  ^  as  di^kmtikiH^'^ 
it   betrayed  ithec  nMsKms*  .poiqpbBi  iaiui^b» 
.Wfoteh  bui'-too'ckailyv-  -  i    n. ':: 

FortoMtdy^  with   Ae  >)cnid;  ahndfler  of 
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the 'moment^  Bbndfoid  fbond  that  the  pre- 
yibus  yertigo  had  departed ;  and  he^  resoUed 
to>  etert  estmy-  faonlty  to  effect  hiseadape, 
aU'hopeleiB  aa  it  aeensud*  The<oidy  diaaee 
a8  he  thoof^iWOuU  be  to  cacounter  TonkkinB 
cm  hie.  apfMMHMthr;^  bbt  than  the  .emitciowlt- 
mtiBi  f£*ikUhamk  ^vakneso^  add  that  his  jailer 
would  .  he  aaned,  aeiidtred  thia.'  last  ho^ 
faint  and  desperates 

AttojDOw  ii^.loog  been  aiisntt ;  i  tod  as 
aaJianrtwh  :jPataBe  tsnMred  sasteaaQce^  Frank 
amde  litwnwiih'ia  t^^i^  of  the  <mrdiaL  In 
doing  Ihia,  he-  chaneed  to  obsevvse  aome  jcus 
nf>  preaewMi  on -a.  shelf  at  •hfHid^  and  the 
flitttsoft;  Qonteotai  of  one  of  these  anggeaCad 
a  tiiottght  which'  he  pal  .ht  instant,  ejoeeo- 
tion.  . 

.  f^Yea/^-'viaid  Frank  to  :hiiDftelf,-M.<«'  the 
ttuideDbus  viUaia  shall  hove  ocular  dAuum* 
attatien  tif.-«ait  :he  wiahiaa:"-<-Haiid  aa  he  no- 
ticed hia  own  pale  •  and'  Oada^rana  aspect^ 
«a  refleetad  in  tiie  nritror^  lie' added  ^^iftith ! 
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this  unlucky  blow,  «Ad  the  lottg  fiistiag 
before-baad,  have  made  me  already  but  the 
'  shadow '  of  a  man  !  The  couBtecfeit,  I  eeei 
would  bear  a  doeer  acrutiDy  tham  it  .is  likely 
to  obtain: — he  will  hardly  lock  the  do«r 
upon  a  corpse,  and  if  he  does,  my  resorree- 
tion  would  sufficiaidy  appal  him:— *  thank 
heaven,  I  have  at  least  a  chaned/' 

Thus  saying,  Frank,  having  tbrowp  open 
his  vest,  smeared  over  the  lowee-  part  of 
his  neck  and  breast  with  the  contents  of 
the  jar,^-80  as  to  give  the  appearance  cf  as 
horrible  a  gash  as  ever  a  Coroner  was  called 
to  witness.  His  next  care  was  to  place 
himself  in  a  disordered  attitude  4m  the  bed, 
where  he  lay  on  his  back,  with  his .  head 
depending  over  on  one  side;— ^ and  as  be 
had  also  given  the  sheet  the  appeajrance  of 
being  deeply  stained  with  gore^-^the.  whole 
scene  b(M«  the  aspect  of  a  suicide  of  the 
most  determined  and  revolting  nature. 

^'  The   lo«e    of   life   will    mij&a    us . .  do 
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stfftnge  tbmgs/*  —  taught  Franlc,  as,  on 
hearing  an  apfiroaohing  step,  he  allowed  hia 
neck  to  stretch  painfully  backwards,  and 
fixed  bis  httlfH;lo0ed  eyes  with  the  vacancy 
of  death. 

The  door  0pened,-*and  at  the  moment 
a  long;  wild  shriek,  followed  by  a  heavy 
fall,  gave  FnUik  a  hint  that  it  was  time 
to  commence  the  second  act  of  the  drama, — 
and  in  the  next  instant  he  had  r<^led  off 
the  bed,  and  was  upon  his  feet. 

On  rushing  to  the  passage,  he  had  to 
stagger  over  the  prostrate  form  of  poor 
Mrs.  Tomkins,  who,  fearful  of  her  husband's 
inhuman  purpose,  and  anxious  to  avert  it, 
had  determined  to  forestall  his  visit, — ^and 
bad  unfortunate  swooned  at  the  first  glance 
of  the  supposed  victim. 

Any  idea  of  giving  the  good  woman 
Assistance,  m^ch  as  be  might  have  desired 
it,  was  out  of  the  qaestion,-^and  Frank 
dashed  onwaid.    The  passage  was  long,  dark. 
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and  oarrowy— but  it  wiis  almost  passed,  and 
ibfi  fugitive   had   caught'  a  gUmp3e    of   the 


V     '.y       •  -       .'».»*       -./»    ••• 


light  at  the  farther  end,  when  all  at  once 
he  heard  steps  from  behind ;  and  snorting 
with  rase  and  want  of  breath,  like  an  ovei^ 
driven  bullock^  the  remorseless  Tomkins  came 
thundering  ^t  his  heels^ 


Misled  by  a  sud(len  tum^  Plfank  was 
just  in  the  enemy's  gra^,  when  the  renewed 
cries  of  his  wife  caught  on  the  fellow^s 
ear, — and  seized  with  a  new  alarm,  he*  faltered, 
a&d,  as  the  screams  redoubled^,  fled  to  her 
relief. 

On  this  accident  hung  Blandford's  safety; 
—-he  felt  it, — and.  bounding  iorward  with 
redoubled  speed,  passed  the  back  door,  and 
found  himself  at  once  in  &  bye-street,  m  a 
dusky  evening,  at  freedom,-— if  not  iu  safety. 

4 

The  lamps  were  already  lighted,  and  as 
Blandford  hurried  on  the  fresh  air  revived 
him,  —  his  spirits  rose,  and  he'  again  felt 
himself  r&*nerved  for  the  struggle  that  might 


atrtage  tWfigs,"— ifcengiu  ? 
hoftriDg  an  apfHvacbin^  ai^.  a 
•^eclt  to  stretch  painfalhr  ^ 
fixed  bis  halA«IoMd  c^cs  — ^ 
of  death. 

The  door 
*    lonffT   wild 

•all.   gave    Praak    a    be  -. 
to  commenoe  <he  aecoad  ^  ^  ■»- 
ud   in  tb«  next   iimw   i^   ^m 
the  bed,  and  -was  upon  ^  J^e. 

On   rushing   to  tix  -mmmti     •> 
staler    over    the    ptamum      mv 
Mrs.  'Tomkins,  who,  faHtv  «:  »ata 
iithoman  parpote,  ^itf  ^aaaH^    ^<. 
Iwd  detenniiwd 


kiiji. «_.^ 
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noticed  by  Frank,  who  feaiing  tbai  the  bubble 
might  bunt  preomtuielyy  put  his  finger  to 
his  lip  as  a  token  of  secnscy,  whil%  with  a 
signifieant  ghinee  «t  the  servant,-  he  pointed 
to  the  door.  The  Doctor  caught  the  intended 
meaning,-— the  servant  withdiew^^^^md,  *with  * 
a  second  bow,  he  awaited  the  explansAion  of 
his  visitor* 

How  great  was  Ins  stttpiise  at  the  dis- 
covery that  ensued  2**biit  to  Blandfiird'a  in^ 
finite  disappointment  and  chagrin^  the  ««- 
pression  of  joy  that  at  first  lightened  over 
the  fine  countenance  of  M'Hain,  as  inune- 
diatdy  faded ;  and  the  air  of  aelf-iestxainty 
if  not  of  absolute  initatioi^  that  succeeded, 
excited  feelings  of  painful  anxiety,  with  some* 
thing,  perchance,  of  indignation }  yes,  for  it 
requires  no  little  philosc^hy  to  bear  the  accu- 
sation we  do  not  deserve;  and  still  more, 
if  we  find  ourselves  prejudged  without  a 
hearing. 

These    emotions    were    however    lost,  in 


Ao0e  of  Olivine  Harrow,  as  tbe  Doctor  com- 
municatcfd  the  painful  ifklelligciice  of  Carsmft's 
de|Jamiie  —  atteadod  as  it  had  been,  by 
cireunmtMaces  of  fea? fbl  ioltcilade  and  mya» 
tety: 

It  jgviered  Blandford  too^  to  hear  that  hia 
go^  firiend,  Ephraim,  had  fallea  into  a  state 
of  nervous  excitement  from  the  shock  >— and 
«t<ll  mortr  waa  he  piamed  to  find,  that  no 
^'pnrsait*  had  aa  fH  been  instituted  :«-^nor 
had  it'  indeed  been  deamed  probable,  that 
the*  vessel  could  be  intercepted  on  her  pas- 
sage t  — tand  JHiaB  Daroley  onee  landed  in 
Italy,  and  in  the  power  of  Montrano !— was, 
as  tte  Doctor  osid,  mournfully,  and  while 
the  tears  started  to  his  ^es-^'  Lost  beyond 
the  hope  of  rescue." 

**  If  my  Kfe  may  avail  to  serve  hor !  ^ 

*^  Life^  Sir^  minus  *  cash '  in  the  cause  of 
love,  would  prove  but  a  cypher!" 

So,  replied  the  Doctor,  with  a  caustic 
dryness,  diat  stung  Blandford  to  the  quick. 


J    ..  .»    • 
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The^ciHolieii'.lkrasigtiong  hut  tVMMiWt,  :for» 
as  ihe  exigbmHea  bf  his  .ifbricm  '  c^Miditiofi 
veounKd  :  to.  iiis:  miiidi'  die •idU'  hti^^  of 
serving  Gaixma  .wuflh^*-Hnid  com»g 'his 
fsiCf»  >iii(ith  his  imnds,' Frank  sottght  the  mtt^ 
dow — ia  the  tears  and  the  teonfiisHNi  of  de- 

,,.M*Mftm  was  afectedy  dtoeply  ^iRKted^ 
-—but  still  the  suspicions  ihe  enteoteiufed'  6t 
Flrae^L'd  S  integritjr '-  ^retnated  ihcK  iiefily  that 
l|«l(i.heart  would  hare^  ifietated^  wsd  he  inA^ 
ajjymt;    .  ..,.":•,,    ^'  '  fi 

^'I  may  not  hwot.the  'pbwer.-to  reseu^ 
butif  I  live^^^I  will  avengahCTl*  ■oiid  Fmnk^ 
recovering  bimsd^  «ind  fixmgi^his  •  ef es' 
a..jaoumfnl  exixfesaiou .  of  nsproich-  <m 
alieiiated  friend*  .      .-  /  « 

'"^  I  underataod  yea,  ffir^'^repHed  Hie  Doc- 
tor (— *''  in  dakulaliiig^  the  '  dues  of  frieuddiip/ 
you  have  forgotten  to  estimate^  ^ytfurself:'-*^ 
We  .are  jdl  but  too  ready  to  overlook  oar 
own  demerit: — ^and  I  forgive^  heartily  lovgiTe 
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jov  injuglice  :-^Bay^  toore,  Sir  !««^oDdemn- 
iag  your-  crudbes  and  follies,  still  I  pity  your 
misfortones;  and  my  poor  meaner  of  service^ 
aoeh  as  titey  'are^  aivmit  your  acoeptaote.-^-** 
Thia  note  for  &hy  poands^«-«and  if  you  please, 

^  Crimes !  and  follies ! '' — muttered  Bland- 
fold,  iHr  ii  hilMf-viAee,  as'  if  in  die  df^lMum 
dfa'feMrv' 

''Crimes  and  feUies^-^^ood  God!  is  it 
psflsiblci,  tint  tiiB^diarge  of  Kenri^^  fiibe 
as  the  wretch  who  made  it — ^that  such'  ato 
absurdity  cab  be  believed  by  any  person 
whom  loAoe  ha^e  known  ?-^*-«nd  if  by  'yoil  * 
-^en,  doubdessy  bjf  Curema  !^— 


4t 


Ko!  ao'!--*saiid  the  Doetor,  hastily^— 
I  speak  my  own  sentiments,  because  I  abh^ 
invD^mty^  and  woiM  not  be  misconstrued : 
— -rCar^Bia  judgpes-  for  herself;  and  in  think- 
ing the-  vemrsci^  n^sinst:  all  mdenee  ;*'H^ 
1^)  I'  must  say/'tAown  a  «ad  pesfersityi--^ 
a  wilfidnagswial  prsynditte/'   ' 
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<*  She  has  judged  the  truth  in  the  strengrth, 
— and  in  the  parity  of  her  own  clear  sense 
and  honour ;  yes,— and  may  the  Angels  4f 
the  Ood  she  8erve»— enviion  her  with  bless- 
ings !" 

Blandford  had  spoken  in  a  prond  enthu- 
siasm,  and  the  Doctor  was  moved,  putzled 
•—but  not  convinced.  There  might  have  been, 
as  he  thought  to  himself,  some  exaggeration, 
but  still  he  considered  that  his  fermer  fViend 
was  but  too  culpable; — ^yes,  even  to  the 
amount  of  guilt  !-*-Yet,  in  the  kindness  and 
generosity  of  his  nature,  M^Mara  repeated 
his  offers  of  service  with  all  earnestness,  and 
in  a  tone  of  touching  hnmility* 

^<  No,  Sir,"  ~  exclaimed  Blandford,  his 
cheek  flushed  to  a  deep  crimson  with  con- 
tending emotions. 

''No,  Sir;  did  I  possess  your  esteem! — 
your  assistance  were  as  precious  as  water 
to  the  lips  of  Dives! — My  spirit  bums  to 
follow  her  I  love — and  could  I  coin  my  very 
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blopd  into  gold,  I  would  shed  it  lialf — as 
firaely  as  the  clotidS'  distil  ihtir  dew&! — 
But,  uQi — in)pe8ched»  beggared,  and  huated 
as  a  feloov^^till  I  am  not  sunk  so  low,  as 
to  receive  a  '  favour '  from  the  man  who 
scoras^-or,  at  the  best,  may  pity  me  as  one 
thfltt  it  bad  been  wisdcMu  to  have  shunned, 

•  Blaiidford  re-adjusted  hie  Turkish  cap,  and 
passed  away  without  another  word ;  nor  did 
M'Mara  attempt  to  restrain  him :  the  matter 
had  gone,  too  far,  aad  the  excitement  of 
boih  parties  had  left  no  room  for  those  calm 
qoestions,-^aiad  that  dispassionate  train  of 
reasoniii^,  which  alone  could  have  disr^ibused 
M'Mara  of  that  preconceived  opinion,  which 
circumstantial  evidence  had  stamped  upon 
his  mind. 

With  some  perplexity  at  these  indignant 
protestations,  but  unhappily  far  more  an- 
noyed by  the  soreness  of  wounded  affection, 
—the  Doctor  resumed  his  studies  in  grief 
and   ai^xiety,    while    the    more    unfortunate 
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Blandford  wandered  fordiy  he  knew  joot 
whither, — an  outlaw  on  his  native  soil, 
without  a  firiendy  and  almost  without  a 
hope. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


"  His  ordinary  Rate  of  speech 

In  loftiness  of  sound  was  rich  ; 

A  Babylonish  Dialect, 

Which  learned  Pedants  much  affect. 

It  was  a  parti-coloured  dress 

Of  pateh'd  and  pye-ball'd  languages : 

'Twas  English  cut  on  Greek  and  Latin, 

Like  fustian  heretofore  on  satin." 

BUDIBBAB. 


Reckless  of  the  future,  and  become  almost 
a  misanthropist  from  this  last  and  bitter 
disappointment,  Blandford  turned,  with  a 
feeling  of  disgust,  from  the  dwellings  of  men ; 

VOL.  II.  F 
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and,  striking  across  the  fields  at  random, 
came  without  intention  on  the  track  of  a 
turnpike  road.  This  was  equally  unknown, 
and  yet  he  still  pressed  onward; — ^the  very 
exercise  of  walking  seemed  to  give  a  rent 
to  the  irritation  of  his  mind,  and  the  clouds 
of  dust,  and  the  roughness  of  the  way, 
were  disregarded. 

If  the  cause  of  mental  misery  cannot  be 
removed,  nothing,  it  must  be  confessed,  will 
counteract  it  sooner  than  physical  pain  ; 
and  thus  a  sudden  fright  will  often  dissi- 
pate a  fit  of  melancholy  sooner  than  a  dose 
of  laudanum!  Poor  Frank  was  now  so 
moody,  that  it  would  have  cost  him  little 
effort  to  have  brained  himself  against  a 
wall  ;^-so  far,  at  least,  as  *  resolution '  was 
required ;  but  never  was  a  sulky  schoolboy 
sooner  tickled  into  obedience  by  the  birch, 
than '  his  woe-begone  fantasies  were  routed 
by  the  frolicsome  leader  of  a  stage  coach, 
which,    dashing  round    a    comer    unawares, 
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struck  Frank  on  the  shoulder,  and  laid 
him  flat  on  his  back,  within  three  inches 
of  the  wheeL 

**  Helm  hard  a-weather,  and  belay  !"«— 
roared  a  jolly,  tar,  in  a  voice  of  thunder, 
bam  the  box. 

The  coach  drew  up  just  as  Frank  exi 
pedted  to  hear  the  '  crepitation  '  (as  the 
surgeons  delicately  term  it)  of  his  own  ribs ; 
and  his  rough*looking  friend  abft,  having 
swung  himself  down,  something  after  the 
fashion,  and  with  the  agiUty  of  a  monkey, 
first  turned  him  oyer  with  an  action  of  the 
foot  between  a  push  and  a  kick,  but  per- 
fectly ui  kindnessi — and  then,  having  as- 
s)9t^  him  to  rise,  and  finished  by  a  shake, 
to  see  that  all  was  sound,  be  exclaimed,-— 

^  Doiise  my  glims  I  but  you  have  had  a 
near  chance  for  :  staving  your  timbers  this 
touch,  my  hearty  1" 

"What's  the  matter  below,  Tom?"  — 
said    a  gentleman   from  the  coach  window, 
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whom  half  a  glance  showed  to  be  a  naval 
officer. 

''  Please  your  Honour,  here's  a  '  Turkey- 
man  '  just  run  down  in  the  dark ;  and  he 
had  foundered  to  a  certainty,  but  that  Coachee 
winched  the  wheel  to  a  jam,  and  eased  her 
cleverly  off  at  the  pinch.'' 

''I  trust  that  he  is  not  hurt,  then?" — 
said  the  officer. 

'^  No,  your  Honour  ! — ^not  a  bolt  started  : — 
the  running  gear  all  taut.  Plenty  of  beam 
and  keel  too,  your  Honour,  and,  by  the  cut 
of  his  jib,  knows  something  of  the  sea.^' 

Both  man  and  master,  for  Tom  was  the 
officer's  servant,  viewed  Frank  from  head  to 
foot,  as  he  stood  in  the  glare  of  the  side- 
lamp,  as  carefully  as  a  Yorkshire  jockey 
examines  a  horse;  and  not  without  satis- 
faction either,  to  judge  at  least  from  the 
knowing  wink  that  was  exchanged. 

''  Shall  I  mark  the  ^  foreign  craft'  with 
the  broad  arrow  7*^  —  said  Tom,  alluding  to 


THE  PICAROON.  101 

the  stamp  impressed   on    the   King's    stores 
in  the  navy. 

**  You  may  try  the  chance,  so  that  you 
pull    easy: — a    muffled  oar,   Tom!'*    replied 
the  Master,  with  a  nod  emphatic 
Doubtless  he  was  understood. 
''Hark   ye.   Cockswain!" — cried  Tom  to 
the  coachman, — 

''  Bear  a  hand,  the  '  Turkish-man'  joins 
company  this  cruise.  Come,  tumble  up  aloft, 
my  hearty ;  here's  a  forecastle  birth,  all  snug 
and  ready." 

Somewhat  surprised,  but  not  unwilling, 
Frank  suffered  himself  to  be  assisted,  alias 
hoisted,  in  Tom's  nautical  phraseology,  to 
the  top  of  the  coach,  where  he  took  bis  seat 
in  the  front,  with  a  woman  to  the  right,— 
and  a  something  cloaked  up  upon  the  left, 
which,  judgiDg  from  the  size  and  redness 
of  the  nose,  (the  only  feature  visible),  it  was 
most  charitable  to  suppose,  to  be  of  the  '  mas- 
culine' gender. 
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''Where  is  the  gemman  bound  for?"— 
said  Coachee  to  the  sailor. 

^'Any  port  in  a  storm/'-^repUed  the  lat* 
ter : — "  to  judge  from  the  trim  of  his  upper 
works,  there's  but  little  rhino  in  the  Ibcker! 
yet  a  guess  of  the  matter's  nbt  amiss,  well 
hail  him  for  an  answer:— I  say,  Monserie, 
what  might  you  be  arter  when  you  ran  your 
bowsprit  in  the  mud  1 " 

"  Zinco-^alla— nill/'— -said  Frtok,  giving 
the  sailor  a  look  of  eager  inteUigence,  while 
he  uttered  this  unmeaning  gibberish,  which 
had  been  c<Hned  on  the  moment,  aecording 
to  th^  advice  of  Anselmo,  who  had  told 
him  gravely,  that  the  more  senseless  the 
jargon,  the  better  the  disguise,— -as  anything 
would  pass  for  Turkish  or  Arabic  in  En^ 
land. 

''What  does  he  mean?"  inquired  the 
Coachman. 

''  Humph  I*' — said  Tom,  pouching  a  fresh 
quid,  and  letting  the  last  fly  to  leeward;— 
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in  &Qt|;  unwilling  ta  launch  a  f  pji^amp  one,' 
and  equally  averse  ^to  CQpfesB  hi8.ignorancjB:«^ 
and  then  taking  out  his  Qv^r4oaded  purse^ 
and  chinking  it  knowingly,,  he  added,— 

"  Why,  for  that,  what  should  he  say, — 
but  that  h§.. can't  tell  the  bearings  of  a 
stnmge  land  without  the  chftrt !— And,  Lord 
love  ye»  '^was  just,  the  same  with,  me  in  the 
Indies !— deuc^  the  name  of  any  place  could 
I  rem£mber,«f-but  then  I'd  think  of  the  gals 
that  liYei  here,  andttiere,  and  anywhere: — 
so  the  one  I  calls  ,f  Port  S^U,'— t'other, '  Port 
Bess,'—'  Poll,'  or  what  it  might  be/' 

^  Oh,  Sir  1  ypu  knows  foreign  parts !  "r- 
said  the  female  at  his  rear,  in  a  tone.. of 
admiration,  while  her  eyes  glistened  at  the 
purse,  as  a  cat's  upon  a  bird. 

''Ay,  darling  dear,  ye  may  say  thcit; — 
but  then  I  knows  home  parts  too,  and  likes 
'um  best*" 

"  Doubtless  these  have  travelled  much, 
Natura    hoadnum    eU    avida    novitatu  ;     I 
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will  glean  of  their  experience  I'^^—^nd  with 
these  words,  the  cowl  of  the  cloak  was 
thrown  back  just  far  enough  to  show  a 
pair  of  lack-lustre  eyes  as  deeply  seated  as 
the  nose  was  prominent 

"  My  friend,  I  am  a  teacher  of  youth, 
and  yet  still  would  I  be  a  recipient  of 
knowledge.  Your  answer  to  this  Mariner, 
though  in  a  tongue  with  even  the  rudi- 
ments of  which  I  can  boast  no  familiarity, 
is  a  proof  indirect,  that,  though  you  speak 
it  not, — ^yet  again,  that  you  are  not  ignorant 
of  the  vernacular  idiom  of  this  land, — Utere 
dum  est  atate : — I  would  indeed  'use*  the 
time,  learned  Sir.  Now,  there  are  ques- 
tions touching  the  Lower  Empire,  and  of 
Constantinople,  of  which — ** 

During  this  harangue,  the  eyes  of  the 
Coachman  had  wandered  from  his  horses  to 
the  speaker,  with  that  thoughtless  gaping 
wonder,  that  the  twang  of  Latin  fails  not 
to    excite    from    the    vulgar.      Indeed,    the 
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shrewdness  of  the  latter  is  often  at  fault 
to  account  for  the  union  of  folly  and  know- 
ledge in  the  same  person  ;  for  while  to 
speak  the  language  of  TuUy  is  with  them 
synonymous  with  wisdom,  the  practice  is 
rather  a  trait  of  imbecility, — ^and,  as  they 
know  not  this,  the  incongruity  puts  their 
faculties  on  the  stretch  of  perplexity. 

Now  it  unfortunately  happened,  that, 
while  Jehu's  senses  were  thus  unduly  on 
the  '  strain/  the  reins  he  held  were  in  the 
same  predicament;  this  the  scholar  had  just 
wit  enough  to  note,  and,  excited  by  the 
danger,  he  shouted  loudly, — 

''  Jam  temptis  solvere  spumantia  colla 
equum  !  " 

But  instead  of  '^  loosing  the  foaming 
necks  of  the  horses,"  as  thus  directed,  the 
coachman,  amused  by  the  vehemence  of  the 
speaker,  still  eyed  him  askance,  and  held 
the  harder.  The  off  leader  bolted,— -a  trace 
snapped, — ^the  coach  swerved  from  the  road, 

p2 
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canted  off  a  bank,  and,  with  a  heaTy  hircfa, 
fell  souse  into  a  pond. 

In  contradiction  to  the  usual  fate  of  pas- 
Hcngers  on  such  occasions,  the  *  out '  fared 
better  than  the  *  insides :  '—the  former  suf- 
fered nothing  but  a  ducking,  while  the  Iat-> 
ter,  boxed  up  in  the  coach,  which  was  half 
under,  and  full  of  water,  were  like  so  many 
cod  in  the  well  of  a  fishing  smack,  'save 
and  except,  in  the  article  of  'drownfing,'  in 
which  the  human  '  loose-fish '  had  all  the  dis- 
advantage on  their  own  side. 

'^  V<R  misero  mihi! — woe   to   me,   miser 
able  man,"  cried  the  Dominie,  who  had  suf** 
fered  comparatively  '  nothing,'   having  fallen 
at  the  edge  of  the  pond,  and  scrambled  out 
immediately. 

"  Prd  dolor ! — oh  the  anguish  !  —  my 
'  cloak,'  my  '  cloak  !'^-ah  liie  !  the  inside  is 
as  wet  as  the  out  :-^Pr6  honUnum  jvitm  /— 
alas,  the  help  of  men  !*'-— and,  wringing  his 
hands,  he  stood   as   one   demented,  though 
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totally  regardless  of  all  misfortunes  but  his 
own. 

''  Avast,  messmate : — ^hark'ee,  where's  the 
bit  of  a  woman  V* 

Having  thus  hollowed  in  his  ear,  Tom 
pressed  the  water  from  his  own  shaggy 
locks,  and,  blowing  like  a  grampus,  looked 
around. 

''  Zounds !  she  has  foundered  in  the  mud 
httU-deep,  man  ;  and  settled  a-head,  with 
two  white  buoys  stem-way,  to  mark  her 
beamings/' 

''  Yefl^  I  see, — ^I  can  discern  that  the 
damsel  is  in  jeopardiy/'—* quoth  the  lin- 
guist,—'' though,  indeed,  I  can  only  behold 
crurtini  tenus,  as  far  as  the  legs.'' 

''And  far  enough  too,  you  old  rogue, 
eh  ! — Come,  here  goes ;  Til  have  her  afloat 
and  baled  in  a  jiffy." 

Thus  saying,  Tom,  having  tipped  the 
Dominie  a  kidL  on  the  breech  in  very  con- 
tempt,  took   the   water  like  a  spaniel,  and 
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soon  realized  his  promise.  All,  howerer,  was 
not  so  easily  accomplished  : — ^in  doing  one 
thing,  we  often  overlook  another,  and  thus 
Tom  forgot  his  master. 

Now  Captain  Grant  was  possessed  of  as 
much  Bang  froid  as  any  man  in  the  Navy, 
but  circumstances  are  beyond  control,  and 
'  courage '  without  '  chance  *  availeth  little  ! 
It  had  so  happened,  that  when  the  coach 
was  swamped,  the  Captain  was  on  the  wrong 
side ; — ^the  other  passengers  were  a  Dancing 
Master  and  a  Quakeress ; — and  though  by 
a  slight  effort  as  the  vehicle  capsized,  he 
could  have  pushed  the  latter  aside,  and  super- 
seded the  former,  in  a  chance  for  the  window, 
yet  he  disdained  an  advantage  offered  rather 
by    'strength'  than   'honour,*  and   remained 

as  steady  as  a  stock-fish. 

Not  so  the  man  of  '  pumps,'  whose  gal- 
lantry, perchance,  had  never  mounted  higher 
than  his  toes.  At  the  first  splash,  he  thrust 
his  upper  half  through  the  open  window, — 
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leaving  the  lady  to  struggle  as  she  might; 
the  coach  all  the  while  settling  deeper,  and 
the  ascending  water  gurgling  up  within  it 

'  Raising  the  wind '  is  well  known  to 
be  a  substantial  pleasure  on  occasion ; — ^but 
this  'rising  of  the  waters'  told  quite  the 
other  way.  The  lady,  a  sweet  girl  of  nineteen, 
screamed  in  an  agony  of  fear,  as  she  felt  the 
fast  encroaching,  and  icy  fluid  gathering  round 
her;  and  with  quite  suflScient  reason,  for  the 
Dancing  Master  had  got  his  body  com- 
pletely jammed  in  the  window  frame.  Dear 
little  soul,  her  cries  were  soon  silenced  as 
the  bubbling  waters  closed  above  her  lips. 

Poor  Grant  too,  who  had  so  nobly  awaited 
his  turn,  astounded  by  the  delay,  sud- 
denly submerged,  and  almost  drowning  in 
the  utter  darkness,  had  got  his  head  he  knew 
not  how, — ^but  completely  in  chancery  with 
the  Dancing  Master's  feet  and  the  lady's 
petticoats.  The  convulsive  efforts  of  strug- 
gling nature  were  horrible, — his  ifate  seemed 
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certain;  still  however,  being  a  capital  diver, 
he  kept  his  senses  until  he  felt  something 
elsei^-a  hand  clutching*  the  hair  of  his 
head,  and  drawing  him  upwards !— «  mo- 
ment more,  and  he  was  above  the  surfiEUM 
of  the  water,  exhausted  to  faintness,  but 
safe  in  the  grasp  of  the  quondam  •  '  Turk ' 
alias  Fhmk,  who  bad  forced  open  the  door, 
plunged  head  foremost  into  the  coach^  and 
dragged  him  from  the  bottom. 

Now,  of  all  moments,  emphatically  so 
called, — your  '  golden,'  your  *  trying,'  or 
your  '  melting,'  —  none  are  equal  to  your 
'  droufningj^  for  that  intensity  of  feeling 
that  puts  the  world  in  a  nutrshell,— an 
eternity  in  a  moment !  Any  man  who  ban 
had  any  experience  of  the  matter  woiald 
barter  half  a  life  to  avoid  them;  —  Craal 
had  known  '  these,'  and  he  therefore  felt 
no  common  gratitude  to  have  been  rescued, 
and  that,  as  he  was  conscious,  with  much 
personal  risk  to  his  preserver.    Tlie  expres- 
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sion  of  his-  thanks  was  indeed  so  ardent, 
that  Frank,  fearing  that  the  emotion  might 
be  injurious,  and  forgetful  of  his  assumed 
character,  cautioned  him,  in  the  '  King's 
best  English,'  to  be  silent 

The  Dancing  Master  and  the  lady,  who 
had  previously  owed  their  safety  to  the  same 
arm,  were  not  remiss  in  the  due  acknow- 
ledgments ;  the  first  bowing  with  the  grace 
of  an  Apollo^  and  the  latter  quite  charmante 
in  the  modest  fenrour  of  her  manner,  and 
the  'rich  melody  of  her  voice. 

*^  Ah  !  Miss,'' — said  the  Dominie,  who 
was  still  shaking  the  wat^  from  his  cloak, 
-^suflve  rtdnno  sweetly  blushing, — ^''Yes,  I 
do  remember  me,  that  Hippocrates  doth  much 
commend  .the  cold  bath,  cella  Jirigidariaf  for 
the  female;  —  of  a  truth  he  was  right,  for 
it  hath  givien  a  deeper  glow  and  freshness 
to  the  rose." 

''  What  will  your  Honour  order  consaming 
getting  tinder  weigh  widi  the  old  craft? — 
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she's  none  the  worse,  —  never  started  a 
splinter, — ^and  took  the  bottom  as  easy  as 
a  pig  rolls  in  the  litter?" 

"  Ask  the  Coachman.** 

*'  He's  only  *  half  pumped/  your  Honour, 
and  can't  muster  breath  for  a  whistle.*' 

Tom  was  quite  correct;  for  sure  enough, 
the  knight  of  the  lash,  who  had  laid  in 
a  '  heavy  wet '  of  purl  before  his  souse, 
was  still  on  his  knees  in  dolesome  plight, 
and  vomiting  water  like  a  parish  engine ! 
Time,  however,  which  worketh  great  marvels, 
set  all  these  matters  right.  With  the  assist- 
ance of  some  country  people,  who  had  dragged 
it  from  the  pond,  the  coach,  its  man,  and 
horses  were  soon  ready  to  take  the  road. 

The  young  lady,  from  a  delicacy,  the 
cause  of  which  may  be  left  to  fancy,  chose 
to  remain  at  a  farm-house  hard  by,  to  await 
another  conveyance ;  and  the  Dancing  Master, 
who  declared  most  pathetically  that  a  touch 
of  the  '  rheumatism '  might  blast  his  bloom- 
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ing  honour  and  spoil  his  fortunci  moet  ma^ 
nanimously  gave  '  sixpence '  to  a  plougbboy 
to  guide  him  to  the  nearest  inn, — ^where  a 
warm  bed  and  buttered  ale  rescued  at  once 
his  reputation  and  his  Ufe. 

Meanwhile  the  Coachman  mounted  his 
box,  and  sat  alone  in  his  glory  with  the 
gravity  of  an  undertaker.  The  Dominie,  too, 
quite  in  flogging  spirits,  from  the  exhilarating 
influence  of  a  dram  from  Tom's  canteen, 
doubtless  given  as  some  amends  for  the  kick 
par  derriiref  after  a  rhetorical  flourish  in 
which  he  compared  Coachee's  mishap  to 
that  of  Phston  with  the  broken-down  car 
of  Apollo,  clambered  up  on  the  front :  Tom 
did  the  same,  handing  up  the  simpering  fair 
one  who  had  taken  root  topsy-turvy  in  the 
mud,  and  whom  he  had  so  tenderly  trans- 
planted, that  no  other  loss  had  ensued  than 
that  of  her  bonnet,  which  still  remained  at 
the  bottom  of  the  pond  as  a  play-thing  for 
diving  duckUngs.    Tom's  gallantry  was  still 
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in  requisitioQ ;  atkd  perchiog  thp  fipk  one  on 
hiB  knefey  he  tiid-  all- he  *  could  to  equalise 
the  renuuDiiig  caloiic'  betweei  theniy  on  piin- 
ciides  most  ecanoiBicltlan4/philoB(q[»hical4 

The  inside  of  the  ^oaoh  ^vras  so  wel^ 
cold,  and  comfortleasy  that  the-  Q^ytain  and 
Frank/  with  each  a  wisp  of  straw  in .  lieu 
of  cushions,  took  seats  at  the  back  outside ; 
where  'they  had,  at  least,  a  fair  chance  of 
diying  themselves  in  the  'windf' — and  aU 
were  agaia  in  motion. 

They  were  feiT  from  the  scene  of  the  late 
disaster,  when  the  Captain,  addressing  Frank, 
for  both  had  hitherto  felt  too  •  uncomfortable 
to  speak,  said  in  a  -tone  grown  almost 
cheerful  :-^  .        ,  . 

''My  dear  Sir^ — after  what  has  passed* 
I  trust  that  it  is  needless  for  me  to  say 
that  I  am  npost  anxious  to  repay  the  debt 
of  gratitude  I  owe :  —  Now  it  is  evident 
that  you  are  in  disguise;  and  as  no  man 
wears  a  mask  without  a  purpose,  show  me 


THB  PICABOOK.  115 

your  wish,  vbA  depend  upon  my  best  aaBist- 
ance.  Nay,  do  not  hesitate;  for  we  know 
not  how .  many  unpleasant  accidents  are 
stumbled  on  .in  ]gnorance.*"Not  two  honrs 
ago,  I  myself,  at  the  suggestion  of  my  old 
Cockswain,  Tom  Kealson,  had  consented  to 
your  being  trepanned  to  serve  his  Majesty 
on  board  my  own  ship  the  Falcon,— as  smart 
a  frigate,  by  the  bye,  Sir,  as  a  man  need 
lay  to  the  wind.  You  will  pardon  me;  the 
idea  of  putting  a  gentleman  before  the  mast 
is,  indeed,  ridiculous  enough;  hut  your  dis- 
guise might  have  cheated  a  keener  eye  dian 
mine.  Well,*  Sir,  had  you  stuck  to  your 
folse  colours^.  9Xi4'  made,  no  signal,  by  Jotc, 
the  thing  had  been .  done,— and  you  would 
have  -had  a  run  thcough  the  Straits,  with  a 
three  months'  cruise  in  the  Mediterranean; 
—a  near  chahce,  believe  me,  %;  for,  where 
he  foncies,  Tom  holds  on' like  a  dog-fish." 

''  We  have  a  proof  in  point,''  said  Frank 
smiling,  as  a  little  Guinea-pig  sort  of  squeak 
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forward  gave  a  hint  that  Tom's  ardour  was 
becoming  mther  too  obstr^rous  for  the  lady's 
nerves ;  ''  but  as  it  regards  myself,  Sir,  the 
man's  pertinacity  had  been  of  service ;  for, 
strange  as  it  may  sound,  I  could  have  wished 
for  nothing  better  than  any  chance  of  ap- 
proaching the  shores  of  Italy." 

**  I  am  delighted  to  hear  it  \**  cried  the 
Officer  gaily,  and  with  a  hearty  shake  of 
the  hand. 

''  You  shall  command  all  the  Falcon  can 
supply :«— but  this  disguise,  must  it  be  con- 
tinued ?* 

''  I  am  afiraid  so,— or  that  it  must  be 
exchanged  for  some  other,''  replied  Frank, 
thoughtfully ;  — ''  and  it  may  be  necessary,  for 
my  interest  at  least,  that  we  should  continue 
to  meet  as  '  strangers '  when  strangers  are 
present.  I  will  explain  myself  hereafter; — 
bat  indeed,  Sir,  I  am  most  deeply  obliged 
by  your  frank  and  generous  offer." 

"  Say  not  a  word, —  I  am  delighted  !  — 
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We  are  now  on  the  way  to  join  the  ship ; 
as  Othello  says, 

My  uSNin  617  haste,  Mud  ipeed 
Must  sniwer  it. 

The  ship's  complement  may  want  some  half- 
dozen  hands ;  they  must  be  pressed,  and  then 
we  are  off." 

''  Pressed  ! — My  dear  Sir ;  is  it  possible 
that  you  can  tolerate  so  base  a  practice?** 

**  I  have  little  choice  in  the  matter.  Sir; 
— ^uid  in  private  I  condemn  the  system  as 
loudly  as  yourself  :-^  but  my  orders  are  to 
proceed  to  sea  irutarUer  ; — ^let  those  that  will 
the  deed,  look  to  the  means. — ^Like  a  judge, 
I  but  execute  the  law." 

''There  would  be  more  judgment — ^forgive 
the  pun  —  in  protesting  i^ainst  it.  '  Im- 
pressment *  is  a  stain  on  the  flag  of  Eng- 
land." 

''  It  is  an  evil,  Sir, — and  one  that  the 
goyernment  and  the  '  people '  should  eradi- 
cate ; — both — for  it  requires  the  power  of  the 
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finty  and  the  moral  energies  of  the  latter. 
It  is  an  injustice  that  the  popular  voice 
must  challenge  and  condemn.  The  fact  is, 
that  there  is  much  to  be  done  before  the 
army  or  the  navy  can  stand  in  the  attitude 
that  becomes  either  themselves  or  the  coun- 
try. The  fundamental  regulations,  of  both 
services  were  founded  on  a  state  of  society 
in  the  lower  ranks  that  has  ceased  to  exist; 
and  thus  they  must  become  ^dtgnded/  and, 
eventually,  ''teduced/'  even  in  ^  physical 
energy/  by  receiving  only  the  dregs  of  the 
oommunity,-*or  a  more  vUbecal  system  must 
be  introdttcedi— fiad  such  a<  one,,  as  woald 
incline  men  of  respectable  views  and  habits 
to  join  them."  *■ 

'*  I  ain  ready  to  acknowledge^  Sir,  that 
the  difficulties  of  the  question  are  too  much 
overlooked;  and,  to  go  farther,  I  am  afraid 
that  the  overweaning  airs  of  arrogance,  and 
total  estrangement  of  converse,  sentiment, 
and  feeling,  assumed  by  the  classes '  exempt ' 
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(ram  labour  towards  those  that  still  must 
toil;— -mark  me,  I  say  the  classes  exempt 
from  'labour;'  for  the  Aristocracy,  in  the 
proper  sense  nf  the  term,  have  more  con- 
ndenitionlbr  itheir  inferiors  than  have  the 
upstarts  of  'oommerctsl  chance  :'*— well,  Sir, 
I  would  say  that  this  senseless,  unmanly 
httuteUTf  which  seals  up  the  Jips  of  the  one 
class  towards^  the  other,  as  if  they  were 
animals-  of  a  different  species,  is  fast  pro* 
ducing  a  deep  and  rankling  animosity,  which 
it'  may  isoon  be  too  late  i^to  allay ;  aud 
VlM^,'tfiunallayed,.  will  destroy!  for  it  has 
no  iouch^of  fear,  and^the  multitude  are  grown 
tfo  wise  ta  bow  befbre^assumption.  Virtue, 
usefulness,  and  ^^ealth,  which  directly  benefit 
society  by  giviug  example  and  occupation, 
these  are  the  only  obj^ts  of  popular  esteem. 
'^  The.,  security,  of.  ignorance  has  passed 
away ;  and  the  gilded  tinsel  of  '  exclusive  pri- 
vilege/ worn  down  by  the  fprce  of  general  in- 
formation >  <to  the  worthless  dross  beneath,  no 
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longer  dazzles  and  misleads.  All  this  is  well, 
but  pc^nlar  excitement  often  goes  loo  hx ; — 
there  is  much  of  ornament^  and  of  value  in 
the  constitution  of  society,  which  it  requires 
superior  information  to  appieciaie, — precisely 
as  to  understand  a  machine  we  must  know 
mechanics. 

**  The  dang^  of  this  re-action  is  fislt;-*- 
but  as  the  remedy  is  unpalatable^  it  is 
neglected.  Individuals  of  the.  Superior 
Classes,  however  opposed  in  politics  and 
religious  opinion,  are  ever  ready  to  coalesoe 
in  the  support  of  *  aristocratic  privilege ; ' 
and  as  all  exclusive  privil^e  in  the  few  is 
only  held  by  the  suferance  of  the  'many,' 
what  they  cannot  conmiand,  they  attempt  to 
overawe  by  intimidation^ — ^big  words,  and 
sounding  titles, —  as  geese  are  driven  by  a 
crimson  rag !  Nay,  more ; — ^in  the  desperation 
of  their  selfish  fear,  they  dare  to  torture^  and 
that  the  innocent,  regardless  of  sex  or  age. 

''  I  am  growing  warm.  Sir;  but  how  can 
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I  avoid  it,  when  I  consider  that  this  torture 
is  a  reality! — That    intrusted    as    they  are 
hy  Providence  with   all   the  wealth  of   the 
country,  and  having  the  sole  power  of  giving 
or   of    withholding    employment,    and    only 
gilring  it  when  it  tends  to  their  own  advan- 
tage ! — ^That  knowing  these  things,  that  they 
should  dare  to  tell  the   starving    artisan   or 
peasant,  whom  their  caprice  or  their  '  interest ' 
has  turned  adrift,  that  although  the  law  will 
not  see  him  perish,  yet  that  the  means  of 
a   mere  sustenance  shall  not    be    given   but 
at  the  cost  of  all  that  humanity  holds  dear— - 
the  humble  '  home '  that  poverty  has  left — 
their  '  wives '  and  '  little  ones ' — ^all,  all  must 
be  surrendered,  and  each  portion  of  the  severed 
femily  consent  to  toil,  half-fed  and  confined 
in  a  separate  part  of  the  prison-workhouse, 
or  absolutely  perish  ; — ^this  is  monstrous  !" 

**  Yes,  my  dear  Sir,"  replied  the  Officer, 
'^  it  is  rather  too  bad ;  but  the  best  of  it 
is,  that   it    cannot  last.     One   unlucky  sea- 

VOL.  II.  6 
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son,  and  '  this  splendid  experiment  m  Poli- 
tical Economy '  would  deluge  the  land  in 
a  sea  of  blood.  I  agree  with  you,  diat  the 
condition  of  our  labouring  poor  must  be 
duly  raised,  by  kind  and  liberal  means;  or 
that,  haying  given  them  to  eat  of  the  '  Tree 
of  Knowledge,'  while  that  of  Good  and 
Evil  is  within  their  reach,  their  choice  will 
not  be  long  8aspended,^^hey  will  snatch 
the  better  fruit,  and  leave  their  masters  to 
crunch  the  bitter  ashes  of  the  other.  But 
come,  I  have  some  Gbiman  tinder;  shall  we 
smoke  a  cigar? 

''The  day  begins  to  dawn,  and  the  fint 
breath  of  the  morning  is  almost  as  cold  as 
the  charity  we  spoke  of." 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


••^Oh!  for  ft  soft  indgAodi  wind, 

I  b«9d  m  6ir  OB*  Qi7» 

But  gire  to  me  th«  roaring  breeie, 

And  wild  wATes  boftting  high  ;-— 

And '  wild  wvrca '  bMting  high,  mj  boyi. 

The  good  ship  tight  and  free, — 

ThewMfklflf  watfliTBisoarowBy   ^ 

And  wuty  men  aie  we« 

ALLAV  CUKNINOHAM. 


From  a  sea  of  molten  brassy  in  splendour 
and  intensity  of  lighti — ^rose  the  rock  of 
Gibraltar,  in  one  vast  screen  of  purple  c^s, 
stretching     across    the    western  -  sky.     Thq 
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sun  yet  rested  on  the  Terge  of  the  horizon 
alone  in  naked  radiance ; — a  burning  globe 
of  living  fire. 

Far  along  the  indented  margin  of  the 
coast,  the  white  surf  broke  in  one  long  line 
of  beautiful  and  snowy  brightness.  Dia* 
mond  lights  began  to  sparkle  in  the  win- 
dows of  the  distant  town ;  and  here  and 
there,  the  lofty  sails  of  vessels  half  be- 
calmed, stole  slowly  up  over  the  glistening 
bosom  of  the  deep,  like  speetral  illusions  from 
an  unknown  world. 

Presently  the  *  signal-gun '  of  evening 
roared  from  a  sea-ward  bastion ;  its  sudden 
bmoke  rose  in  mid  air,  and  vanished;  at 
the  same  moment  the  roll  of  drums,  and 
a  clear  deep  symphony  of  bugles  from  die 
garrison,  marked  the  curfew  hour; — and 
with  dying  echoes  lingering  on  die  water, 
rose  in  a  wild  and  bn^en  melody. 

A  change  came  on; — ^the  glowing  gleams 
grew  milder :    a  breeze  awakening  seaward. 
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darkened  the  distant  ocean  into  green ; — 
the  spreading  shadows  gave  a  bold  relief 
to  the  forts,  and  to  the  gray  old  ramparts 
of  the  embattled  lines,  extending  tier  on 
tier, — ^bristled  with  cannon,  and  dotted  here 
and  there  with  sentinels.  On  the  other 
side  lowered  the  coast  of  Africa ;  while  ever 
and  anoa,  the  shrill  cry  of  the  curlew,  or 
the  deep  long  splash  of  oars,  broke  on  the 
silence,  of  the  scene. 

It  was  thus  that  'die  Pillaro  of  Her* 
cules'  6r8t  met  the  glance  of  Carema;  and 
though  deeply  conscious  of  the  beauty  and 
sublimity  of  this  great  portal  of  the  Ocean ! 
still  the  thoughts  of  '  home,'  and  a  strange 
misgiving,  Ibreboding  anxiety,  oppressed  her 
almost  into .  tears.  The  pale  and  '  resolute ' 
look  of  Anselmo,  too,  seemed  to  presage 
some  chalice  of  evil. 

Having  soon  after  she  was  embarked 
complained  of  the  ruse  of  his  disguise, 
which    was    eas^y    forgiven,    nothing   could 
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hurt  beeft-mofo  pbuing^  polite^  and  gay, 
thaa  the  whole  of  Ub  demeanour  during 
the  ^ole  of  the  voyage  ;  but  now,  when 
ahnott  in  eight  of  those  fari^t  shoree  he 
lored  eo  well,  in  a  strange  contrariety,  his 
cheek  blanched,  and  his  eye  grew  heavy. 

At  the  same  time,  there  waa  ut  air  of 
watchfiil  vigilance,  -followed  by  prompt  es- 
ertioB,  and  that  even  in  the  emallest  raadr 
terB,  to  be  observed  in  the  t>rew,  that  seemed 
to  imply  the  apprehension  of  some  approach- 
ing evil,  of  which  she  had,  as  yet,  recc&ved 
no  hint 

Meanwhile,  the  vessel  gHded  Bwi£dy  and 
silently  through  the  smooth  water  in  a 
manner  which  in  itself  might  aeem  a  nmrvel. 
Lulled  by  the  intervemng  rook,-  the  rising 
breeae  was  here  unfelt,  and  it  w^  only  by 
keeping  the  lower  canvas  *  constantly  wet, 
that  it  was  enabled  to  h<dd  an  air  so  Ugfat 
and  baffling.  It  was  no  less,  by  dint  of  a 
most  disfmiportionate  and  "Unusual  press  of 
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nil,  fliat  the  vessel  made  way; — and  hence, 
in  some  maaaoie^  the  anxiety  of  the  orew. 
A  puff  of  wind  wquU  ha?e  tern  every  lag 
from ;  the  stickE  ]  yea^  and  blown  her  hull 
under  i  --h  And  yet,  in  ordinaiy  cinsnm- 
stanoesy  the  Serena  was  a  perfect  *  8ea4>oat»' 
and  one  that  ^held  her  own,'  kt  it  blow 
gveal  ^guns  as  it  might ; — ay,  though  the 
wanree  brake  higher  than  her  tops :  —  but 
what  of  ikat?— ^he  was  built  for  the  game 
of  i  dnath,  when  the  ocean  takes  the  odds, 
and  had  qualities  that  would  bear  her  out 
in  the  roughest  and  the  worst. 
J. .  Longer  Abu  a  large  brigantine,  strongly 
timbered,  eingnlarly  btBoyant,  with  ample 
bBoadihi^:  beam^  and  a  mould  with  curves 
giaoeful  as  the  swelling  outlines  of  the  female 
form,  the  Serena  had  the  fitK>ut  of  a  yacht; 
and  was  so  contrived  and  found,  as  to  be 
worked  either  as  a  Xebec,  or  as  a  Lugger ;  her 
complemlent  of  sails,  spars,  and  rigging  for 
V  being  beyond  the  common  allowance. 
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Iq  fine,  she  was  one  of  that  '  over- 
trimmed'  sort  of  craft,  that  look  too  know- 
ing to  he  honest !  and,  though  they  may 
have  no  gun  in  sight,  have  often  a  conve- 
nient ballast  of  cannon  balls,  and  a  tank  for 
powder  as  well  as  for  water.  Rakish  as  she 
was,  we  will  not  promise  all  this  for  the 
Serena  ;  yet  still  she  had  enough,~as  the 
sequel  may  betray. 

She  was  now  Lugger  rigged,  ana  with 
studding  sails  boomed  out  so  far,  that  she 
seemed  like  a  drifting  cloud ;  and  from  the 
way  in  which  she  *  clawed  on  the  wind,' 
and  stood  carefully  aloof  of  every  sail  she 
passed,  it  might  very  safely  be  surmised, 
that  there  was  a  better  reason  than  caprice 
for  her  '  prudence  :'— in  other  words,  her 
conduct  was  suspicious. 

The  Officer  on  the  station  thought  so, — 
and  scarcely  had  she  loomed  athwart  the 
'  Old  Town,'  than  a  signal  was  hoisted  for 
her  to  '  lie  to,"— ^nd  a  gaily  manned  to  over- 
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haul  her  papers.  Very  strangely,  both  were 
disr^arded! — The  PoHrCaptain  rubbed  his 
eyes  and  looked  again,  but  still  the  Serena 
k^t  her  course  as  steady  as  the  '  Flying 
Dutchman'  in  a  storm! 

**  Xhis  conduct  is  most  extraordinary,  Mr. 
Longmore  ! " — said  the  Captain  to  the  first 
Lieutenant. 

'*  There  will  be  something  to  do,  let  your 
men  be  armed : — ^yes,  and  lose  no  timci  Sir, 
or ,  the  current  will  set  too  sharply  for  the 
boat. — Zounds  !  she  has  manned  her  sweeps ; 
— 'let  a  shot  be  thrown  point-blank ;  a  rap  in 
the  chops  may  bring  her  to  her  senses !  '* 

While  these  hasty  preparations  were  in 
progress,  the  Serena  did  not  remain  uncon- 
scious of  her  danger.  Pale  and  motionless, 
Anselmo  kept  his  telescope  on  the  Seventy- 
Four,  and  having  watched  the  gun  pointed, 
— at  the  very  moment  he  motioned  the  man 
at  the  wheel  to  cun  the  Serena  free  off  the 
wind,  and  as  she  yawed,  and  thus  came  short 

o2 
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of  the  calcttlatBd  nmge,  the  shot  oaifuxded  in 
harmless  gambles  oa  the  water :  again  the 
Serena  '  hit  upon  the  wind/  while  Anaelmo 
shouted  to  hia  men,  to  throw  their  weight 
upon  the  sweeps^ 

''  Draw  strong  and  steady,  boys  ; — five 
hundred  yards,  and  we  shall  catch  the  g<de." 

The  galley  by  this  time  had  made-way 
handsomdy,  notwithstanding  the  adverse  cur- 
rent, and  it  became  a  moot  point,  whether 
or  not  the  Serena  could  in  any  way  escape 
her* 

**  Is  the  boat  to  board,  your  Honour  ?  " — 
said  a  short  darenlevil  fellow,  eyidently  up 
to  mischief. 

''Wait  for  orders  I '^ — was  the  cautious 
reply. 

The  galley  had  double  banked  her  oars, 
and  began  to  near  the  Serena* 

''Aloft,  boys!  the  'cats*paw'  from  the 
rock  will  be  on  us  in  a  trice :— have  your 
knives  ready  to  clear  away  the  top-sails  and 
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stttddingwgear    on    the   mstant !  «^  Quick  on 
the  moment,  or  we  fJBed  the  shai^s!'' 

The  order  seamed  absufd^  the  Port  giiley 
ifraB  almost  ranging  along  side,  and  the  men 
in  her  bows  were  preparing  to  hook  on — 
the  or^w  of  the  Serena-  looked  round  with 
a  wild  and  hopeless  desperation,  but  still 
they  obeyed  the'  Order. — Anselmo  took  the 
wheel:  the  Serena  paMed  a  bdWHshot  for- 
waTd,  and  suddenly  a  cold  and  steady  breeze 
descending  from  the  orest  of  th6  rock,  caught 
the  upper  rigging  ;-^he  overbearing  pres- 
sure drove*  the  vessel  staggering  gan-wale 
down;  but  at  the  instant,  the  light  duck 
cut  from  the  studding^-booms  was  flying  free ! 
— ^wift  as  the  flashing  of  a  gun,  the  gallant 
sea-boat  lightened  aloft, — >but  still  shuddering 
as  Ae  nghted,  sprung  forward  with  a  lurch ! 
— ^The  bursting  waters,  hissing  as  they  sunk 
beneath  the  bosom-like  expansion  of  her 
bows,  and  rising  again  in  foaming  eddies, 
boiling  and  bubbling  at  her  round  and  polished 
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8twn  :  I  ahff  fled  as ;  if  •  4- demon  droro  hat 
through  the-  d^q),*^bttt  sftiU  she  fled  in 
safety. 

<'  For  GkMi'a  aslce !  let  the  ladiea  keep 
below !  ^  said  Anselmot  io  '  a  humed  -  tone ; 
but  in  vauii— OareodB  came  oik  dedL^  and  Ma- 
dalena  followedp-^ 

''  I  cannot  conceal,  Captain>  the  uneasi- 
ness I  f<del:— *why.  aie  .«e  thu^  tal:dmh^oHr 
friend^.?*'  .   ;  .        .■  j;        .   - 

''Are  we  etrtam  that  -they,  am  '  ftiends?'"' 
said  Madalena  obtrosrvdy>r«^aiid  .she.  ^dulff 
hate  added  mopey  but  that  <  she  knetAoeelmeAi 
^e. 

''Seamen  in  the  MerdoBt  Service,  are' 
not  too  fond  of  being  overhauled  by  a  ^mKUh- 
of-warVboat,'  lady: — and  now,  having  given 
offence,  like  truant  schoolboys,  our  best  safety 
is  in  keeping  our  distance.^ 

Oarema  felt  the  unsubstantial  and  speeious 
nature  of  the  answer,  aad  alarmed  far  more 
than  she   deemed  it  prudent  to  betray,   re- 
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masned  in  silence.  Her  thcmglits  indeed  grew 
bitter ;  for  with  (bis  doubt^  a  new  light  broke 
in  upon  her  own  conduct, — and  she  began 
to  Uame  her  estrangement  from  her  guar- 
dian as  unadvised ;  and  her  hasty  departure 
as  *preoipita(nt,  almost  to  the  extent  of  ingrflir 
titude!  and  her  cheek  burnt  at  the  idea* 

The  interferenoe  of  Anselmo,  when  dia- 
gvised  as  the  Pensylvanian  Trader,  seemed  te 
assume  a  new  aspect;  its  ingenuity  had  b&« 
fore  aimised  her,  and  his  love  for  her  friend 
Bladalena  had  seemed  a  sufficient  motive^ 
but: now  the.  fear  of  something  strange  and 
sinister,  filled  her  with  suspense  and  inquioN 
tttde.  This  unknown  guardian,  too ; —  this 
'pan^n,'(as  to  her  he  had  been  described) 
of*  the  Italian  noUeitee  : — ^tbe  proud  and  im- 
pfmoned  Montrano« 

''I  am  really  sorry.  Miss  Damley,  but 
duty  obliges  me  to  say,  thai  ^  the  deck  must 
be- cleared.'-*— The  Commander  of  the  Seventy-* 
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Four  faDcies  that  lie  owes  us  a  gradge,  and 
we  are  still  within  the  range  of  his  guns." 

The  woids  weie  hardly  8pokNi--^when  a 
flash  of  flame,  followed  by  &  cloud  of  smoke 
fiom  the  King's  Ship,  showed  the  pradenee 
of  the  advice.  The  report  and  ball  came  an 
instant  after,  and  the  latter,  which  had  been 
thrown  at  an  elevated  range,  fell  into  the 
sea  at  not  mme  thu  fifty  yards  short  of 
the  Serena. 

As  the  baffled  boat  polled  back  to  the 
ship,  three  oAer  shots  were  fired,—- but  with 
no  better  success*  The  ladies,  meanwhile, 
had  gone  bdow,  and  the  Serena  under  re- 
duced sail,— and  with  the  advantage  of  a 
gentle  breeze  was  working  easy,  and  VkeLy  to 
dear  the  straits,  when,  from  the  passage  of 
boats,  and  the  exchange  of  signals,  it  was 
evident  that  there. was  a  stir  on  shore. 

'^  As  we  live,''  said  Anselmo  to  the  prime 
seaman  who  acted  as  his  Mate — "they  will 
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bend  the  eaik  of  the  Frigate,  and  send  her 
out  to  pick  up  the  little  Seresa,  if  she  can ! 
Faith,  we  shall  see  a  Bengal  Tigiess  mousing 
ia  a  ladies  chamber  nezC 

''  I  am  afraid  it  wiU  prove  no  joke  in  the 
end,.  Sir;*  replied  the  old  tar—''  hark !  they 
are  heaving  on  the  capstan—the  deep  '  ye 
yso/  comes  hoUow  on  the  wind/' 
.  The  Rigate  rode  with  a'  spring  on  her 
cable,  seaward  of  the  Seventy*Four,r-Hi  silvery 
ripple  streaked  the  Ocean  far  before  her; 
while  fliishndeoked,  long,  and  rakishy^-Hibe  lay 
low,  dark,  and  dangerous  as  an  alligator  on 
the  soff&ce  of  the  water.  As  yet  to  the 
eye  she  seemed  inanimate,  the  hammocks  in 
her  nettiags  sheltering  the  crew  from  sight, 
—her  bare  yards  glittering  in  the  sun,— 
while  with  every  line  hauled  taut — ^tbe  ele- 
gant and  lofty  tracery  of  her  rigging  rose 
with  a  beautiful  distinctness,  before  a  sky 
flushed  and  luminous  with  closing  day. 

''  We  shall  stand  but  the  chance  of   a 
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bunted  swallow  before  a  hawk !"— said  An- 
selmoi  with  a  bitter  smile ; — ^^  Look,  boy» 
she  veers  already !" 

All  eyes  were  turned  with  a  fearful  in- 
terest on  the  Frigate,  which  had  begun  to 
change  her  position,  by  slipping  a  warp. 
The  shrill  whistle  of  the  Boatswain  sounded, 
and  on  the  signal  her  shrouds  were  black 
with  men!  —  the  heavier  sails  were  soon 
swung  to  the  tops ;  the  yards  were  manned, 
while  the  courses  ware. bent,  with  a.  cele- 
rity which  showed  the  ardour  and  high  dis- 
cipline of  her  crew. 

Instantaneously  the  fore-sail  shot  aloft  ; 
the  spanker  shivered  in  the  gale, — they  bel- 
lied with  its  surging  pressure;  and,  all  at 
once,  the  gallant  fabric  began  to  stem  the 
rolling  tides  of  Ocean  ! 
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CHAPTER  Vn. 


— f^ — '  '  ■  ■     *'  Awakmg  with  «  start. 

The  waters  heave  Kronod  m^,  and  on  higk 
The  winds  lift  up  their  roices :  I  depart. 
Whither  I  know  not." 


Several  hours  had  elapsed ^  and  still  the 
chase  continued  with  that  awful  sameness, 
that  equipoise  of  fear  and  hope,  which  keeps 
the  mind  on  the  tenterhooks  of  suspense, 
till  the  very  heart  aches  with  defeated  ex- 
pectation. 
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Hitherto,  the  safety  of  the  Serena  had 
depended  on  the  station  she  had  preyiously 
obtained^  and  still  preserved,  upon  the  wind ; 
but  now  midnight  approached,  and  it  was 
evident  that  some  change  of  weather  was  at 
hand. 

**  If  the  gale  freshens^  the  ship  will  over- 
reach us,**  said  Anselmo,  in  a  low  whisper, 
to  the  Mate. 

''  Come  farthor  aft,  and  listen:—- 

*^  Yes,  listen,  as  if  the  words  were  my 
'  last ;'  and  as  such  let  them  be  obeyed.  It 
is  my  intention  to  *  blow  up  the  Serena,' 
rather  than  brook  the  fate  that  might  follow 
a  capture !  In  that  case,  myself  and  the 
three  Corsicans  remain  on  board,  while  the 
rest  of  the  crew,  with  the  ladies,  in  charge, 
must  depend  upon  the  launch,  which  you 
will  take  under  your  command,  and  pull 
for  Algiers  ;-^when  there,  this  letter  will 
secure  your  future  safety. 

''  Say  not  a   word ! — ^If  I  blow   up  the 
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Serena,  tbe  exjdoBion  shall  burst  from  be- 
neath the  bows  of  the  Frigate  ;-»nor  shall  I, 
ny  good  fellow^  be  without  a  raseue  far 
the  life  I  venture." 

Anselmo  had  spoken  with  his  usual  se- 
renityi  nay,  even  with  a  cheerfulness  of 
tone ;  but  the  solemaity  of  his  look,  and  the 
searchung  keenness  of  his  glance,  gave  the 
Mate  a  shrewd  suspicion  that  he  had  made 
up  his  mind  tot  the  last  sacrifice,  and  that 
the  felal  eyent  would  probably  ensue.  With 
Ijieae  thou^ts  upon  his  mind,  without  a 
word,  and  in  the  very  dumbness  of  sor^- 
row,  the  Mate  bowed  his  head  with  a 
mournful  acquiescence,  and  withdrew  to  at- 
tend to  his  duty  forward. 

The  night,  had  been  clear,  with  a  star-lit 
sky  of  that  deep  cerulean  blue,  which  pain- 
ters k>ye  to  contrast  with  the  rich  carnations 
of  femajie  beauty,  when  they  gtwp  Bacdiantes 
or  wood-;iymphs  in  some  festive  scene  of 
ancient  &b)e. 
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A  night,  warm  and  glowingi  with  a  light 
Bttbdued,  yet  clear  in  its  deep  tenderness,  as 
tiiat  fond  glance  afiection  trembles  to  betray. 
Such  had  it  been,  but  now,  as  if  in  entry  of 
its  melting  softness,  the  moon,  louring  and 
dull,  wrapped  in  a  pile  of  shadowy  clouds, 
rose  eastward, — ^the  offing  darkening  as  she 
came* 

"  We  haTC  a  promise  there  !'*— «aid  An- 
srimo,  pointing  to  the  vapour ; — 

''We  shall  have  one  of  those  violent 
storms  common  in  these  seas  anon! — Well, 
let  it  come  I  though  it  wrap  us  in  the  gloom 
of  hell,  it  now  were  welcome.** 

**I  think  the  frigate  nears  us,'*  said  the 
mate* 

''  I  think  so  too,**  —  replied  Anselmo, 
who  had  just  withdrawn  his  eye  from  the 
glass ; — 

''And  I  know  the  cause;  she  lies  a  full 
streak  higher  in  the  water  than  she  did ;— « 
and  yet  this  is  most  extraordinary,  for  she 
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must  have  cast  ballast  Qverboard  to  a  danger- 
ous amouat.  The  anxiety  they  show  to  piek 
op  the  Serenai  is  soxnetbing  more  thm  na^ 
tural;  our  only  expedient  wiU  be  to  risk 
more  canva^  though,  by  the  bye,  wys  must 
fall  a  point  off  the  wind  for  that  pui^ 
poQe. 

This  was  immediately  done ;  and  soon 
th(^.  binding  and .  overloaded  masts  of  the 
Serena  bore  a  cloud  of  sail,  which,  if  it 
promised  safety  in  one  sense,  was  in  itself 
most  critical,^  as.  the  overstrained  spars  and 
half  buried  ,hall  began  to  testiljr. 

The  gale  freshened;  and,  as  the  frantic 
horse  of  Mazeppa  bore  his  bound  and  naked 
rider  over  the  waste,  staggering  forward  with 
convulsive  bounds^ — so  the  overpacked  Se- 
rena QouQdered  through  the  surging  waters^ 
gunnel  down  at  every  lurch,  but  still  scud* 
din^  onward  with  a  wild .  ipipetuous  speed, 
her  h^  submerged  in  jets  of  boiling  foau), 
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and    her*   neariy    started   rigging    qntyerii^ 
and  creaking  as  sKe  passed. 

X)n  the  offing,  in  ibe  meanwhile,  still 
loomed  the  FVigate,  winning  her  way,  as  it 
seemed,  without  an  effort  ;  and,  as  both 
ressels  were  now  moving  at  nearly  the 
same  velocity,  she  seemed  even  stationary 
in  the  distance. 

'<  Our  light  spars  cannot  beer  this  tear- 
ing service  much  longer,'^— observed  An- 
selmo;  — 

**  If  any  thing  should  start,  we  are  lost 
beyond  all  hopeP^ 

**  Bnt  half  an  hottr.  Sir,  and  the  threat- 
ening storm  will  pnzsle  the  Frigate  mther 
too  much  to  leave  her  time  to  tfiink  of 
us ! " 

**  It  is  a  desperate  alternative,"  replied 
the  Captain. 

<'  Yet,  let  it  come,  and  it  is  but  right 
to  remember,   that  we  must  have  enooiui- 
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tered  the  weather,  if  we  had  neyer  seen 
the  Frigate.  If  we  have  time  to  make  all 
saugf  the  Serepa  has  oothiiig  to  fear  firom 
the  roughest  sea  .that  efer  swept  a  deck! 
if  iiot»  our  hope  must  be,  that  the  extra 
stays  will  save  the  lower  masts. 

''  Ah  1  the  wind  begins  to  loll,  it  thuib- 
dersT' 

The  peal  redoubled^'^and  as  it  echoed 
thiough  the  finnament,  the  clouds  that  had 
enshrouded  the  moon,  were  suddenly  de- 
tached, as  if  attraeted'  towards  'the  water, 
where  they  formed  a  mo^ng  fog-bank,  en>* 
l^iffins  vapidly  and  gathering  windward. 

In  the  meantime  -n  dull  vaguer  dimness 
suffuned  itedf' around,  and  ukiperceptibly  the 
vapoury  island  in  the  distance  swallowed  up 
the  iiiterveQirig  apace^  until  the  oflbig  seemed 
diminished  to  a  span  with  ^  a  curtain  of  black 
and  moving  mi$ty  beymid  which  corusca- 
tions of  lightning  began  to  gleam  with  mo- 
mentary radiance. 
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The  air  gained  an  exceeding  dampness 
with  a  cloee  and  stifling  heat,  while  the  fiunt 
and  sobbing  gale  sunk  into  a  dead  and  silent 
calm.  This  perfect  lull  was  however  as  yet 
circumscribed  within  a  narrow  circle,  for  mag- 
nified and  raised  beyond  its  real  level  by 
the  mirage,  the  pursuing  firigate  still  came 
on  darkly  dim,  like  a  moving  shadow  sailiqg 
in  the  air. 

The  gloom  increased,  until  it  wrapt  all 
things  in  its  blackness,  except  one  lurid  spot, 
where  the  obscured  moon  still  faintly  shone 
as   an  omen  of  disaster. 

With  all  the  promptitude  of  high  resolve 
Anselmo  had  taken  care  that  the  Serena  was 
prepared  (as  far  as  might  be)  to  encounter 
the  crash  of  ^elements  expected  to  ensue.  In 
the  hope  too  of  gaining  distance,  the  sweeps 
had  been  manned,  and  the  vessel  still  made 
way. 

During  this  interval  of  suspense,  the  female 
passengers  again  came  on  deck ;  and  Mada- 
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kaa,  filled  with  a  wild  inquietude  for  her 
lorer^s  safety,  put  a  thousaad  unmeaDing, 
though  anxious  questions  to  Anselmo: — ^th^ 
disquietude  of  Carema  was  equally  great, 
but  with  an  indignant  feeling  of  the  past, 
die  awaited  the  event  in  silence. 

**  I  baye  a  strong  hope  of  making  Melilla 
on  the  Afirican  coast,  and  if  we  can  double 
the  promontory  under  which  it  lies  before 
dawn,  we  shall  have  given  them  the  slip 
most  handsomely." 

'  Delighted  to  hear  of  this  expedient,  Ma- 
dalena  thanked  Anselmo  in  tones  of  joy  and 
confidence,  and  in  her  own  view  considered 
all  dieir  perils  as  even  then  surmounted. 

"  After  all " — continued  Ansejmo,  "  I  begin 
to  suspect  that  the  menaced  storm  will  pass 
away, — and  yet  it  is  strange  that  we  have 
no  rain !— the  clouds  are  actually  down  upon 
us,  and  floating  on  the  bosom  of  the  deep." 
*'  You  bear  the  fortune  of  Ceesar,'*  said 

VOL*  IL  H 


I 


14$  THE  PICABOOK. 

Madalena,  pi:es8mg  bis  ana,  and  looking  up 
with  a  fond  exulting  glance. 

''This  blessed  gloom  bas  aiisen  in  the 
▼ery  moment  of  our  danger.!*-eouId  any 
thing  be  more  propitious  ?  ** — r-. 

''  Still  we  must  be  cautioup,  I/nrep**  re- 
plied the  Captain,  as,  with  his  ann  aiound 
her  waist,  he  pressed  her  proudly  to  bis 
side, — 

"  A  sailor^s  bride  should  sport  with  fear, 
but  still  with  prudence. 

"  Here,  Pietro,  — -  ta)ce  that  lantern  off 
the  poop :  a  singly  spai^  ifi  seen,  would  now 
ruin  and  betray  us.* 

"  Our  glass  runs  ifa&e  then ! " — rei^xmded 
the  Mate,  in  a  tone  that  implied  too  much 
of  conviction. 

Even  while  he  spOke,  the  whole  atmos- 
phere seemed  changed  into  a.  mass  of  flame, 
— and  for  several  seconds  flash  followed  flash, 
spreading  a  glare  of  intolerable,  light   over 
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the  wll0ie.lMtti9oay  wad  tevealing  the  oetatiye 
•ituation  of  they^oe^lfl^ 
.  *Thp  |B|igi^te  haviAg  befcro  takea  in  8ail^ 
^7-4iad[b)fi;^Jjiog4o.  in- otter  UDcertntnty  what 
course  to  eteer^  but  that  {KMut  being  thus 
ai^rtai)^)  the  neact  ^ash  showed  her  with 
\ij^  smeegfi  manned,. and  pnUing  rapidly  for 
the  SersDax  •   - 

This,  as  Anselnu)  observed  to  the  Mate, 
^fMr  t{|f|.,/atfl  crisis  he  had  foretold;  and 
though,  a  short  and  broken  sea  prevailed  from 
^  m;&  gale,,  that,  might  prove  inconvenient 
tf^oMi.^V^  boaV  yet  he  began  to  prepare 
the  launch  for  her  intended  service, 
.^^^.^ijciterval  pf  .darkness  again  intervened; 
but  so  convinced  were  the  crew  of  the  Serena, 
of  the  futility  of  any  effort  to  preserve  their 
v^fel|  that  they  almost  ceased  to  pull^^ — and 
the*  gn^ter.  part  remained  in  a  state  of  sullen 
f^i^thy*  'Hie  females  too  were  silent ;  and 
how  different  were  their  feelings  at  that 
eventful  moment! 
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Madalena^  as  she  clasped  the  cold  hand 
of  her  lover,  and  hung  for  protection  on  bis 
neck,  felt  that  all  hope  was  banished  from 
his  bosom,  or  that  he  would  not  thus  have 
remained  the  silent  witness  of  her  torture. 
Meanwhile,  Carema,  perfectly  unconsciouot  of 
the  dark  remembrances  of  violence  smd  sor- 
row, which  clouded  the  mind  of  Anselmo, 
and  the  fatal  retribution  he  had  to  fear, 
viewed  the  approaching  overhaul  from  the 
Frigate  as  a  matter  of  little  moment,  and 
rather  rejoiced  with  the  hope  of  hearing 
news  from  England. 

Again  the  distant  thunder  growled;  and 
elated  with  their  approaching  triumph  the 
crew  of  the  Frigate  cheered  loudly,  and  la- 
boured with  redoubled  zeal. — ^The  lightning 
grew  more  fiercely  rapid,  and  still  as  she 
neared,'— the  exulting  shouts  grew  louder ! 
then  all  at  once  they  ceased,*— and  presently 
arose  a  long  deep  wail,  and  yells  of  agony 
and  fear! 
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A  thuDderbolty  bright  and  dazzling  as  the 
sword  of  Heaven  i  had  struck  the  Frigate 
midships,  and  passing  aft,  had  filled  her  with 
wreck  and  fast  consuming  fire! 

Happily  the  greater  part  of  the  crew  were 
forward^^lbr  of  the  others,  but  few  escaped 
with  life;  and  of  these,  some  unfortunate 
wretches  scorched,  blackened,  and  shrieking 
with  agony,  were  crawling  from  the  open 
ports. 

la  vain  the  voice  of  command  was  an- 
swered, with  the  ready  gallantry  of  perfect 
discipline,  for  the  brave  crew  had  to  con 
tend  with  difficulties  beyond  control  or  rescue. 
Even  as  the  drum  beat  to  quarters,  the 
main  and  mizen  masts  had  fellen  blazing  by 
the  board. 

Vast  volumes  of  smoke,  with  roaring,  daz- 
ding  sheets  of  flame  and  showers  of  sparks, 
now  burst  through  the  stem  windows,  the 
ports   and   scuppers,   until  the  decks  them- 
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■dreg  yttwned  open,  and  alt  was  one  dread 
and  glowing  pit  of  floating  fire ! 

Tlie  conflagration  of  tbe  entire  vedset  nvaa 
indeed  inevitable;  and  as  the  boats  liad 
beei^  destroyed,  the  crew  seemed  alu^etber 
without  a  refuge ; — presently,  however,  it  was 
evident  that  they  were  attempting  to  con- 
struct a  raft  from  tbe  floating  wreck  under 
the  bows.  \ 

In  the  desperation  of  the  moment,  this 
task  was  soon  accomplished,  but  Aen  a  new 
difficulty  arose,  in  getting  it  to  Move  t — nor 
was  it  after  all  so  far  deared  as  to  be  out  of 
danger  :«-stiIl  with  ^  the  ruling  passion  strong 
in  death,'  (for  their  destination  promised  no- 
thing better,)  t)ie  gallant  band  hoisted  the 
cross  emblazoned  ensign,  which  has  so  noUy 
braved  ^'  the  battle  and  the  breete  !  '^— and 
lashed  it  on  the  crazy  fabric. 

« 

By  this  time  the  sky  had  resumed,  its 
former  pitchy  hue, — ^the  thunder  stcmn  having 
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altogether  subsided;  when,  from  the  ruddy 
light  that  gleamed  from  the  burning  shipi 
in  the  far  distance  across,  the  glistening  sur- 
face of  the  deep,  a  speck,  perchance  a  fiir 
distant  sail,  as  yet  well  down  beneath  the 
ofBng,  was  faintly  yisible. 

'^  Oh !  Captain  Anselmo,"— exclaimed  Ca- 
rema, — **  surely  you  will  not  leave  them  thus 
to  perish." 

"  My  dear  Madam,  I  have  awaited  the 
event  with  an  anxiety  equal  to  your  own,^- 
but  perhaps  you  have  not  observed  that 
they  have  avoided  to  make  any  signal  for 
assistance;  and  what  will  surprise  you  more, 
from  the  anns  they  have  secured,  and  other 
particulars,  I  have  no  doubt  but  that  they 
intend  to  boaid  us  from  the  raft,  while  we 
are  thus  becalmed,  and,  in  one  sense,  mbre 
helpless  than  themselves," 

Fully  convinced  of  the  Captain's  sincerity, 
and  conscious  that  the  disparity  of  numbers 
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would  leave  the  Serena  no  chance,  Carema 
admired  the  propriety  of  Anselmo's  caution ; 
while  with  the  aid  of  a  telescope,  she  obtained 
a  nearer  sight  of  the  wretched  crew  on  their 
crazy  ark  of  refuge. 

Formed  of  irregular  spars,  casks,  and  sea- 
chests  hastily  lashed  together,  and  crowded 
with  men,  many  of  whom  were  waist  deep 
in  water;  while,  as  the  raft  itself  was  half 
submersed,  nothing  could  appear  more  pe- 
rilous than  their  condition.  A  second  glance 
showed  that  the  raft  had  got  entangled  with 
the  wreck  of  the  masts,  and  was  still  dragging 
on  the  hull. 

To  clear  off  these  attachments,  great  ex- 
ertions were  now  being  made,  and  groups  of 
half-naked  sailors  were  actively  engaged  in 
cutting  away  the  encumbrance,  as  fast  as  its 
situation  could  be  observed;  but  as  many 
of  the  lines  were  deeply  sunk,  their  efforts 
as  yet  had  been   fruitless,  as  were  those  of 
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"•      f  '      ■ 

a  gang  who  had  ^  shipped  a  pair  of  sweeps, 

■»    • 

with   the  hope  of  getting  the    raft    in    mo- 
tion. 

The  ofBcers  were  assisting  in  these  opera- 
tions with  the  usual  manly  temper  and  vigi- 
lance  of  the  service ;  and  amongst  them, 
Careroa  fancied  that  she  had  discovered  the 
ibrm  of  one,  but  too  familiar  to  her  recoUec- 

tion, — that  of  Blandford  ! 
•  *     '  * 

Long  and  ardently  she  gazed,  until  sus- 

picion  changed  to  certainty ;   and  wild  with 

the  idea  of  his  danger,  and  yet  timid   and 

averse  to  own  his  presence,  for  what  might 

that  avail? — she  beheld  again  the  object  of 

her  maiden  dreams, — ^the  form  of  him  whose 

un-owned  love  had  been  as  the  hidden  trea- 

sure  of  her  young  and  innocent  affections ! 

And    now, — how    was    he    recovered? — 

even  as  an  unsubstantial  vision  of  our  sleep, 

rich  in   the   near  possession  of   a  joy  that 

melts   away    in    darkness   and    affright! — he 

h2 
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stood  as  one  fbre^oomed,*'-ii»  one  bew^ted 
on  the  crumbling  kdge  of  some  hi^  pi^ 
cipice,  while  the  anfafliomed  wseyes  of  Et^^ 
mty  are  rolling  heavily  beneath. 

"  Look  to  yonr  sweepc^  men  !  "-^cried 
Anselmo  suddenly.  -  • 

'<  Steady, — give  way,  Boyb;— ^  hufidcedl 
fathoms  more,  or  the  Frigate  may  pove  an 
awkward  neighbour  yet:— give  way.**        '  * 

Aware  that  some  new  danger  was  im- 
pending, but  without  the  least  ides  ofi"ite 
nature,  Carema  gazed  distractedfy  on  the 
receding  scene,  untit  at  last,  happeningt  4# 
observe  the  strange  sail  in  the  dktanee, 
which  was  now  grown  move  xlisdnct,  and 
evidently  a  ship^  she  oonsideved  it'  te«be  the 
cause  of  Ansehno's  vigilance';  and*  her  se*- 
renity  returned,  with  the  hope  Aot  the  ap- 
proaching vessel  might  prove  of  senice  >to 
Frank  and  his  companions. 

It  was  but  tile  delusioa  of  a  momenf^'^ 
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die  geDtle  smile  of  satisfaction  had  hardly 
dimpled  on  her  cheek,  when  suddenly, 
astounded  by  a  hollow  burst  of  sound,  and 
at  the  next  instant  wrapped  in  a  suffocating 
raponr, — giMsping  for  breath,  and  nearly 
blinded,  Carema  clung  to  the  nearest  object 
for  support 

"The  explosion  has  passed,  and  yet  we 
live,^— said  Anselmo  in  a  solemn,  quiet  tonis. 

''The  Frigate  has  blown  up,  lady;— *bnt 
still,  thanks  be  to  Heaven,  we  are  safe^** 

Carema  heard  noty  answered  not  the  ad«* 
juration.  She  thought  not  of  herself;— 
pamfyzed  with  terror,  cold  and  motiodless 
as  marble,  she  looked  in  desperation,  but 
vainly,  for  the  raft. 

From  the  4ark  and  welting  bosoih  of 
the  deep,  arose  a  vast  and  shapeless  mass 
t>f  fil9ry  cloud,  whieh  was  vomitii^  atbund 
it  a  cataract  of  sparks  and  crackling  embers  ! 
these  fell  hissing  in  the  sea,  and  then  the 
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vapour  grew  dim  and  shadowy,  almost  to 
blackness: — i again,  as  the  heavier  smoke 
exhaled,  a  bright  and  coppery  flash  of  light 
sprung  np,  and  gathering  on  itself,  towered 
in  a  lofty  column; — meanwhile,  the  lower 
works  of  the  torn  and  dismantled  ship  stiU 
held  together  by  the  metal  sheathing,  and, 
level  with  the  water,  were  grown  red  and 
glowing  as  some  infernal  cauldron  filled  with 
penal  fire* 

''  They  have  perished  l**  exclaimed  the 
almost  fiunting  Carema. 

"Believe  it  not.  Lady! — there  they  lie 
starboard  of  the  wreck,  soddened  in  the  water, 
doubtless,  as  a  hunted  otter,  but  still  un- 
harmed by  the  fire." 

"  Oh,  Captain!  as  you  hope  for  mercy!" 
cried  Carema,  arousing  all  her  energy, 

'^  Trifle  no  longer,  or  they  will  sink  be- 
fore you,  carried  down  with  the  burning 
wreck. 
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^'  Hftrii !  Hbe  fltet  eneroaobmg  wtten  al- 
ready hiBS  and  bubble  aroimd  the  hwrnngy 
sinking  ship!" 

"  Lady,  the  bull  of  the  Frigate  may  float 
an  hour  yet,  and  in  half  that  time  ihose  poor 
fellowB  may  hare  fkr  better  help  than  any 
we  can  render.  I  see  that  the  stranger  has 
canght  a  light  air  seaward,  and  travels 
faster  than  may  suit  our  purpose/' 

Having  thus  spoken,  Anselmo  hastened 
to  give  the  necessary  orders,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  the  little  Serena  had  expanded  her 
canvas  pinions,  to  catch  the  first  faint  breath- 
ings of  the  coming  gale. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


Pfvchm.  *"I1ilNitlMrpioCw«Itar«j«tb6lieU, 
And  thtt  hath  daszled  mj  reaaon'f  light ; 
Bat  whMi  I  look  on  her  perfeetiona, 
H I  on  aheek  mj  etnog  lore,  I  iHU, 
If  not,  to  eompau  her  III  use  my  skfll/' 

THE  TWO  OSNTLKMXN  OF  TBBOKA. 

Sw  Oiln  Oviireaeh,  "  Yon  do  conclude  too  hat,  not 
knowing  me, 


Nor  the  engines  that  I  work  bj« 


ft 

▲  NEW  WAY  TO  PAT  OLD  DEBT! • 


Although  the  law  of  self-preservation  might 
at  the  fatal  momekit  itself  haire  exonerated  Keiw 
rick  from  the  guilt  of  a  direct  murder  in  the 
homicide  of  Smuggleton,  yet  it  must  be  re* 
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toembered,  that  that  deed  was  but  the  w- 
qoeuce  of  a  premeditated  viUaD;rf  ^  which 
the  victim  was  meant  to  be  the  dupe;  and 
consciona  of  this,  the  horrors  of  that  fearful 
hour  clung  with  a  sickoiing, — nay,  with  a 
blasting  inflaence  upon  his  nund. 

The  fiery  kihi,  fresh  glowing  with  its 
hwnao  fiiel,  and  the  fierce,  but  dying  eyes, 
that  threatened  from  its  blaze,  still  haunted 
him,  in  pid^  and  in  private  ;  and  as  small 
doses  of  corrosive  poieon,  although  too  weak 
to  kill,  yet  vitiate  and  depiave,  until  the'  ani- 
mal functions  become  incapable  of  healthy 
action;  so  the  heart  of  this  lonely  and  avt^ 
ricious  man  became  seared  and  callous  to 
the  touch  of  human  pity.  ' 

His  thirst  of  wealth,  insatiate  as  it  was, 
had  before  been  mingled  with  a  relish  for 
the  plqa0urefl>  that  wealth  bestows ;   and  this 
ia..4oine  .measure    redeemed    him    jErom 
)  of  an  utttf  selfish  nets 
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more  or  less  reciprocal;  and  happily,  no 
man  can  alone  unlock  the  portals  of  enjoy- 
ment. 

But  now,  grown  sore  with  the  festerings 
of  a  yaia  remorsci  each  softer  emotion  withered 
from  his  bosom>  and  nought  remained  but 
the  restless  instinct  of  a  cunning,  from  long 
habit  ever  eager  for  the  accumulation  of 
money, — and  that,  overshadowed  with  the 
pale,  cold  passion  of  the  base; — ^the  coward's 
fear  of  death. 

Thus  to  escape  one  evil,  Kenrick  had 
plunged  into  another ; — and  hence  arose  the 
false  accusation  that  had  made  his  nephew 
an  outlaw  and  a  fugitive: — ^but  no  sooner 
had  the  flight  of  Blandford  seemed  to  attest 
the  truth  of  his  charge,  and  by  placing 
Kenrick  in  the  attitude  of  an  injured  man, 
awakened  the  sympathy  of  his  mercantile 
neighbours,  than  offers  of  important  assist- 
ance came  in  on  every  side;— and  if  Kenrick 
had  been  as  honest  as  he  seemed, — ^like  Jobj^^ 
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his  'latter  state'  had  been  far  better  than 
his  first  As  it  was,  the  idea  of  Peter's  pri- 
vacy to  his  guilt,  arose,  with  every  passing 
hour,  like  the  thunder  flash  of  heaven,  to 
warn  him  from  the  proffered  paradise. 

Over-wrought  with  these  emotions,  dark 
and  dangerous  were  the  thoughts  of  Kenrick, 
as  he  revolved  in  his  mind  the  tantalizing 
perplexities  of  his  situation;  and  strangely 
enough,  the  vicious  weakness  of  Peter,  in 
bolstering  up  the  infamous  charge  against 
Blandford,  seemed  to  justify  Kenrick  to  his 
own  mind,  in  the  worst  designs  against  his 
accomplice;  and  it  was  only  the  fear  of  some 
inquiry  from  the  Custom  House  Officer  that 
saved  Peter  from  a  secret  and  miserable 
end. 

In  the  meantime,  Kenrick  had  raised  con* 
siderable  sums  for  rebuilding  his  Warehouse, 
and  seemed  as  much  as  ever  involved  in 
the  mystery  of  merchandize,  when  his  nerves 
received  a  fresh  shock  from  the  large  seizures 
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of  amu^led  silks  then  made  in  London, 
and  involving  (as  the  Reader  may  remember) 
some  houses  ifriiich  had  before  been  deemed 
of  the  first  ilespectability. 

These  discoveries  had  been  so  adroitly 
managed,  and  had  proved  so  lucrative  to  the 
informers,  that,  as  Kenrick  very  properly 
concluded,  the  danger  of  his  own  enterprizes 
would  for  a  time  be  doubled ;  and  he  there- 
fore resolved  to  leave  the  country,  and,  if 
possible,  to  wind  up  accounts  with  his  foreign 
corresp(mdent%  taking  credit  for  the.  concealed 
property  that  had  so  lately  perished,  and  for 
the  loss  of  which,  notwithstanding  the  in<* 
suranee  mMey  he  had  received,  be  intended 
them  to  aitower :  and  above  all  others^  there 
was  one  whose  character  had  hitherto  stood 
on  such  points  as  dear  of  impeachment  as 
his  awni  and  on  whose  pride  and  fears  he 
expected  to  be  aUe  to   practise  to   advan- 


With   these   viev^s   he   had   quietly   left 
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Bristol  taboHly  before  the  abduction  of  Ca* 
rema ;  and  having  embarked  at  London  under 
a  ^gBed  name,  had  landed  safely  and  tm- 
noticed  at  an  obaci^re  port  of  Italy. 
>  Having  thus  made  up  for  the  'lee-way' 
of  Master  Kenrick,  the  Reader  shall  catch 
a  glimpse  of  the  surly  old  royster  in  propria 
persona,  as  he  ascends  one  of  the  worst  of 
dus  rugged  roads  of  Calabria. 

Observe  that  abutment  of  rock  projecting 
boldly  from  the  precipice,  and  presenting  a 
terrace  for  the  mountain  track  which  has 
just  submerged  from  that  deep  valley  to  thd 
tight,  which  is  so  grotesquely  scattered  over 
with  masses  of  broken  granite  and  darkened 
with  the  ancient  firs  of  a  former  age.  Far 
itbovci  the  naked  and  thundeiHKsathed  rocks 
hang  loosely  with  an  awfiil  grandeuri — ^the 
wild  birds  scream  among  their  clefts/— and 
hbtt  and  there  hangs  a  blasted  pme,  stiU 
clinging  to  the  lower  crags,  and   stretcfaiiig 
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upward  with  gauot  dry  Umbs,  all  white  and 
rifted. 

Near  the  oentre  a  momitain  goige  opens 
abruptly  on  the  distance  ;-*-«t  shadowy  scene 
lies  oat  beyond,  of  vapour-shrouded  promon* 
toiies,  rolling  clbuds,  and  flying  storms,  while 
on  its  farthest  verge  the  horizon  is  dashed 
with  a  streak  of  the  distant  Ocean,  gleaming 
ftiintly  beneath  an  evening  sky. 

Happily  to  aid  our  purpose,  a  flash  of 
sunshine  still  lingers  on  the  shelf  of  rock 
that  bears  the  road  ;  and  ends,  as  if  to 
infer  an  omen,  at  a  pile  of  stones  sur- 
mounted by  one  of  those  rude  wooden  crosses 
set  up  in  the  South  to  mark  the  spot  of  a 
murder.  At  the  other  end  the  same  broad 
sunny  flash  has  lighted  up  the  figures  of 
two  solitary  horsemen,  who  have  just  ad- 
vanced to  its  level 

The  first  of  these,  with  top-boots,  loose 
great^coat,    valise,    prim    petpendicular    seat^ 
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abd  laige*boaed  hone>  appeacs  the  very  beau 
ideal  of  an  English  mercantile  traveller  of 
some  seventy  years  ago;  when  those  peace- 
ful '  Knights  of  the  Road  '  joomeyed  forth 
on  their  own  hacka,  flanked  on  either  side 
by  ample  saddle-bags,  with  huge  port* 
manteau  stn^iped  behind,  and  not  uiifre-? 
qiiently  with  holsters  at  the  pommel;  the 
one,  perhaps,  sensibly  filled  with  a  canteen 
of  potent  Cognac,  while  the  other  boasted 
its  proper  inhabitant, — a  pistol. 

Now  the  traveller  before  ua  has  '  both ' 
the  pistols  as  well  as  the  holsters,  while  the 
heavy,  hammer-headed  whip  he  canries,  might 
at  close  quarters  form  quite  as  fcMmtdable 
a  weapon,  at  least  when  wielded  by  so  power- 
ful an  arm. 

At  first  sight  a  question  might  arise  as 
to  whether'  all  these  warlike  accoutrements 
were  assumed  for  present  safety  or  future 
use,  for  the  swarthy-looking  horseman  at  his 
side  is  certainly  not  the    most   encouraging 
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oompaiuoii  one  miglit  pick  ap  oq  a  ^mnmerfft 
day. 

The  vmzzto  of  a  alnng  oaibtn  poeping 
out  from,  beneath  hifr  bbick  ItaUan ,  eloak# 
and  the  studded  ahagreeo  htlt  of  a  otilBtto 
wonv  in  hia  belt,  are  indioations,  too,  thai 
he  is  as  well  prepared  for  aggreasion^  ail 
defence  ;—^and  then  the  ibllow  lidea  with 
the  easyalouoh  of  a  practiied  Trooper  o*^ 
he  is*  certainly  a  bandit  1 

Yes !  the .  tig9r4ike  carl  of  his  upp^ 
lip  and  the  dilating  flash  of  his  eager  qfe 
confirm  it.— "No ;  call  him  ^.^Contrabandtete  ;" 
^-the  term  is  grown  qidte  popular  amongst 
the  damigelle* 

*'  This/'— «aid  Kenrick,  pointing  to.  die 
cross, — 

*'  This  is  one  of  the  plague  spots  of 
your  country^— a  token  both  of  its  cxedaU^ 
and  cruelty/' 

'^  The  ignorance  that  would  expect  ns 
to  mistake  the   symbol   for   the   reslity   in 
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the   finty  oiay    woH   imputo   the  •  tecond  ^'^ 
-HPeplied^  the  Stranger,  fiero^ ; — 

'*  The  holy  croM  is  indeed  an  emblem  !^— 
Ay,  by-  my  trelhy  it  ib  a  tokra  of  die 
pardon  all  may  erare  >--aady  as  planted 
there,  it  is  a  symbol  of  the  detestation  all 
should  feel/'  ^ 

^  Well,  let  k  pass;'?— said  Kenrick, 
^roaming  sullenly,  and  dropping  the  rein  as 
the  horso  balanced  himself  with  his  head  in 
dimUng  over  some  loose  ftagments  of  rock 
that  happened-  to  encwnber  the  way ;— - 

''>Let  it  pass/' 

**  Not  60  eaffliy,'''--ansiwered  his  oom- 
panion ; — 

•  ^Tell  me,  Signor  /9ig2eyf,  are  there  no 
spots  in  England  stained  with  blood,  that 
cry  to  Heaven  for  a  vengeance  as  yet  de- 
layed ?«-^ay,  are  there  none?" 

He  stopped  short ;  for  checking  his  horse 
saddenly,  and  standing  in  his  stirrups,  Ken- 
riek'had  turned    upon  him   as  if  about  to 
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strike*  No  blow,  however^  passed ;  for  that 
momentary  glance  was  sufficient  to  satisfy 
the  suspicious  Kenrick  that  the  remark  had 
been  made  without  the  intention  of  a  per* 
sonal  application  ;*— tmd  the  parties  again  rode 
silently  forward. 

It  was  many  hours  after  this,  and  the 
travellers  had  advanced  some  weary  leagues, 
and  the  fresh  air  of  the  sea  came  damp 
and  gusty  from  the  neighbouring  coast,  when 
on  turning  a  promontory,  the  tall  gray  tur* 
rets  of  a  feudal  fortress  appeared  on  the  crest 
of  a  precipitous  hill  immediately  before  them, 
—and,  in  that  clear  atmosphere,  as  it  seemed 
at  no  great  distance. 

'^  The  sight  of  stone  walls  always  give 
me  something  of  a  qusilm, — a  sort  of  a  chill ;" 
—-said  Kenrick,— 

^'  The  place,  too,  looks  half  in  ruins,—* 
no  great  encouragement  in  that.  And  then 
they  say,  that  your  Lords  and  Princes  in 
Italy,  Manificeea,   Ezoellenzas,  and  the  rest 
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of  them,  manage  to  live  with  a  strange 
small  quantity  of  solid  eating.  Well,  now 
hark  ye,  fnend, — as  I  have  but  a  small 
appetite  for  lentils,  maccaroni,  the  fle$h  of 
grapes,  ices,  lemonade,  sugar-plums,  or  dried 
fish, — let  me  ask  you  what  chance  we  have 
of  a  roast  capon  and  a  flask  of  wholesome 
wine  ?" 

''  When  I  am  within  those  gates,''  said 
the  swarthy  horseman  at  his  side,^* 

'^  I  have  one  thought,  and  only  one,  on 
my  mind." 

"  Very  well,  very  right," — ^mumbled  Ken- 
rick,  somewhat  puzzled ; — 

"  What  is  that  ?" 

^*  How  far  I  may  trust  to  Fortune  for 
the  chance  of  repassing  theml  The  game 
has  had  a  long  run  one  way : — ^I  have  heard 
the  Count  say  twenty  times,  that  he  would 
give  his  life  to  be  quit  of  us, — a  cast  on  the 
other  side  would  bring  the  balance  event — 
he  may  keep  his  oum,  and  take  ours!" 

VOL.  II.  I 
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^  If  1  thcwghi  Ikat  thoe  ms  Ae 
the  i&ott  vemole   danger — *  exdaned  Ken- 
rieky  nmng  m  hk  bone  to  a  jtid  hah. 

'^  Koomtat,"    mi  the  odier  ron^y^ — 

'^  We  fi^  bj  danger !  No  ■an  who  iren- 
tar»  oat  eo  fiu-  with  me  tons  back,  at 
least  without  a  pistol  shot  to  aid  his  ffigfat ! 
The  troth  is,  that  the  Count  has  had  the 
better  half  of  the  staff  too  long.  The  profits, 
the  eoomioos  profits,  have  been  his  own.** 

Kenrick  bit  his  lip,  bat  was  eonyeaiently 
silent ;  his  want  of  honesty  as  an  agent 
had  rendered  those  profits  much  less  than 
was  suspected  : — ^the  other  continued — 

*^  Yes,  we  have  had  the  peril  and  the 
toil,  and  he  has  sucked  the  honey !  bat, 
as  the  orange  ripens,  it  is  still  the  more 
eaty  to  be  squeezed  !  Let  the  rash  An- 
selnio  grow  grey  in  the  buffets  of  the 
itorm,  deluded  with  day-dreams  of  the 
'  honour  *  that  will  not  run  current  with 
the  world, — the   honour  that   is  not   *  repu- 
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tation/  and  no  more  than  t!ie  outlaw's  hol- 
low boast  1 — or  seek  his  gaerdon  from  a  ripe 
lip  and  a  mdting  eye'!  Yes,  and  for  these  toys 
of  boy-hood  skiTe  on,  for  another's  profit. 
— ^Yon  and  I,  Signior,  will  snatch  oar  oim, 
though  we  find  it  in  the  pocket  of  ano- 
ther ! — ay,  and  though  the  gold  were  slippery 
with  his  heart's  best  blood  V* 

**  What !   you  mean  not  vi(4ence  ?"— ex- 
claimed Kenrick,  in  alarm ; — 

**  For  the  lote  of  Heaven  venture  not  too 
muikhy   or  they  will  cut   our  throats,    man, 

befinre  thie  dawn!    the   Count  is  surrounded 

by    vassals   whose    knives    are    ready   at    a 

wink." 

The  Italian  gave  no  answer,  but,  as  he 

rode  on,  he  looked   behind  him  with  a  sly 

malicious   leer,  that  promised  more   for  his 

prudence  than  his  courtesy. 

And  now,  dear  Reader,  we  will  steal  a 

march  on  our  travellers,    and   entering   the 
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castello  before  them,  set  tliee  down  at  once 
in  the  presence  of  its  lord ;  yea^  diaagii  the 
bell  bas  lolled  for  llie  boor  of  fest,  and  all, 
save  tbe  sentries  on  the  ramparts,  should  be 
wrapped  in  the  forgetfiilness  of  sleep. 

How  solemn,  and  yet  how  dHoniuig,  is 
the  silence, — the  dim  and  mdiowed  radimDe 
of  this  rich  chamber  i — 00  thiek  and  soft  its 
carpets,  that  the  tread  might  ihll  wiAoat  a 
sound.  How  elegant  its  taU  Venetian  win- 
dows, spanned  with  marUe  tracery,  entwined 
with  fbliage,  loaded  with  incenae4iteaAhing 
flowers;  —  its  snow-white  bed,  with  1  rosy- 
tinted  drapery,  confined  with  goldm  wreaths; 
•—its  deep  clear  mirrors,  its  soBba  of  glowing 
velvet;  its  life«>like  sculptures,  and  its  pic- 
tured walk,  where  the  mythological  virions 
of  the  ancient  worid  seem  starting  into  be- 
ing ;  and,  perhaps  more  beautiful  than  all, 
in  its  subdued  and  modest  grace,  a  single 
candelabra,  surmounted  with  a  vase^like  lamp 
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of  oriental  alaboflter,  which  sheds  a  mild 
transparattt  gleaan;  and  is  itself  transhiceQt  as 
fleecy  doudB  that  wrap  the  bright  autumnal- 
moon* 

Such  was  the  chamber,  a  fitting  shrine 
Cm*  Hymen  in  his  high  triumphant  hour; 
when,  amid  driicious  tears  and  murmuring 
sighsy  the  Uusluag  Loves  resign  their  trophies 
at  their  mother's  feet,  and  chant  shrill  psaans 
to  the  spariKlmg  stars  of  night 

Through  the  open  windows  stream  the 
moon  beams,  so  strong,  and,  as  it  were, 
grown  palpable  in  their  effulgence,  that  they 
seem  a  spiritual  essence,  and  might  well 
excuse  the  fond  belief  that  makes  them  shed 
an  influence  magical  and  strange  1 

And  are  we  sure,  that  this  bold  legend 
of  the  olden  time  is  altogether  iaJse  ?— and 
that  the  'eilyery  Regent  of  the  night'  has 
not  the  power  to  penetrate  the  brain  of 
him  who  sleeps  incautiously  beneath  her 
thrilling  gleams? 
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Full  in  the  icy  glare  of  that  strong  light, 
with  face  upraised,  as^  leaning  hukf  and 
slumbering  on  a  couoh  beside  the  window, 
lies  the  Count  Montrana  Even  as  be  sleeps, 
the  muscles  of  his  eountenance  are  wrought 
and  quiver  faintly,  as  the  starts  of  passion 
strengthen.  The  calm  fixed  look  of  innate 
dignity  worn  in  the  day  is  lost  amid  the 
eager  workings  of  a  mind  stnng  with  wild 
thoughts, — and  the  haunting  recollections  of 
a  life  of  strange  vicissitudes. 

His  breath  now  heaves  more  heavily:*— 
he  seems  to  threaten!  and  then/  in  quick 
remorse,  with  gesture  passionate  and  fierce, 
he '  rends  his  dress,  and  lays  his  bosom 
naked  to  the  night  i-Hitnidt  with  the  sndden 
chill,  a  shudder  creeps  upon  hin,  and  he 
wakes* 

'^  Ah  !  how  is  this  ?^— «exelaimed  Mon-» 
trano,  pressing  his  tbiobbing^  fiirdbead  with 
a  hand  yet  cold ;  the  fire  that  lurked  within 
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burnt  in  upon  the  brain,  and  j8nu>uldered  in 
the  hearty  but  UA  each  limb  as  yet  half 
pained'  with  the  atupor  of  repose. 

^  Methought  Ansehno's  look  betrayed  the 
neim  he  dared  not.  ntter^-«<eTen  as,  ^when  a 
youths  he  stood  t^eaide  my  couch  on. the 
morning. of  her  death:— since  that  black 
hour,  years  have  rolled  by,  and  yet  the 
vision  rose  clear  and  distinct  in  each  pixrtir 
cular,  aa  that  bright  witching  star  of  love^ 
that  lured  me,  as  Jl  .wajbched  it,  into  this 
sad  and  troubled  sleep. 

'^How  bitter  is  the  thought,  th^t.half 
our  life  is  often  but  a  struggle  how  to  live; 
the  feverish  effort  how  to  realize  that  fond 
delioious  dream  that  Fancy  hangs  upon  the 
future;  and  which,  ever  like  the  Phantom  of 
the  mountain  mist,  seems  brightest  and  dir- 
est, when  the  most  remote^ 

^'  One  might  beUeve  that  Heaven  had 
left  a  seed  of  madness  in  the  human  heart, 
to  stultify  the  cravings  of  insatiate  self;—? 
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to  make  us  each  pursue  some  vagae  chi- 
mera, which,  however  fatal  to  our  peace, 
may,  even  without  our  wish,  be  beneficial 
to  mankind.  One  barters  all  the  holy  joys 
of  sweet  domestic  peace  for  martial  fame, 
and,  torn  and  bleeding,  dies  in  agony  ; 
slain  in  the  quarrel  of  some  half-idiot  prince, 
who  deems  his  death  a  lucky  chance,  even 
as  it  leaves  a  space  for  some  new  ^  fa- 
vourite,' who,  in  his  turn,  may  court  grim 
Danger  as  a  bride,  and,  dying  equally  with- 
out a  cause,  share  too  the  Dog's  forgotten 
grave  : — 'tis  pitiful  that  Faith  and  Honesty 
should  have  no  better  recompense. 

^'  Another,  lost  in  the  sordid  lust  of 
wealth,  squanders  existence  as  a  slavish 
drudge  at  law  or  trade,  cramping  the  in- 
tellect in  artificial  trammels,  that  leave  it 
less  than  instinct ;  or  at  best,  they  suffer 
it  to  run  to  waste  choked  up  with  musty 
calculations.  Well,  let  them  pass:  the  do- 
tards may  teach  us  that  the  plough  of  Per- 
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".       '       '' 

severance  in  the  field  of  Industry  must  be 
followed  by  the  softening  dews  of  Liberality 
and  Social  Intercoursei  or  that  the  harvest 
will  not  prove  worth  reaping. 

**  The  fools  of  Fashion  are  the  jest  of 
every  day  ;  they  perish  like  the  gnat,  scorched 
in  the  flame  they  worship. 

**  And  Love  ! — Ay,  let  me  pause  : — if 
Love  is  found  a  folly,  it  is  the  fault  of 
imbeciles,  who  so  pervert  a  noble  impulse 
to  their  own  mean  level.  Love  must  share 
its  hopes  and  treasures  for  the  future  with 
the  present.  Love  tramples  down  with  gene* 
rous  warmth  the  cold  distinctions  of  rank 
and  circumstance,  to  bring  into  its  circle 
of  enjoyment  the  forms  of  beauty,  the  manly 
sympathies,  the  family  affections  and  holy 
charities,  that  give  existence  all  its  value.'' 

Montrano  paused,  smote  with  a  thought 
that  shot  a  numbness  through  his  heart. 
The  glow  of  generous  excitement  faded,  and 
his  cheek  assumed  a  sallow  paleness. 

i2 
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He  thoogbt  of  tkat  perverted  will,  and 
adverse  fate,  that,  even  in  the  dawn  of 
manhood,  had  driven  his  inexperienced  youth 
on  desperate  courses.  The  agonies  of  slighted 
love, — the  pinings  of  a  vain  remorse, — and 
the  long  tedious  dreamy  interval  that  fol- 
lowed, when  life  was  without  an  object: — 
all  these  came  back  in  memory,  and  stung 
like  scorpions  at  the  pride  thai  scorned  the 
touch  of  that  baseness  it  had  been-  doomed 
to  suffer*    . 

And  mpre  intolerable,  more  hateful  still, 
the  insults  of  the  meaner  spirits  tkat  clung 
upon  bim  with  the  low  familiar  fellowship 
of  vice,  as  reptiles  fasten  with. their  slime! 
and  challenged  sufferance  from  his  fears, 
lest  they  should  post  him  to  .the  world, 
as  being  still  the  d.eq)erate  spirit  thai  once 
had  been  to  them,  even  as  a  god  in  evil! 

All  this  was  degradation ;  and  far  too  real 
to  be  shunned;  and  how  might  these  com- 
pete with  those  high  aspirations  that  linked 
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his  heart  with  honour  and  Carema? — ^Those 
jfeamings  for  the  extacy  that  only  blooms 
beneath  the  smile  of  virtue  ? 

*'  Oh,  who  shall  pluck  the  innocent  flower 
of  a  Tiigm  love,  with  a  hand  already  cal- 
lous with  the  vices  of  the  world,  nor  crush 
its  tender  stalk,  nor  mar  its  delicate  petals 
with  a  touch  so  rude. 

''Ohi  would  the  gothic  tales  of  sorcery 
were  no  feble^— and  it  were  possible  to  win 
the  guerdon  of  a  happier  life,  though  per* 
chased  with  all  they  threaten  of  the  penal 
doomy^-their  horrible  hereafter  l-^B«t  there 
is  yet  one  magic  left,  the  bright  iUusions  of 
the  seizes  when  art  and  science  minister  to 
nature;  and*  that  philosophy  that  sinks  the 
past  and  future  in  the  'present;'  that  grows 
a  giant  in  its  own  resolve,  and  thus  creates 
the  pleasure  that  it  would  enjoy. 

'^  These  spells  are  still  witibin  my  power: 
as  cowards  die  the  many  deaths  of  fear !  so 
he  that  stoops  before  the  frowns  of  Fortune 
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owns  her  power,  where  a  biuve  indifference 
shung  and  oonqaers  1  Vi\  woo  Caremay  as  the 
Siren  siDgSi  brim  full  of  joy !  as  if  the 
storms  and  sorrows  of  the  worid  were  lulled 
and  lost  in  one  broad  ocean  of  a  measure- 
less oantont,  all  calmly  bright,  and  aparkhng 
into  plefisure." 

With  an  energy  of  will  untameabley 
joined  with  an  equal  buoyancy  of '  heart,  the 
Count's  poetical  imagination  and  warmth  of 
temperament  enabled  him  to  supersede  the 
painful,  promptings  of  reality ;  and^  in  the 
strength  -  and  triumph  of  his  fantasy  to  feel 
the  gaiety  he  feigned. 

Again  the  flush  of  animation  mantled  on 
his  cheek,  his  full  eye  flashed,  and  he  arose 
all  life  and  daring,  as  if  the  touch  of  Time 
had  left  no  pressure  on  his  sinews,  and 'youth 
were  his  for  ever. 

Now  then  to  conjure  with  the  alcbymy  of 
Art,. and  drink  a  sweet  delirium  through  the 
eyes!    The  dead,  the  absent,  and  the  living. 
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are  all  assembled  kere^  in  one  ddicious  Arm 
of  smiling  womai)!  Tes^  aod  be^  ithis  the 
'master  charm ^  to  lull  the  thrilling  heart 
that  acfaea  for  am  ertacy  still  deaJrer ;  Hwas 
gold  ihat  .bought  this  fair  entraAcing  sbsr 
dow,  and  'gold'  shall  no  less  secure  the 
substance, — and  soon  the  bright  sparkling 
wares  of  'Southern  seas  shall  yield  me  up 
a  second  Queen  of  Beauty  in  Carema/^ 

While  thus  speaking,  Montrano  touched 
the  secret  spring  o£  a  cabinet,  when  on  the 
instant  as  the  inlaid  valves  fled  open,  a»d 
bright  as  a  fairy  in  the  blissful  sheen  of 
some  inchanted  bower,— *the  idol  of  his  mad- 
dening flame,  ihe  young  and  delicate  Oarema 
was  present  to  his  fond  devouring  gaze. 

That  glance  was  one  so  long,*-«o  pas- 
sionate, that  it  had  seemed  no  marvel  if  the 
very  picture  had  deepened  to  a  blush.  The 
face  ;  the  form ;  —  were  loveliness  personi- 
fied !  and  yet  made  still  more  lovely  by 
those  subtile  graces  of  radiant  light,  of  deep- 
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eaing  tint  and  mellowing  shade,  that  fasci- 
natei — ^until,  as  Byron  says — 


"  We  gue  md  tam  aside,  tnd  know  not  where, 
Dvded  and  dnmk  with  heantj." 


So  rapt  and  motionless  stood  Montrano,  until 
the  ckitter  of  horses,— and  presently,  loud 
knocks  and  muttering  voices  broke  on  the 
stillness  of  the  night,  and  roused  him  from 
his  trance. 

'^  Stand  back.  Sirs — ^the  Count  may  not 
command  your  entrance — stand  back! — ^The 
night  should  teach  us  caution/* 

It  was  the  voice  of  Fazaello  firom  die 
piazza  of  the  inner  court,  and  very  strangely 
no  answer  was  returned  :  — presently,  the 
tramplittgs  of  a  struggle  became  audible : — 
a  rush  upon  the  staircase  followed,  by  the 
slam  of  a  heavy  door  and  the  clang  of  bolts ; 
— and  now  pale  and  breathless  the  astonished 
page  was  standing  before  his  lord. 

''  Well  done,  my  gallant  boy !  "  exclaimed 
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the  Counts—''  you  have  closed  the  pass  with 
the  promptitttde  of  an  old  engineer.  And 
now,  Faizelloy  sound  a  parley.— *What  would 
these  rude  and  forward  roysters  have  with 
the  Lord  Montrano?" 

The  Capitano  is  one,  your  Excellenza, 
ajad  as  for  the  other,  •  I  think  him  nglier 
than  the  Pope's  Headsman  -  at  Rome,  the 
villany  of  whose  countenance'  balked  the 
priest,  who  would  have  given  him  absolu- 
tion with  a  demur  of  conscience^— the  four 
cardinal  sins  «are  stamped  on  every  feature.'* 

*'  Is  the  Capitano  mad  ? — Or,  is  the  com- 
panion you  speak  of  some  demon  in  dis- 
guise, who  has  possessed  him  with  the  folly 
of  thus  obtruding  on  my  quiet  ? — ^Oo,  send 
them  hither." 

"  They  are  armed,  your  Excellenza  !  ** 

This  was  said  in  a  low  significant  tone. 

**  And    what   is    worfee  *  in    the    way  •  of 
danger,   they  'are  both  sufficiently  possessed 
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with  the  moBt  unruly  spirit  of  the  earth-^ 
the  demon  Brandy !  ** 

"  There  is  something  in  this  :** — said  Mon* 
trano,  thoughtfully. 

*^  The  Capitano  never  drinks  except  when 
on  the  brink  of  some  unsavory  enterprize. 
Not  that  he  lacks  courage,  but  that  when 
restless  with  unpleasant  thoughts,  he  drowns 
them  in  a  flowing  cup*** 

"  A  '  stranger/  too  ! — The  business  we 
might  have  to  arrange  would  brook  no  wit- 
ness— ^look  out  for  the  worst,  Fazzello! — 
Arouse  the  household ; — and  then  let  them 
meet  me  as  they  list.  The  Capitano  has 
borne  too  bold  a  front  upon  my  favour: — if 
there  is  mischief  on  his  mind,  the  sooner 
known  the  sooner  baffled." 

All  on  the  moment  was  on  the  stir,  the 
great  bell  of  the  Castello  began  to  toll — 
lights  flashed,  and  the  noisy  jests  and  wild 
halloos  of  the  serving  men  and  martial  re- 
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tainere,  resounded  from  the  halls  and  courts 
beneath. 

The  strangers  meanwhile  had  remained 
at  the  head  of  the  staircase,  which  had 
been  closed  upon  them  by  Fazzello,  so 
that  the  Count  hsid  no  aiternativei  but 
to  await  them  in  the  chamber, — or  to 
meet  them  in  the  corridor,  he  chose  the 
latter ;  and  Fazzello  having  receiyed  some 
private  orders,  and  placed  the  lamp  upon 
the  floor,  admitted  the  Capitano  and  his 
friend, — and,  as  in  retiring  he  had  locked 
the  door,  they  were  in  one  sense  prisoners, 
and  alone  with  Montrano. 

Dark  and  lofty  with  a  range  of  ancient 
family  pictures  suspended  on  the  one  side, — 
and  a  row  of  deeply  indented  narrow  lancet- 
shaped  recesses  on  the  other,  the  long  naked 
and  silent  corridor  had  an  air  of  solemn 
magnificence,  thai  suited  well  with  the 
haughty  bearing  of  Montrano ! 

Standing   near  the  lamp,    and    with    his 
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eyes  fixed  on  the  portrait  of  one  of  his  war- 
like anceBtors,  the  Count  remained  at  their 
entrance  a»  one'  abatraeted ;— and  then  re- 
covering himself  with  an  air  of  calm  indif- 
ference, he  motioned  them  to  paiiae  at  a 
small  space  beyond  the  lamp. 

The  Capitano  would  have  passed  more 
forward,  had  not  the  Count  repelled  him  by 
a  second  look, — while  Kemick  checked  hia 
temerity,  by  what  he  meant  to  be  a  friendly 
pull  'of  caution  at  the  cloak.  A^  it  was, 
both*  kept-  their  alldtted  distance,— and  as 
the  flare  of  the  lamp  struck  upwards,  the 
lower  of  sullen  ferocity  on  the  brow  of  the 
Capitano ;  and  the  furtive  glances  of.  the 
astonished  and  half  affrighted  Kenriok,  were 
strongly  contrasted,  iwith  the  dignified  se- 
renity of  the  Count  as  he  now  stood,;  in* 
dining  his  head  with  an  air  of  deep  attention 
to  learn  the  nature  of  their  businessi 

This  paus6  was-  precisely,  what,  both 
desired   to    avoid,  -—  for    men    who    intend 
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opposition^  like  some  pretence  of  pieviotts 
provocatioo,  that  may  excuse  and  ^ve  an 
edge  to  the  yiolenoe  they  mean  to  use. 

**  Well  i  my  Lord  Montraao,  are  ure  that 
'feed  your  d(^/  to  l^e  the  first  to  soffisr 
from  their  fangs?— That  cuTi  Fazzello,  dared 
to   deny  your  presence— but  if — " 

''  Signior  Coraaldi !  '*  exclaimed  the  Count, 
in  a  tone  of  hasty  emphasis, 

^  Tempt  not  too  fitr  my  patience: — ra- 
ther explain  what  means  the  presence  of  this 
'  stranger/  our  intercourse  but  seldom  needs 
a  witness/' 

"  You  will  forget  me  soon,  my  Lord !  — 
Your  dignUy  does  well  to  overlook  us  little 
men. — The  Signior,  Kenrick,  if  I  mistake  not, 
hath  sent  some  ^golden'  envoys,  that  might 
haye  clinmed  la  wanner  greeting  for  their 
master." 

'^  Pardon  me.  Sir !  "--exclaimed  the  Count, 
addressing  Kenrick,  and)  in  evident  surprise. 

'^  Our  interview  at  London  occurred    so 
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long  ago^  and  both  aore  changed  bo  far — 
that  memory  provisd  a  tndtor  to  my*  wish ; 
—you  are  indeed-  most  wdoone;  And  Asll 
I  ventore  to  say,  that  I  .etMmld  rejoice  yet 
morey-^if,  like  myselfi  you  were  aaxi^us  to 
shake  off  the  tramniela  of  that  eootatnina- 
tion^  which  'mins*  those  it  .makes  l^that 
tempts  mth  gold,  and  blasts  with  *  in&my ! ' 
— or,  as  with  yourself  and  me,  leaves  a  hol- 
low 'reputation^' — ^that  every  scoffing  knave 
may  wither  at  a  w(»d." 

'' What  r'-H;ried  Comakti,  catching  fire 
at  the  allusion : 

''What,  is  it  cinne  to  this!-*- The  wolf 
forsooth  will  play  the  wateh-dog  when  his 
maw  is  goiged.— Your  wealth  is  then  aecurei 
my  Lord! — The  Disinherited  has  won  the 
gambler^s  trick  on  Fortune  l-^not  played 
himself,  but  kept  the  Bank*-and  we, — the 
poor  doll  cullies  of  his  art^  that  found  him 
dupes  I — ^that  have  worn  the  livery  of  shame, 
for  him  to  take  the  wages. — We, — that  have 
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courted  danger,  as  .  Hhe  keeper  throats  his 
h^ad  iiv  ^.tbe^.  loaruig  lio&%  xnorath  Ibr  the 
u^ailer  rfiowaona-B  profit:-*- why  WB^-^^may 
bang  or .  ataTTB|*t«4or  damn, — *  you  •  care  \Kyt . '  ** 
.  '^  Yooy  Signior  Comakb,  are  what  at 
fijwt  I  fiMUid  yoa  \-^mofr  more  nor  less.  Your 
Uveiy  (^  ^hamej  if    such  it   be^  was  worn 

threadbare  long,  long  ago !  The  rest  are 
Uk^  the  words  of  some  demented  gentleman, 
who  prallles  to  hie  shadow  in  the  glass, — 
not  worth  the  trouble  of  an  answer. 

•'  '^^i  wa6  Aaying,  Signior  Kenrick,  that  it 
would  be  well  if  we  were  both  redeemed 
firom  the  chances  which  our  lawless  associa- 
tion with  men  of  'desperate  chanuiter*  have 
tinewn  trponus.  The  past,  to  me,  is  like 
the  memory  of  some  hideous  wound ;  and  I 
#oald  hide  the  hateful  scar  that  still  re- 
mains, though  at  the  price  of  hftlf  my 
fortune!  True,  I  have  sinned,  but  never 
meanly.  The  victim  of  ftmily  feud,  and 
next   the   butt   of  public    scorn,    without   a 
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cause !  what  wonder  then,  that,  to  my  young 
and  OQtiaged  heart,  it  was  a  fcanspwt  to 
war  against  society  !  The  outlaw's  venge- 
ance was  a  laxary,  I  own  I  and  to  violate 
restrictive  laws  on  commerce,  wMch  I  deemed 
a  tyranny,  seemed  patrkytism.  The  pelf,  the 
teaffic  won,  was  then  to  me  no  object^ 
my  plans  were  wide,  were  sweeping,  and 
successftd  !  Denied  the  field  of  useful  lar 
hour  and  recognized  ambitioi^  I  thought  it 
honour  to  achieve  the  '  difficult/  merely  bor 
cause  it  was  so,  and  took  the  spoil,  even 
as  a  monarch  takes  his  tribute*  A  happy 
policy  at  that  time  concealed  my  name,  even 
against  my  wish;  for  the  laws  I  broke 
were  but  the  artifices  of  oppression  !  Yes, 
and  still  I  think  so;  and,  in  one  sense^ 
I  deem  the  wealth  I  hold  legitimately  won. 
But  with  the  many,  who  take  the  'preju- 
dices  ^  of  the  world  for  what  they  only 
'  seem,'  and  worship  them  as  ^  virtues,'  I 
am  aware  such  doctrines  pass  not  current, 
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and  I  would  have  them,  ignorant  of  the 
'past,'  merely  becaase-  I  prize  the  peace 
and  quiet,  of  the  'present' 

''  You  say  not  true,  my  Lord !  Having 
enough  of  wealthy  with  a  woman's  weak- 
ness you  sigh  for  the  honour  that  the  noble 
'House  of  Montrano*  before  had  never  taiv 
nished,  but  which  a  word,  a  single  breath, 
and  that  the  lofty  title  you  have  won  so 
dearly  may  blast  for  ever  1  Methinks  the 
very  winds  that  winnow  these  old  walls 
might  find  a  voice  to  welcome  their  new 
Lord !  The  Disinkeriied  no  longer ;  but  let 
shame  and  foul  dishonour  register  the>  words 
in  characters  as  black   as  hell's  abyss — Thb 

PiCAROOK  !" 

The  effect  on  Montrano  was  as  when  the 
blue  and  hissing  thunder-flash  hath  smote 
the  forest  oak,  changing  its  verdure  into 
ashes!  so  shrunk,  so  corpse-like,  he  stag- 
gered to  the  wall,  palsied  and  mad  with 
rage. 
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A  moment,  and  the  brains  of  CoJmaldi  had 
plastered  the  walls  of  the  conidor;.  bol  at 
that  awful  crisis,  with  that  strange  obtnae^ 
ness  of  feeling  that  nothing  bat  'habits  of 
business '  can  inspire,  or  even  explain^  Ken- 
rick  stepped  between  the  incensed  Italiansi 
holding  his  pocket  book  in  one  hand,  and 
an  open  account,  over  which  he  had  bef<Mae 
been  poring,  in  the  other. 

'^  I  understand  nothing  of  all  this,  Gen- 
tlemen,"— said  the  man  of  conmierce,  with  a 
grotesque  vehemence; 

''  But  I  know  that  this  account  is  one 
that  no  man  of  honour  would  leave  unez<- 
amined  or  unbalanced,  before  he  troubled 
his  head  with  fighting,  or  any  nonsense  of 
the  sort" 

The  obtrusion  of  Kenrick's  portly  person 
at  this  instant  went  as  far  as  his  words  in 
the  way  of  pacification ;  and  the  whole  thing 
was  BO  dead  a  balk,  that  both  the  belli- 
gerents felt  disconcerted. 
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"  Account !— Honour  1 —  Balanced  !'*  — 
repeated  Moatrano,  with  the  vacancy  of  a 
man  speaking  in  his  sleep,  and  as  uncon- 
sciously taking  the  paper. 

•  Very  well,  very  right,*' — replied  Ken* 
rick,  eagerly; 

''  Ton  see,  Signior,  that  this  is  the  direct 
way  to  gratify  your  own  wish,  and  to  wind 
up  the  afiair  at  once.  I  am  ready  to  take 
'  bills '  on  your  Yankee  agent ;  yes,  and  to 
save  time,  I  liave  brought  them  with  me 
ready  drawn.  The  demand  of  Signior  Cor* 
naldi  has  been  classed  with  my  own  in 
this  account ;  and  if  you  allow  the  transfer,  it 
will  prevent  all  future  trouble.  The  vouchers 
shall  be  forwarded  at  any  time  you  wish  ; 
I  have  them  ready,  with  affidavits  to  the 
facts." 

"  You  have  given  yourself  a  world  of 
trouble,'*  said  Montrano,  in  a  dry  sarcastic 
tone,  as,  leaning  over  the  lamp,  he  scruti- 
nized the  account,  while  Cornaldi  continued 

VOL,  II,  K 
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to  view  him  askance  with  a  lynx-like  im- 
patience ;— 

"  A  world  of  trouble ;  and,  allow  me  to 
say,  most  provokingly  in  Tain,  for  I  am 
not  inclined  to  admit  a  'single  item'  with- 
out the  according  ^voucher ;^  as  to  the  sales, 
as  they  were  unauthorised,  so  shall  they  re- 
main disowned !— were  the  auctions  real  or 
fictitious,  I  care  not  a  straw :  the  first  were 
'  roguery,'  the  second  folly, — I  will  not  be 
the  dupe  of  either  !  No,  Siguier,  I  shall 
calculate  the  balance  by  the  values  marked 
on  the  'in-voices,'  nor  admit  the  deduction 
of  a  fraction." 

''The  noble  Lord  Montrano  turned  a 
coetardmonger,  and  chaffering  for  the  price 
of  herrings  !  Zounds,  I  had  rather  rob  a 
church  !  than  stain  my  fingers  with  the 
stench  and  soil  of  counting  greasy  monies 
like  a  usurer's  clerk,  who  views  the  ore  as 
precious  in  itself,  and  not  for  the  pleasure 
it  may  yield.    No,  my  calculations  have  all 
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been  rapid,  ghort|  and  final*  Pricked  out  with 
my  rapier's  point,  clashing  the  nmnbers  on 
contending  steel,  and  balancing  aU  fractions 
with  a  groan !  This,  my  Lord,  is  a  soldier's 
arithmetic!  I  care  not  for  the  claims  my 
friend  has  mentioned^ — ^the  simple  troth  is, 
that  we  came  here  for  gold,  and  we  will 
have  it ! '' 

^*  Is  it  youf  pleasure,  then,  to  rob  or 
murder  1''*^These  words  were  spoken  in  a 
careless  nnder-tone,  which,  as  it  implied  a 
jeer,  nettled  the  excited  Coroaldi  past  en«- 
dnranee;  and,  with  a  thoughtless  burst  of 
passion,  he  shouted  eagerly, — 

^The  bandit  Cornaldi  claims  his  wages 
of  the  Ficaroon  Montrano!  What,  the  word 
stings  like  a  boanding  adder!  be  it  so -^ 
The  PicABOoN — Montbano  ! " 

The  shout  re-echoed  through  the  corridor, 
loud  as  the  wildest  surgings  of  a  stonn« 
The  lamp  flickered,  and  the  old  canvas 
of  the   pictures    shook,    until  it    seemed  as 
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ir  the  long  forg6tten  dead  that  frowned 
from  that  dark  wall  had  shuddered  with 
abhorrence  and  affright. 

Again  Montrano  stood  as  one  bereft  of 
motion; — the  insnlt  rung  in  his  earn  like 
some  unreal  sound  heard  in  the  hoM>r  of 
a  dream.  This  pause  was  but  as  the  iiget^A 
crouch  before  her  bound  ! — ^an  inststht  more 
and  his  grasp  was  on  Oomaldt's  thrMt; 
and  despite  his  struggles,  or  hi§  weapon, 
the  Count's  dagger  in  next  had  been  buried 
in  his  bosom,  but  that  Cornaldi  stamped 
upon  the  lamp,  and  found  in  darkness  his 
best  defence. 

Some  desperate  efforts  of  Comaldi  to  force 
the  door,  now  gave  the  Count  the  first  idea 
of  his  situation ;  and  then  again  they  were 
grappling  in  the  fury  of  a  mortal  contest 
Deceived  and  baffled  with  the  gloom, '  the 
only  wounds  inflicted  were  such  as  stung  to 
greater  rage ; — the  Capitano  still  retreating, 
and  only  eager  to  secure  his  life. 
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From  the  first  onset,  Kenrick  had  croached 
to  the  floor,  and  so  ensconced  himself  in 
a  comer  as  to  be  out  of  harm's  way; — 
meanwhile  Cornaldi,  finding  no  egress  towards 
the  staircase,  struggled  to  gain  the  other 
end  of  the  corridor;  and  in  the  tumultuous 
rush  that  followed,  pressed  by  the  weight  of 
both,  the  spring-lock  of  the  chambeiKloor 
gave  way, —-and  presently  the  combatants 
were  pursuing  the  phrenzied  game  of  death 
under  that  subdued  and  mellow  light  that 
gave  a  soft  voluptuous  charm  to  its  mag- 
nificence. 

Stung  with  envy  and  augmented  hate  at 
the  sight  of  these  new  proofs  of  Montrano'fi 
luxury,  Comaldi  gained  fresh  energy; — the 
idea  of  plunder,  too,  had  its  influence;  and 
regardless  of  the  dishonorable  odds,  for  the 
Count  was  only  armed  with  a  stiletto,  he 
made  pass  after  pass  with  his  rapier,  lounging 
home  with  what  had  been  indeed  a  fatal 
violence,  had  not  Montrano  twisted  his  cloak 
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around  his  arm,  and  thna  defended,  parried 
the  assault. 

Delay  but  rendered  both  more  Tehement 
and  furious,  and  now  witli  a  sudden  leap 
Montrano  broke  in  upon  the  bandit,  and 
with  a  wrench  disarmed  him*  Perhaps  he 
had  pleaded  for  his  fife,  but  that  he  noticed 
Montrano's  eyes  were  become  red  as  glowing 
fire,-*~hi8  rage  burnt  up  to  madness :— •and 
seeing  this,  Comaldi  as  a  last  hope  clung 
upon  his  victim,  wrestUng  as  if  his  muscles 
were  starting  from  the  bones; — but  still  in 
vain : — ^for  no  sooner  had  Montrano  felt  the 
danger,  than  he  dashed  his  head  against 
Comaldi's  brow  with  a  stunning  violence, 
and  lifting  him  bodily  from  the  floor,  pitched 
him  lifeless  as  a  1(^  upon  the  bed  :•— et  the 
next  instant  the  point  of  the  Count's  stiletto 
had  grazed  on  his  ribs;  when  reviving  with 
the  flow  of  blood,  he  rolled  off,  and  might 
have  risen  had  not  the  stab  been  followed 
by   a   second   of   such  force  and   so  fatally 
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aimed,   that  it  left  him  neither  breath  nor 
Ufe. 

No  sooner  was  the  horrid  deed  aeeom- 
jplished,  than  the  Count  felt  the  remorse  it 
might  so  weU  excite.  He  had  killed  a 
man-*-and  that  but  for  a  word — who  had 
!the  strongest  claims  on  his  forbearance :— - 
aajdf  to  increase  his  perplexity,  this  had  hi^ 
fiened  when  he  was  most  anxious  to  obliterate 
the  traces  of  yiolence  ascribed  to  his  cha- 
jracter, —  when  the  long-sealed  fountains  of 
affection  had  been  re-opened  within  his  heart, 
-*-and  he  had  dared  to  hope  for  love  and 
happiness. 

With  the  face  distorted,  and  grown  livid, 
while  the  foam  of  rage  still  hung  on  the 
yawning  jaw,— and  the  eyes,  too,  reflected 
a  snUen  glare^  as  if  still  sensible  in  death ! — 
the  corpse  lay  at  Montrano's  feet,  hideous  as 
some  accusing  demon. 

*  Conceahnent  V  —  Was    it    possible  ?  — 
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Montrano  tamed  to  the  open  window,  through 
which  the  moon  yet  shed  her  cold  effulgent 
gleam.  There  was  on  that  side  a  deep  and 
BoUtary  pool  lying  beneath  the  walls  of  the 
castello. 

Having  secured  the  door — (a  needless 
precaution,  for  Kenrick  had  not  stirred  an 
inch) — ^the  Count  removed  the  body  to  the 
window ;  when,  as  he  raised  it,  a  hollow 
gurgling  sound  escaped  its  lips  I — Startled 
and  half  deceived,  he  paused.  It  was  no 
more  than  an  accidental  passage  of  air  from 
the  lungs;  there  was  no  show,  no  symptom 
of  returning  life : — the  head  hung  back,-*-and 
the  hands,  though  limp,  were  cold, — the 
wound,  too,  had  ceased  to  bleed. 

One  effort  more,  and  the  corpse  was 
tumbled  from  the  window,  and  fell  with  a 
heavy  splash  into  the  stagnant  pool  beneath : 
— the  dark  green  waters  closed, — and  all 
was  quiet  as  before. 
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A  spohge  and  a  little  water  cleared  away 
ibe  ensangnmed  traces  of  the  late  encounter ; 
and  eireik  in  the  space  of  a  few  minutes  the 
C<mi]ft  with '  a  smiling  face  and  an  aching 
heart  opened  the  door,  and  bade  Kenrick 
advance  into  the  fight. 

The  call  was  obeyed,  but  with  hesitation 
and  evident  alarm,  which  was  soon  changed 
into  wonder,  when  Kenrick  perceived  that 
theOapitano  was  not  in  the  chamber;  this 
the  <3ount  observed,  and  pointing  to  the 
wiiidb\;t,  he  left  Kenrick  to  draw  his  own 
conclusion. 

**Very  well,  very  right, — I  see  how  it 
is^  my  Lord ;  the  Capitano  has  left  you  in 
a  hurry,  and  made  free  with  the  ivy  for  a 
ladder.  Well,  since  he  is  gone,  we  will  say 
nothing  more  of  his  share  of  the  balance; 
and  suppose,  we  throw  in  a  sum  on  account 
of  the  sales,  leaving  the  adjustment  for  the 
future.     As   that   young    snap-dragon.  Cor* 

k2 
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**  What  ho  !   Fazzello  !" 

Kenrick  foresaw  the  rising  storm,  but  his 
tongue  clove  to  the  roof  of  his  mouth, — his 
breath  came  faint, — and  the  words  he  woold 
have  uttered  died  in  his  throat 

*'  What  ho  !   FazzeUo  !" 

The  call  was  loud,  but  it  remained  for 
a  while  unanswered ;  the  part  of  the  Caa* 
tello  devoted  to  the  household  was  remote 
from  the  chamber;  and  even  the  half  cottfi- 
dential  page  knew  his  mastei's  mood  too 
well  not  to  keep  his  distance; — and  it  was 
not  until  Montnno  had  used  more  direct 
means  that  his  object  was  attained. 

*'  Fazzello,  show  this  gentleman  to*  the 
Hermitage  ;  •—  you  understand  my  mean- 
ing:— 

**  Hark  ye,  Signior ! — ^Matters  of  business 
require  time  and  caution;  we  will  talk  of 
your  account  some  six  months  hence  !^r- 
perhaps  as  many  years:  —  say  not  a  word. 
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or  you  shall  remain  tiiitil  your  friend  Coi^ 
aaldi  claimB  your  freedom  i"«--^andy  with  a 
koUow  langhy-  Montiano  pointed  to  the 
window^ 

Something,  perehanee  a  white  owl^  flitted 
before  it,  screaming  as  it  pasted  ;^-Montrano 
shuddered^-^and,  with  a  thrill  of  hoitible 
tntiidtion,  the  fatal  secret  at  the  same  moment 
croflMd  the  brain  of  the  miserable  Kenriek ; 
-^he  raised  his  hands  in  an  agony  of  fear, 
and  would  have  spoken,  but  that  with  a 
ferocious  pudi,  strange  from  one  so  yoang 
and  seemingly  so  gay,  Faz2eUo  hurried  him 
below. 

Agam  alone,— and  in  the  silence  of  mid- 
night, the  Count  fielt  his  spirit  quail  under 
the  untoward  incidents  that  had  thus  involved 
him  with  fresh  anxieties.  Hitherto,  his  policy 
had  been  to  rale  the  agents  by  whom  his 
l^ans  had  been  realized  by  a  generosity  that 
left  them   no  motive  to  betray  him;—- but. 
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nowy  it  was  evident  that  he  must  no  less 
command  by  fear ; — ^for  the  comrades  of  Cor- 
naldi  would  bear  no  trifling,  and  their  in- 
quiries as  to  the  disappearance  of  their 
chief,  would  be  strict,  earnest,  and  difficult 
to  meet — 

*'  A  letter,  your  Excellenza,  brought  by 
one  of  Comaldi's  trusty  band/' 

**  Did  the  messenger  inquire  for  the  Capi- 
tano,  Fazzello?" 

**  No,  my  Lord ; — ^but  he  noticed  the  horses 
in  the  court'* 

''Well  thought  of; — ^they  may  create  sus- 
picion !  Here,  Fazzello,  take  this  sword." 
(it  was  the  rapier  that  he  had  wrested  from 
Comaldi);  and  with  a  careless  air  he  added, 

''  You  understand ; — bid  the  fdlow  in  his 
*  master's  name'  to  leave  it  with  the  annour- 
er,  on  his  return:  the  hilt  is  loose.  Let 
him  too  see  the  horses  well  fed,  and  their 
travelling  gear  fiesh  strapped,  as  if  in  a  hur- 
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ried  readiness  to  bear  his  master  hence;  then 
give  him  gold,«-and  speed  him  on  his  home- 
ward roate,  weU  filled  with  food  and  wine.— • 
Away!'' 

''Ah!  what  have  we  here ?— Something 
from  Ansehno; — something  that  tells  me  of 
Carema.  I  would  not  trust  myself  to  read 
it,  even  in  the  presence  of  Fazzello : — her 
very  name  alarms  my  senses  with  a  woman's 
weakness.  ~-  -»  Diavolo !  he  writes  of  mis- 
chief! 

"'All  my  precautions  have  been  defeated 
from  an  accident  at  sea,  which  threw  us  in 
the  way  of  an  English  vessel.  Miss  Dam- 
ley's  suspicions  have  been  alarmed;  and  if 
I  were  to  land  her  at  Palermo,  her  first  step 
would  be  to  claim  the  protection  of  the  Bri- 
tish Consul. — In  this  difficulty  I  shall  try 
some  quiet  nook  of  the  main  land,  when  I 
must  depend  upon  your  Excellenza  to  find 
some  way  to  assuage  her  fears,  and  to  re- 
move her  to  the  castello  of  the  mountains. 
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'' '  I  would  give  the  world  for  a  dark  night, 
or  for  a  fog! — ^We  lie  here,  hid  under  cover 
of  the  rocks,  and  in  momentaiy  jeopardy  of 
wreck  or  capture. — The  blue  water  and  the 
green  earth  are  both  grown  fatal  to  An- 
selmo.' " 
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CHAPTER  IX. 


tt 


Tliis  gaDaiit,  which  thou  seoct. 


Wm  in  the  wreck ;  and  bat  he's  something  ttain'd 
With  grief,  that's  beauty's  canker,  thou  might'st  call  him 
A  goodly  person.    He  hath  lost  his  fellows. 
And  stnys  about  to  find  them." 

THB  TBMPBST. 


Thb  efforts  made  by  Blandford  and  his  com- 
paAioDS  to  escape,  by  cutting  the  raft  clear 
of  the  burning  wreck,  proved  altogether  fruit- 
less; and  Captain  Grant  and  his  gallant  fel- 
lows must   soon   have   become    the  plunder 
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of  a  swaim  of  sharks  that  had  gathered  to 
the  light,  had  it  not  been  for  the  generous 
aid  of  the  strange  sail  that  had  so  oppor* 
ttmely  hoved  in  sight 

Of  no  great  burden,  for  she  was  a  vessel 
employed  in  the  fniit  trade,  and  only  vic- 
tualled in  proportion,  there  was  some  risk  in 
taking  in  so  large  an  addition  to  her  own 
ship's  company,  and  the  decks  were  soon  as 
black  with  human  heads  as  a  beehive  with 
a  swarm* 

Already  so  far  encumbered,  still  greater 
was  the  danger  of  making  sail  in  pursuit  of 
the  Serena.  The  idea,  however,  that  the 
Italian  had  a  lady  on  board  against  her  will, 
was  no  sooner  started,  than  her  gallant  com* 
mander  resolved  to  pack  his  vessel  as  close 
as  a  snow«ball  for  the  chase,  be  the  peril 
what  it  might!  But  his  gallantry  was  but 
in  vain;  the  odds  in  speed  were  all  on  the 
other  side.  The  xebec  too  had  a  knowledge 
of  the  coast,  that  gave  her  a  great  advan^ 
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tage ;  and  u  night  came  on,  by  the  rute  of 
striking  Bail  at  the  moment  of  the  counter- 
feit explosioD,  and  then  depending  on  her 
sweeps,  as  observed  by  Moutrano  from  tin 
balcony  of  his  castello,  the  Serena  eventually 
escaped. 

Who  shall  portray  the  feelings  of  a  lover 
triiose  mistress  is  torn  from  his  hopes,  and 
borne  away  before  his  eyes,  not  qnite,  yet 
almost  within  the  reach  of  rescue: — and,  if 
she  had  escaped  death  in  the  sadden  loss  of 
the  vessel,  for  what  was  she  reserved? 

^^th  thoughts  such  as  these,  Blandford 
grew  moody,  almost  to  madness! — -It  was 
well  indeed  that  he  had  so  kind  end  judi- 
cious a  friend  as  Captain  Grant  at  hand,  to 
counsel  resignation  —  and  fan  tiie  &int  and 
almoet  expiring  gleams  of  hope  that  still  lin- 
gered in  his  bosom. 

Oo  arriving  in  Italy,  every  effort  had 
been  made  to  ascertain  if  the  boats  of  th 
Serena  had  landed  ber  crew,  aa  the  vessf 
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herself  was  supposed  to  have  foundered.  En- 
quiries were  made  too^  relative  to  the  Count 
MontranOy  from  whom  evasive  letters  had 
been  received, — ^but  the  replies  on  all  sides 
were  contradictory  and  unsatisfactory. 

On  the  whole,  it  was  evident  that  some* 
thing  more  was  knovrn  than  they  cared  to 
explain,  and  that  the  authorities  appealed  to 
had  been  bribed  to  silence,  or  were  controlled 
by  fear,— ^and  as  Blandford's  hopes  for  Ca- 
rema's  life  increased,  his  apprehensions  for  her 
safety  became  augmented. 

Matters  were  still  in  this  anxious  state 
when  Captain  Crant  received  orders  that 
called  him  from  tiie  shores  of  Italy,  and  with 
the  friendly  view  of  arousing  Blandford  from 
the  benumbing  dream  of  defeated  hope,  that 
had  so  fatally  enthralled  him,  he  used  every 
effort  to  persuade  him  to  accompany  him  on 
board  his  newly  appointed  ship,  which  was 
destined  for  the  West  Indian  station. 

These    offers   were   made    often    and    ur- 
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gently ;— ^the  oppotiunity  for  Ibe  invottigaiion 
and  recover]^  of  Frank's  piptfimBl  property 
was  Bot:  forgotim ;  and  there  wcm  timeb 
mhfto  the  argiiBieiits  in  favour  of  tine  plan 
appeared 'to  Btrongy  and  the  chance  of  tradfig 
CS«ema ,  00  J^ght,  even  if  she  yet  survived, 
that  Frank  liad  almost  resigned  '  inolinatioii ' 
at  Ihe  sfiiine^of^pnideiioe'  and  consentedi 
but  that  his'  inisgiving  heart  again  betrayed 
ki&'  judgaaent'  with  those  vague  inaginations 
of>fniliie  ehances  of  success,  that  Move*  is 
always  ready  to  suggest. 

At  length  th^  day  arrived^  and  Captain 
Grant  having  fot^oed  upon  his  iriend  ample 
pecuiiiavy  means  in  the  shape  'of  a  loan^ 
which  he  gaily  promised  to  enable  Prank  to 
repay  by  the  restomtion  of  his  fortune,  after 
a  silent  and  hearty  pressure  of  the  hand 
departed. 

In  Captain  Crant,  as  Blandferd  iblt^  he 
had  to  mourn  a  separation  from  the  only 
friend   the  world    had    left   him^^ — a   friendi 
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judicious,  wann-hearted,  and  devoted; — and 
yet  how  strange  a  thing  is  passion.  This 
solid  advantage  was  cheerfully  resigned  for 
the  mere  hope  of  a  love,  as  yet  unchal- 
lenged; and  depending  on  chances  in  them- 
selves perhaps  nothing  more  than  the  illu- 
sions of  a  heated  fancy. 

The  last  vestige  of  the  departing  sail  had 
sunk  beneath  the  heaving  bosom  of  the 
Ocean;  and  the  cloudless  sky  glowed  with 
that  deep  sapphire  bri^tnees  that  gives  to 
southern  climes  a  magic  all  their  own,  when 
Blandford,  with  the  hope  of  assuaging  his 
over^wrought  feelings,  feasted  his  eyes  on  the 
city  of  Palermo; — its  fertile  vale  of  orange 
groves,  and  silvery  streams,  and  the  wild 
panorama  of  mountains  that  darken  round  it 
in  a  hundred  forms ;  all  picturesque  and 
varied. 

The  scene  was  bold, — ^magnificent,  and 
strange.  The  daik  blue  sea  sparkling  with 
diamond    rij^ples,   and    reflecting   the    wing^ 
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Hke  sails  of  many  a  tall  xebec.  The  city 
smokeless  and  cleaTi'*— but  so  remote  as  to 
seem  with  all  its  crowd  of  palaces  and 
chmt^hes,  no  larger  than  the  pasteboard 
wonder  of  a  child.  The  volcanic  peaks, 
cones,  and  jagged  ridges  far  beyond, — ^vary- 
ing in  tint  from  golden  gleams  of  sunny 
light,  to  green, — and  soft  etherial  hues  of 
richest  purple.  The  villas  buried  amid  the 
chequered  shade  of  elms,  and  limes,  all  over- 
hung with  clustering  grapes ; — ^and  the  deep 
winding  lanes  with  lofty  banks  richly  em* 
bowered  by  the  clematus^  the  passion  flower, 
and  the  gigantic  climbing  rose ;-— with  here 
and  there  a  group  of  old  fantastic  cork- 
trees : — and  still  more  beautiful  than  all  in 
their  luxuriant  strangeness,r^uge  lofty  aloes, 
and  ancient  treerlike  cactuses;  crowning  a 
cayernous  volcanic  hillock  near  at  hand, 
and  obtruding  from  their  limb-like  fleshy 
stems,  and  leaves  of  deepest  green,  their  large 
e^ulgeat  flpWers  of  radiant   crimson  blaiung 
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in  the  sun^r-^s  if  they  fe}t  it  wte  a  joy  to 
drink  his  ardent  beams. 

The  splendour  of  the  sceoe^^-^nd  the  seft 
voluptuous  charm  that  bangs  in  the  -aoiiftheni 
air, — all  were  lost  on  Blandford !— From  the 
contrast,  his  uneasiness  indeed  becaoie  the  more 
imbittered,  and  with  the  perverse  ingenuity 
of  sorrow,  he  began  to  fancy  tiiat  the  young 
and  beautiful  object  of  his  untold  affeetions, 
might  but  too  soon,  in  this  seductive  di* 
mate,  learn  to  forget, — ^if  not  to  eeom  the 
sober  recollections  of  her  childhood.-^And 
then  came  other  and  unbidden  thoughts: — 
Did  Carema  yet  survive? — or,  

''  There  are  ideas  worse  than  torture,  and 
these  are  of  them !  " — ^Thus  saying.  Bland- 
ford  threw  himself  on  the  short  and  mossy 
turf,  and  shading  his  eyes  with  his  hand, 
fell  into  a  half  dreaming  reverie,  in  which 
his  only  object  was  to  obtain,  if  it  were  pos- 
sible,—a  happy  self-foi^etfulnesB. 

When    the    heart    is    over-fmu^t    with 
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anxiety,  and  the  excited  senses  grow  wearied 
and  enfeeUed  in  the  ferer  of  a  long  de- 
felled  hope,— 4iow  sweet  and  soothing  are 
the  tnknt  ministrations  of  external  nature. 

The  sttr  of  insect  life,  so  prodigal  of  beauty 
and  zealovs  m  its  own  vocations,  peopling 
each  tuft  of  grass,  as  with  a  colony  of  brave 
inhabitaats, — all  busy  in  the  warm  pursuit 
of  interest  or  of  pleasure,  even  as  if  they 
aped  at  men.  A  single  careless  step  might 
crush  their  myriads  in  the  dust !— -But  what 
are  these  tall  human  puppets  of  a  day — 
frail  as  the  insect  atoms  they  despise? — 
an  adverse  chance  as  unforeseen  may  leave 
then  each  to  infect  the  air,  a  loatfasoipe  corpse. 

jYes,  death  in  holding  all  that  draw  the 
breath  of  life  in  equal  vassalage, — may  teach 
us  all  a  charity  as  wide.  The  overweaning 
selfishness  of  human  arrogance  stands  naked 
in  its  meanness,  exposed  and  answer-less  before 
the  care  that  God  bestows  upon  the  least 
of  his  created  marvels ;— each  in  its  degree 

VOL.  II.  L 
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bom  for  the  thrill  of  pleMure  and  the  touch 
of  pain,  etren  as  ourselveB !  and  in  its  sphere 
as  perfect.  What!  if  we  spurn  the  least, 
we  thas  impeach  the  Wisdom  Infinite  that 
formed  the  whole! 

The  mind  grows  stronger  as  its  faculties 
unbend,  gaining  activity  from  rest;«-«nd, 
Blandfordy  as  he  left  his  verdant  couch,  felt 
again  the  warm  pulses  of  a  manly  hope  grow 
firm  in  every  limb. 

The  investigation  made  by  his  firiendi  the 
Captain,  on  behalf  of  Cai^ema,  had  been  con- 
ducted through  the  medium  of  the  autho- 
rities, and  by  appeals  to  men  of  name  and 
influence : — ^they  had  failed,  utterly  failed, 
—and  nowy  left  without  the  means  of  repeat- 
ing them,  Blandford  began  to  feel  that,  as 
an  unknown  individual,  he  could  only  de- 
pend upon  himself, — «ind  that  the  search  for 
the  future  must  in  every  sense  be  one  of  per- 
sonal risk  and  of  personal  exertion. — The  very 
wish  seemed  to  give  the  power  of  execution; 
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and  Frank  began  again  to  fael  a  toueh  of  Jhap- 
pinesSf  as  be  registered  a  silent  vow  to  ^  periab 
or  succeed/ 

These  high  resolves  weie  somewhat  damped 
when  he  returned  to  the  apartments  lately 
occupied  by  the  Captain  and  himself  in  the 
Bagaria>  and  sat  down  to  his  now  solitary 
dinner.  The  very  eagerness  of  his  anxiety 
produced  feelings  of  mortification  and  con- 
fusion, for  he  knew  not  in  what  quarter  to 
commenee  his  intended  search. 

At  length,  wearied  with  these  lonely  co- 
gttationsy  which  had  done  nothing  more  than 
to  confirm  him  as  to  the  propriety  of  keep- 
ing his  object  unknown, — as  evening  ad- 
vanced, he  wandered  down  into  the  city, 
with  the  view  of  taking  such  chances  for 
amusement  as  accident  might  present 

As  the  friend  of  Captain  Grant,  to  whom, 
as  a  British  officer,  the  first  bouses  of  Pa- 
lermo were  open,^HHMoiety  of  the  higher  class 
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was  at  \m  CQmmuid^^but  its  uaifoim  duii 
polish,  its  unmeaoing  gallnntrieei  and  shal- 
low artifice  of  '  aelf-indiffipitaie^'  fiom  iwpe- 
tition,  were  become  altogether  tfite  >  and 
annoying. 

All  was  in  fact  too  charmiDg.  to  please,-— 
and  he  wished  for  aomethiDg  mcni^  Btimulat- 
ing! — Something  where  the  sweets  and  the 
sours  are  mingled  with  a  bolder  hand,  and 
Dame  Nature  wears  the  umfaesa  of  'comfort ' 
and  of  *  sensibility  ! ' — He  wished  indeed  for 
what  he  was  not  very  likely  to  ad^ieve.;-^ 
for  the  boisterous  yulgarity  of  ^low  life' 
is  as  irksome  as  the  insipid  fnvolity  of 
'fashion/  and  at  last,  refusing  either^ — he 
chose  something  worse!  imd  went  .into  a 
gaming  house! 

The  smell  of  oil, — the  6are  of  lamps,  the 
rattle  of  the  dice,  with  yollies.of  exclan^a- 
tionSy  while  the  clink  of  coin  told  from  time  to 
time  that  the  tables  were  .cleared,-^at  first  gave 
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the  idea  ef  a  thooghtleas  prodigiiljtyi  amid 
a  mere  babUe  of  confoiioa ;  but,  a  second 
glance  showed  a  method  ia  the  madness  of 
the  hour. 

As  in  all  such  places,  the  company  were 
of  two  classes,  the  experienced,  and  the  re- 
verse. The  ^novice'  eager,  passionate,  and 
rash,^^the  '  veteran '  self^ubdued,  keen,  and 
decisive.  To  Blandford,  who  beheld  the 
scene  with  all  the  zest  of  novelty,  and  who 
had  Ktde  prejudice,  and  no  excitement  in 
the  matter,  the  frankness  of  the  intercourse 
was  something  new  and  amusing. 

The  party  was  obscured  by  the  presence 
of  many,  who  would  not  have  been  deemed 
admissible  elsewhere, — and  yet  so  absolute 
was  the  ^  freemasonry  of  play,'— that  a  bet 
was  on  all  sides  an  efficient  introduction, 
while  the  payment  of  a  'debt  of  honour' 
seemed  the  compact  of  an  eternal  friendship. 

The  little  conversation  that  passed  was 
singularly    candid    and    direct, — so    that    it 
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seemed,  that  when  the  Bnpremacy  of  the 
purse  was  duly  maintained,  that  the  tongue 
might  have  unbridled  license ;  and  tiiat  the 
honesty  of  a  man's  words  were  a  fair  excuse 
for  the  profligacy  of  his  conduct. 

Many  were  evidently  no  more  than  gam- 
blers by  pretence;  idlers,  to  whom  the  bustle 
of  the  scene  was  an  excitemeiit ;  and-  who 
lounged  away  an  hour,  rather  to  avoid  ex- 
pense than  to  incur  it. 

As  is  often  the  case  on  the  Continent, 
there  were  ladies  present;  and  admitting  the 
common-place  objections  to  the  habk, — which, 
by  the  bye,  are  all  sufficiently  true,  and 
equally  dull;  yet  it  must  be  eonfeslsed,  that 
the  manthng  blush  on  glowing  cheeks,  and 
the  lightning  flash  of  radiant  eyes,  have 
still  their  influence, — so  that  hearts  are  some- 
times as  readily  won  and  lost,  as  the  glittering 
dross  before  them. 

There  stands  a  young  noble,  pale  and 
pensive, — ^no  feature  roused,  no,  not  a  muscle ; 
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excqyt,  that  ever  aad  aaon,  there  rises  on 
the  lip  an  aristocratic  curre  of  slight  dis- 
dain;— and  that,  the  sleepy  fall  of  the  eye- 
lids implies  abstraction  from  the  present 
At  his  side^  with  a  smile  of  gay  audacity, 
as  if  only  conscious  of  his  own  *  importance/ 
and  equally  secure  from  chance  of  shame  or 
dangCTi  stands  a  young  brigand  from  the 
mountains.  A  fellow  who  would  repeat  you 
a  verse  from  Ariosto  as  he  cuts  a  throat, 
and  count  his  rosary  with  an  unwashed 
hand  I 

Free  in  attitude,  and  muscular  as  a  young 
antelope,,  and  with  a  picturesque  costume  of 
richest  velvet,  strung  with  gold  doubloons,  in 
lieu  of  buttons, — he  might  pass  as  a  symbol  of 
his  country's  spurious  lawless  energy, — even 
as  that  pale  scion  of  her  noblesse  might  show 
her  blighted  pride. 

It  is  as  if  the  thistle  choked  the  rose, 
in  some  neglected  garden,  where  the^rich- 
ness  of  the  soil  might  shame  the  culture: 
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and  so  with  Italy;  what  was,  and.  should  be, 

the  flower  and  glory  of  her  social  order,  are, 

in  the   hot-bed   of  a  slavish  luxury,  gpwn 

dry  and  sapless, — while  weeds  and  funguses, 

from  their  very  rankness  flourish  ! — grow  ram- 

'  '  •        '  •-" 
pant  on  the  festering  carcase  of  decay,  and 

thrive  in  desolation. 

That  diamond  cross  the  bandit  daUies  in 

his  hand,  is  grown  a  puzzle : — ^shall  he  throw 

it  as  a  stake  upon  the  board,  and  stand  his 

chance  for   that  bright  golden    heap,: — that, 

did  he  once  possess  it,  might  give  him  the 

t  .  .  • 

possession  too  of  her  he  loves, — ^in  peace  and 
honour.  Or,  shall  he  place  the  glittering 
toy  upon  her  breast,  and  leave  it  there  se- 
cure, the  pledge  of  that  extatic  hope  that 
never  may  be  granted. 

With  faltering  voice  and  burning  blush, 
the  fond,  enamoured  girl,  has  counselled  for 
the  venture ! — ^The  tempting  jewels  flash  upon 
the  board, — ^the  stakes  are  laid ;  the  dice  are 
cast !  —  as  swiftly  the    adverse    number   has 


f  •      ' 
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been  told!— and  love  and  fortune,  both  are 
lost. 

Pale  and  motionleBS,  the  fair  one  stands 
irresolute; — her  large  full  eyes  no  longer 
fastening  with  eager  glances  from  their  long 
fringed  lashes  on  his  face,  as  they  would 
fascinate  to  loye  and  transport ;  but  sad, 
and  half  aversive,  they  are  now  communing 
with  the  ground.  Her  lover  too,  if  yet  in 
any  sense  he  so  remain,  has  felt  to  his  heart's 
core,  the  base  transforming  influence  of  the 
cast.  His  hand  is  on  the  dagger  beneath 
his  vest,  and  a  fierce  doubt  shoots  through 
his  mind,  if  that  keen  blade  shall  seal  the 
fair  dissembler  his  in  death,  —  or,  spuming 
her  in  proud  indifference,  he  yet  will  win 
again  the  means  to  woo  a  bride  more  *  true/ 
if  not  more  lovely. 

Darkly  delicate,  and  with  that  innate 
majesty  of  mien,  that  strength  of  character, 
when  combined  with  the  advantages  of  birth, 
inspire,— and  after  accidents  of  poverty   and 

l2 
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sorrow,  cannot  all  irradicatey  at  a  little  dis- 
tance eat  a  lady  advanced  in  years,  and,  in 
every  sense,  the  laflt  sort  of  persoQ  that 
might  have  been  expected  in  such  a  place. 

Ghrave,  even  to  severity,  and  absorbed 
with  the  chances  of  the  game,  as  if  her  life 
depended  on  its  issue !  she  remaiaed  notion* 
less  as  a  statue;  winning  without  a  smile, 
and  calculating  on  her  ivory  taUets  from 
time  to  time,  as  if  some  specific  sum,  yet 
incomplete,  was  to  be  the  limit  of  the  irk* 
some  sacrifice  of  feeling  and  propriety  that 
she  endured  ;  for  it  was  evident  that  she 
considered  both  invaded  by  her  present 
situation. 

''  Did  you  ever  see  the  Lady  Gomaldi 
here  before?" 

The  enquiry  was  made  by  an  old  gamester, 
of  a  companion  who  was  standing  near  Bland- 
ford  at  one  of  the  windows,  and  smoking  a 
cigar. 

"  Never  but  once,"  he  replied,   stepping 
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on  the  balcony^  and  Aodding  to  the  other 
to  follow  him,  80  that  they  might  converse 
with  the  greater  freedom. 

^'  Never  but  once ;  and  that  wa»  many, 
many  years  ago,  and  on  the  very  night  that 
the  exiled  Lord  Montrano  came  back  to 
PaferiHO  on  the  death  of  his  father,  to  find 
himself  disinherited,  and  a  beggar,  on  the 
threshhold  of  bis  home  ! — ^yes,  without  a  ducat 
to  buy  his  supper,  he  turned  in  here  to  try 
his  chance  with  the  blind  goddess:  —  cast 
his  diamond-^hiked  sword  upon  the  table,  and 
dared  us,  as  we  stood  around,  to  stake  a  third 
its  value  against  his  single  chance. 

''He  won,  and  largely:— « then  risked  the 
gold  he  had  swept,  jeering  us  on,  to  take 
his  ventures,  and  still  as  strangely  winning ! 
Amongst  the  losers  was  her  late  husband, 
the  Siignior  Comaldi,  then  newly  married. 
Flushed  with  the  pride  of  blood  and  youth, 
he  chafed  upon  his  losses,  and  still  staked  on 
in    desperation,    until    Montrano    in  honour 
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wottld  have  shaken  him  off^-^-^aad  half  in 
jest,  pretended  tkat  the  tidA-deed  oi/Bwab 
estate  he  offered  was  incomplete,  uoksft  his 
lady  signed  it 

^  On  the  moment,  Comaldi  sent  a  hillet 
by  his. page  to  claim  her  inalant  pre&en^te: 
swift  in  the  alarm  of  love>  and  haste  of  fear, 
with  looks  and  dress  dieordnied,  a.  y^itug 
uid  blooming  bride,  fresh  fmn  her  bed'  eke 
came. 

*^  The  shock  fell  on  her,  sudden,  as  the 
'siroc'  on  the  rose,  but  still  she  bore  tt 
bravely.  Pallid  as  maibloi — but  tatbes  with 
shame  liar  her  heartless  husbacid'a  folly,  than 
from  anger  for  the  loss  of  the  sj^endid  wealth 
so  madly  squandered,  she  signed  the  deed  in 
silenee;  and  giving  it  her  husband,  .with  a 
smile  she  bade  him  '  beware, '-^^r  that  'she' 
had  resolved  to  share  the  fake  of  that  last 
venture. 

**  The  fool  in  mere  bravado  lest  it  !•— and 
from  that  hour,  his  young  and  beauteous  wife 
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spumed  biiii|  as  if  a  surpenl^  from  her  heurt. 
Nor  would  she  hear  of  reoonciliatioii,  although 
she  bore  a  boy  to  mourn  this  sad  estrange-* 
ment 

^*  The  father,  fielf«>bligbted  and  prematm^ly 
old  with  dissqf^intmeiit,  died  obseareiy.  The 
soiv  taught  and  fostened  by  his  mother,  be- 
came a  gallant  youth,  but  with  a  taste  for 
prodigality  beyond  h^  means :«— and  thus, 
having  fallen  on  desperate  courses,  too  soon 
he  found  a  dangerous  friend  in  the  Count 
Montrano ;  and  now  they  say,  that  the  young 
Oonialdi  heads  a  band  of  brigands  who 
infest  the  other  side  of  the  Appennines* 

''  Perhaps  he  is  caught,  condemned  to 
the  galleys  or  the  wheel  {--^something  as  bad, 
depend  upon  it  :->— something  that  demands 
a  sum  beyond  his  mother's  means,  or  we 
had  never  seen  her  heie  toHiight.  Some 
desperate  sorrow  eats  on  her  heart  to  mad- 
ness!— ^these  walls  have  been  so  fatal  to 
her  peace,  that  nothing  else  had  driven  her 
here/' 
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The  coDTersatioa  oeaaed;  bat  Blandford 
continued  to  watch  the  Signora  Coraaldi  with 
a  new  and  ardent  mterast:  her  fate,  like  his 
own,  had  been  involved  with  that  of  the 
Count  Montrano,  and  a  fresh  dawn  of  pro- 
mise began  to  (q)en  on  his  hopes,-^^'  could 
he  gain  her  confidence  ?  " 

The  icy  air  of  that  noble  physiognomy, 
in  which  the  softer  lines  of  resignation  and 
pity  were  now  too  much  overshadowed  with 
the  dark  pencilings  of  despair,  seemed  to 
answer  in  the  negative. 

*^  Could  he  rouse  her  woman's  heart  to 
vengeance,  if,  as  he  feared,  their  wrongs 
were  mutual  ?  "  •*-  There  was  a  hope  in 
this. 

The  fortune  of  the  game  began  to  change ; 
— >the  Signora  called  for  lemonade  ;  but  as 
she  drank,  her  lip  grew  paler,  and  the  hot 
blood  of  agonized  suspense  glowed  in  her 
eyes,  until  they  seemed  as  lambent  gems 
gleaming     beneath    the    shadowy     eyebrows 
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aad    the   raven    treaeeg    that   hang   between 
them  and  the  light. 

^' Now ! "— ^whispered  Blandford  to  him- 
self:-* 

**  Now  is  the  time  to  speak :  —  her  self- 
confidence  begins  to  shake ;  the  aid  she 
would  have  spumed  may  now  be  welcome; 
ril  probe  her  with  a  word!'' 

**  If  the  Signora  Comaldi  would  accord 
the  favour,  a  stranger  would  request  an 
interriew:  —  he  would  speak  of  the  Count 
Montrano/' 

Having  written  these  words  on  a  card, 
and  presented  them  to  tiie  Signora,  Bland^ 
ford  retired  to  a  vacant  part  of  the  room, 
next  to  the  balcony,  to  await  her  leisure, — 
^  or  at  least  to  notice  the  effect  of  his  dis- 
patch. 

It  was  sudden  and  decisive;  her  counte- 
nance flashed  with  a  light  of  unexpected 
joy: — a  glance  had  shown  her  that  the 
stranger  was  an   Englishman;  and  with  the 
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finit  opportunity  she  idinqnislied  the  game, 
and  approached  the  spot  where  Frank  was 
•tanding. 

^  Are  joa  the  friend  of  the  Count  Mon- 
trano  ?  **— «aid  the  lady  in  a  dEeep  and  pene- 
trating tone. 

**  As  the  '  event'  may  prove,  Signora,'' — 
was  the  prompt  ie|dy. 

''  The  man  who  enshronda  himself  in 
mystery  has  seldom  much  claim  on  ftiend- 
ship;  we  hide  what  we  dare  not  show;  I 
have  much  to  learn  of  the  Count  Montrano, 
and  I  will  sift  him  to  the  dross." 

**  Hush  ! " — replied  the  same  clear  voice, — 
''  you  speak  with  an  emphasis  more  bitter 
than  your  words:  my  doubts  are  the  shadows 
cast  from  real  wrongs,  yours,  perchance,  are 
but  presentiments  of  those  to  come! — We 
sympathize  at  least  in  having  cause  for 
hatred ;  a  detestation  that  should  ripen  to 
revenge.  Meet  me  to  night  on  the  Marino : 
<^the  moon  goes  down  at  ten;  an  hour  be 
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yond,  and  di^rkness  will  enshroud  the  blushes 
of  a  mother's  shame^  and  I  may  speak  with 
boldness, — even  as  a  mother's  heart  may 
prompty    although   her    honour   shrinks   from 

the  avo¥ral.-^— ^Remember,  the  Marino." 
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CHAPTER  X. 


"  The  porpose  you  undertake  ia  dangerous ;  the  friends  you 
fasTe  naoMd  uaoertam ;  the  time  itaelf  unaorted^and  yourwhole 
plot  too  light  for  the  counterpoiae  of  ao  great  an  opposition." 

aOAXESPEABS. 


Depending  od  his  Italian  coetume  as  a 
means  to  avoid  observation,  and  having  fur- 
nished himself  with  arms,  a  precaution  of  at 
least  equal  importance,  Frank  sallied  forth 
to  attend  the  appointed  rendezvous  with  the 
Signora  Cornaldi. 
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The  last  beams  of  the  sinking  moon  yet 
flickered  on  the  upper  casements  of  the 
more  lofty  palazzij  as  the  vettura  dashed 
through  the  great  square  of  Palermo,  called 
the  '  Ottangolo/  and  from  which,  the  four 
principal  streets  of  the  eity  open  in  long 
majestic  vistas  of  noble  architecture.  As 
the  night  darkened,  the  throng  of  equipages 
encreased,  all  making  for  the  'Porta  Felice/ 
where,  with  a  refinement  on  the  national 
gallantry,  the  torches  are  ordered  to  be  ex* 
tinguished  ;  and  the  domestics  wait  in  crowds, 
while  the  noblesse  and  gentry  enter  alone  to 
revel  in  the  voluptuous  enjoyment  of  their 
noble  public  walk,  the  cool  and  dusky  'Ma* 
rino.' 

There,  the  luscious  breathings  of  the  soft- 
est music  mingle  with  the  sighs  of  beauty ; 
nor  are  the  stars  of  that  deep  azure  vault 
more  clearly  bright,  than  the  sparkling  eyes 
that  shed  below  the  enchanting  light  of 
passion. 
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NotwitfafitandiBg  the  interest  of  the  coaiing 
nitemswy  Fratik  hui  no  sooMr.  oacaped  from 
the  outwaid  glare  of  toiehes^  and  the  din 
of  voices,  into  the  dim  obscurity  of  this  pri* 
vileged  elyainm,  than  its  fascination  stole 
like  a  ohann  upon  his  senses;  the  eye  and 
the  heart  were  equally  enchanted^  and  he 
fofgot  the  fiituie  in  the  psesent. 

On  the  one  side  the  embattled  wall  of 
the  city  frowned  with  the  sombre  graodedr  of 
a  long  and  deep  perspective,  while  a  tranquil 
sea  slept,  in  a  solemn  calm  beneath  its  for 
extended  shadow.  With  a  hoUow  murmur- 
ing cadence,  the  slow  progressive  heave  of 
the  mighty  waters  broke  in  phosphoric  flashes 
oil  the  strand,  while  the  dark  offing  arose 
beyond,  as  if  it  had  been  a  vast  and  solid 
areb  of  emecald,  shining  funtly  to  the  mid^ 
night  sky. 

The  extensive  promenade  of  the  Marino 
was.  already  thronged ;  but  aU  was  so  dusky 
Aat,  as  the  passing  crowds  co-mingled,  the 
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black  elo^s  of  tfae  caTsliofft!  ivere  bafdly  to 
he  difttiagiibhed  from  Ibe  ribk  broeedes  cf 
the  femald  pilgfims  to  that  fayowite  ahriiie 
of'-pleatane*  . 

Full  tt  fffolic,  fun^  and  mmduef^  ben 
and  there,  the  parties  gathered^  ttntil  the 
piies^re  to. the  timid  aeemed  idormhig;  and 
soft  entreaties-  broke  forth  to  outcries,  that 
were  half  id  earnest 

Many  of  both  sexes  were  masked,  which, 
if.  it .  gave  a  Ucense  to  the  treacheries  of 
loite,-added  seat  to  the  gay  flirtations  of  the 
hiiar>  strangdrs  and  friends  asaociating  with- 
out  distinction;  to  the  perpetration  of  pecca«- 
diUoa  numberless !  the  betrayal  of  seonets,  and 
that  infinite  deal  of  'scandal,'  wMch,  addl- 
ing the  fdlies  of  truth  to  the  jnquamt  dreams 
of  fancy,  is  the  all  delicious  manna  of  pn> 
vincial  society. 

Perhapl^  from '  its  baring  been  discovered 
that  he  was  a  stranger,  or^  as  it  might  have 
been>    iVom    mere    accident,    Blandford    had 
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hardly  passed  fifty  yards  in  adTance,  when 
he  became  entiingled  in  one  of  those  sportive 
crowds  that  we  have  described. 

Right  and  left,  the  living  wave  came  flow* 
ing  in ;  and,  in  reality  so  sedate  in  their  fan, 
and  so  gracefdlly  gentle  are  the  Italians  in 
their  movements,  that  the  expression  is  hardly 
a  metaphor;  every  rule  has,  however,  its  ex- 
ceptions, and  the  calmest  seas  their  storms. 

Aware  that  some  jest  was  in  motion, 
though  not  suspecting  that  its  point  was 
centred  in  himself^  Blandford  remained  en* 
tirely  passive  ;  and  with  no  very  great  stretch 
of  philosophy  either,  as  the  immediate  prss* 
sure  was  inflicted  by  two  of  the  finest 
women  in  the  group. 

These  involuntary  charmers  were. masked; 
but  with  proofs  so  palpable,  it  had  been  worse 
than  heresy  to  have  doubted  of  their  beauty : 
and  Frank  had  begun  to  feel  an  interest  in 
the  soft  whispers  of  alarmed  timidity  that 
passed    between    them,  when    his    attention 
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was  still  more  excited  by  the  dilemma  of  a 
young  girl  on  the  right,  whom  two  cavaliers 
had  hurried  iato  the  crush,  and  were  then 
rudely  attempting  to  veil  with  their  cloaks. 
Her  straggles  were  becoming  too  real  to  be 
mistaken  ;  and  now  as  her  white  and 
finely  mooUed  arms  were  thrown  into  the 
air  with  a  frantic  vehemence,  a  half  stifled 
cry  escaped  hor. 

Frank  flew  to  the  rescue: — ^the  assaflants 
slunk  away;  and,  as  the  crowd  opened,  he 
discovered  the  object  of  his  solicitude  to  be 
a  young  signora  of  about  seventeen,  who 
expressed  her  thanks  with  a  modest  confu- 
sion, which  made  the  imperfect  light  the  more 
tantalising,  as  it  rendered  her  features  in- 
distinct, while  it  left  the  elegant  outUnes 
of  a  form  of  unusual  grace  sufficiently  appa- 
rent 

'^What  a    fuss    with    a    trumpery  bal 
lerina  V — ^muttered  a  sullen  voice   from  the 
other  side  of  the  crowd.    The  maiden's  mantle 
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had  faUea  in  the  struggle,  and  Frank  ob- 
aenred  that  the  assertion  was  probably  cor- 
raet,  aa  the  accident  had  left  her  exposed 
to.  the  pttUie  gaze  in  a  hncy  costume, 
that  betrayed  her  finely  developed  form  ra- 
ther more  diattnctly  than  she  might  have 
wished;  in  fact,  she  was  dressed  Ibr  the 
stage,  and  had  wrapped  up  with  Ae  hope 
of  passii^  unnoticed  through  the  company. 

"  Ballerina  or  not/'— replied  a  female 
▼oiee,^ 

''  She  m  die  admiration  of  the  young 
Comaldi  i  had  he  been  present,  the  boldest 
man  in  Palermo  had  not  dared  to  flout  her 
with  a  word  P 

Biandfiird  looked  around,  but  the  speaker 
was  concealed  by  the  pemons  before  her ; 
and,  in  the  interral,  the  little  dancer  had 
contrived  to  slip  altogether  out  of  sight. 
The  momentary  bustle  too  had  died  away; 
and  he  wandered  forward  in  utter  loneliness 
and  silence. 
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P/eseiitlj,  a  burst  of  nxiisie  gave  notice 
that  the  curtaiA.  of  the  .pATilkn  was  .abwit 
to^  liafi,  and  as  the  stragglen  gulkered  into 
an  al^iien9e,  the  baUetto  conuDenced*  The 
subject  .was.  one  peculisriy  appropriate  to  the 
«pot,-^lbe  abd  action  of  Proearptaa. 

.  The  qpttDwnred  god  was  at  first  whim^ 
sicaUy  aitroduced  as  a  flippant  caTfttier,  who 
essf^ed  a  thousand  protestationa,  but  all  in 
vain;  while  the  obdurate  iair  one  met  his 
advances  with  a  gay  indifference;  devoting 
all  her  cata  to  a  wreath  of  flowers,  that  seemed 
to  gw  ftesh  beauty  ad  her  lovely  hnds 
entwined  them.        * 

Suddenly,  a  treacherous  thorn  had  priekei 
heTr  cu^d  she  cast  away  the  rose  disdain-^ 
fully,  declaring  it  as  odious  as  hnr  too  offi*^ 
cious  swain.  The  ofiended  god  took  vp  ihe 
flower,  and,  invoking  Venus  to  avenge  her 
slighted  emblem,— -at  once  a  magic  change 
possessed  the  air !    Proserpina  slumbered ;  the 
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pait  .seemed  but  as  a  dream, — and,  wrapped 
in  a  rosy  cloudi  vast,  dim,  and  unsub- 
stantial as  a  shadow,  the  angry  Pluto 
dureatened  veogeance  with  a  smile  of  tri« 
umpbi 

The  vision  vanished  as  the  light  receded ; 
bat  soon  the  mist  dissolved;  and^  with  the 
coming  day,  the  scene  was  changed : — it 
was  now  thi^t  of  the  ravishment,  and  equally 
effective. 

To  a  aymjAony  of  sweet  seductive  sounds, 
opened  an  entrancing  view  of  the  UocMning 
shttes  of  Seily,  #ith  Mtas,  frowning  darkly 
in  the  back  grmmd.  There,  on  a  terrace 
of.  verdioftt  tarf,  gambolled  the  maidens  of 
tbevaacient  story,  with  th^r  sylvan  queen, 
the  peeriess  Proserpina,  who  was,  as  before, 
persomfied  by  the  beautiful  girl  that  Frank 
.had  rescued. 

A  light  capricious  grace  enshrined  her, 
as  she  stood  beaming  in  smiles  of  innocence 
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and  soft  delight,  while  the  attendant  nymphs 
that  moved  in  homage  round,  were  all  that 
loTe  can  dream  of  beauty. 

The  evolutions  of  the  dance  grew  rapid 
in  the  wild    abandonment   of  joy ;    and  all 
that   sculpture   reveals  of  grace  in  the  cold 
and    unimpassioned  marble,  was   present    to 
the    eye,    and   maddened   at    the    heart,    in 
life's    warm    bright    reality  !  —  but   transient 
all,   as    summer  lightnings   flashing   on    the 
evening    sky,    even    fading    as    they    rise. 
Some   new  and  daring   changes  gave  to  the 
dance  that  wild   and   bacchanalian   air   that 
Poussin   paintfi  so  well;   when,  as  if  to  veil 
the  mystic  scene  that  in  its  tumult  verged 
on  ecstasy,  a  sudden  gloom  prevailed,  crossed 
with  streaks  of  a  red  and  angry  light  from 
the  burning  mountain  in  the  distance.     Lit 
by  this  lurid  glare,  the  forms  of  the  dancers 
assumed  a  deep  metallic   lustre  ;   and  soon, 
as  if  this  strange  transforming  influence  could 
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no  less  create  !  their  number  seemed  aug- 
mented, the  minions  of  the  gody-^the  ravishere 
have  mingled  with  them  in  dtsgune  {—-and 
noWy  amid  shrill  iVantic  otttcries,  -borne  up 
alof^t  on  Phito's  giant  arm,  and  in*  hor 
strugglei^  still  more  beautifiil,  the  affrighted 
Proserpina  is  hurried  off,— the  wild  and  sob^ 
bing  music  echoing  to  their  woe ;  and  mat- 
tering thunders  rolling  far  and  deep»  as  dark- 
ness swallows  up  the  scene. 

*^  Bmvissimo  !''  shouted  a  hundred  voices 
at  a  breath  ;— 

''  Santa  Maria !  but  she  is  a  dainty 
dahzante,  that  young  Gabrelli -:**«•  the  bal- 
letto,  too,  know  you  the  author,  Signk>r?'* 

**  Bah  !  all  the  world  knows  that  it  is 
one  of  Gomaldi's  fancies,  as  wild  tuld  daring 
as  himself; — but  walk  aside,  and  you  shidl 
hear  of  something  better/' 

This  *  walking  aside  '-—brought  Ae  parties, 
two  rusty  and  rather  sinisteMooking  signori 
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of  the  «wonl,  completely  behind  Blaudford; 
to  that  every  word  they  uttered  W)fts  of  ne- 
oeBsiiy  overheard. 

'^  PfeBto  1  die  secret ! «—  Comaldi  and 
Montrano  cannot  but  quarrel.  The  Capiteuo 
faaB  had  orders  to  disband  the  Troop,  be- 
cause .that  the  Count,  having  a  full  purse, 
can  live  without  them; — but  not  so  Cor* 
naldi;  his  desperate  fortunes  oan  only  be 
propped  by  the  sword. 

''  He  depends  upon  his  Band ;  and  they 
depend    upon    the    name,    the    advice,    and 
the  secret  protection  of  the  Count/' 
:     "  Pfoiection  ! " 

**  Yes !— -I  could  name  one,  if  I  chose, 
who  has  had  good  cause  to  know  it*  There 
is  not,  let  me  tell  you,  a  dnngeon*keep  in 
all  Italy,  but  that  the  Count  has  got  a  key 
that  will  pass  its  tightest  ward. 

'^  Now,  would  you  believe  it, — ^the  Count 

is  be-deviled  with  a   touch  of  his  old  dis- 
temper;   and,    like   a    second    St.  Anthony, 
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he  hath  a  temptation  from  the  sex.  What 
follows?  Why,  that  he  would  discard  the 
black  demon  with  the  ugly  name,  though 
to  him  he  owes  his  fortune,  for  the  white 
one,  that  only  teaches  men  in  every  sense  to 
lose  !    a  '  woman.'  '* 

'*  Fie,  Signior  ! — you  speak  without  expe- 
rience ; — ^no  woman  has  ever  taken  the  trou- 
ble to  steal  your  heart,  or  you  would  not 
thus  belie  the  sex/' 

*'  Well,  with  his  usual  fantastic  wilful- 
ness, the  Count  has  fallen  in  love  with  a 
charmeuse  he  has  never  beheld;  has  ma- 
naged to  steal  her  with  her  own  consent; 
and  as  caged  birds  sing  at  last  in  very 
weariness  of  self,  so  will  he  cheat  her  into 
love.  He  knows  the  human  heart  as  if  its 
feelings  were  the  strings  of  some  sweet 
instrument,  and  will  tune  them  to  his  pur- 
pose,— ^however  loud  and  harsh  their  dis- 
coMs." 

Frank   held  his   breath, — the  very  blood 
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seemed  to  settle  at  his  heart  |-^  and  yet, 
with  a  moment's  thought,  he  felt  his  bo- 
som lightened  of  half  its  load;— *•  the  re- 
mark had  been  made  with  all  the  confi- 
dence of  knowledge ;  and  if  sO|  there  was 
'  time.' — ^The  object  of  Montrano  .  was  to 
allure  Carema's  affections  no  lass  than  to 
possess  her  person:  —  to  woo  her;  could  he 
win  her  ?  Never !  At  least  so  thought  her 
lover. 

At  this  moment  Blandford  felt  a  cold 
hand  pressed  upon  his  own;  and  looking  up^ 
he  beheld  the  pale  and  commanding  coun* 
tenance  of  the  Signora  Comaldi. 

**  I  have  not  met  you  earlier,  Signior, 
because  I  would  not  have  my  sorrows  blight 
the  pleasures  of  the  evening;  but  these  are 
passed, — and  the  star  of  morning  will  soon 
shine  on  the  Marino,  empty,  desolate,  and 
silent.  Then,  Signior,  we  shall  be  private; 
and  yet  what  have  I  to  conceal?  The 
legends  of  dishonour  are  emblaaoned  on  the 
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winds; — ^the  idle  school-boy  chalks  them  on 
the  walls; — and  drivelling  idiots,  who  own 
no"  other  sense,  can  speak  them  plainly. 

"  Yes ;  my  poor  boy's  follies— would  to 
Heaven  I  need  not  add  his  crimes — are 
trumpeted  too  widely.  His  generosity,  his 
mild  affection,  his  constancy  in  love,  and 
quenchless  valour,-^-the8e  are  all  forgotten  ; 
or  only  marked  for  jest  and  mockery  :  — 
the  virtues  of  a  bandit,  in  the  estimation  of 
the  world,  add  but  insolence  to  vice;  and, 
perhaps  at  best,  they  are  but  as  the  flowers 
thrown  upon  a  corpse,  whose  very  freshness 
hastens  its  decay. 

**  There  was  a  time,  Signior,  when  to 
have  spoken  thus,  my  tongue  had  blistered ; 
— ^when,  in  haughtiness  of  heart,  I  thought 
to  have  scorned  the  criminal,  although  I 
viewed  him  in  a  son : — but  this  was  a  delu- 
sion;—  maternal  feelings  triumph, — and  as 
a  pilot,  to  save  his  crew,  runs  the  storm- 
harrowed  bark  upon  the  strand,  so  may  the 
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treasured  reputation  of  my  life  be  ship- 
wrecked, so  may  it  perish  !  if  I  but  save 
my  child.  It  was  for  this  you  saw  me 
gamble.  I^  as  a  lonely  wonutn,  spumed  or 
pitied  as  the  mood  may  suit, — I  have  no 
friend; — and,  as  I  viranted  gold,  no  other 
chance  but  periling  my  jewels  to  th,6 
dice.'' 

However  deeply  Blandford  at  any  other 
time  might  have  sympathized  with  the  af» 
flicted  Signora,  his  impatience  to  learn  some^ 
thing  of  the  present  views  of  Montrano, 
made  him  break  through  her  impassioned 
discourse  with  eager  questions ;  when  he  was 
again  surprised  to  find  that  the  Count's 
extravagant  love  for  Carema  was  alluded  to 
as  a  matter  familiar  to  his  partizans;  and 
as  the  probable  cause  of  that  change  of 
conduct  that  might  prove  fatal  to  her  son, 
who  had  lately,  as  she  said,  mysteriously 
disappeared. 

To  Blandford's  suggestion,  that  it  would 

m2 
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be  well  to  appeal  to  the  law,  and  hunt  the 
lordly  aggressor  from  his  mountain  hold  with 
a  file  of  musketeersy^her  answer  was  short 
and  sufficient ; — ^her  son  was  himself  an  outr 
law. 

Plans  for  ransom,  expostulation,  or  in- 
treaty,  were  shown  to  be  equally  futile,  if 
used  as  means  for  the  recovery  of  G>maldi, 
as  they  could  not  but  be,  if  devoted  to  the 
service  of  Carema. 

Surrounded  by  watchful  retainers,  and  a 
local  population  of  mountaineers  devoted  to 
his  interest,  the  attempt  of  an  individual  to 
approach  him  by  stratagem  or  force  would 
be  absurd. 

The  plan  of  bribing  Comaldi's  band 
to  the  rescue  of  their  leader  against  Mon- 
trano,  whom  they  had  idolized,  and  of  whom 
they  had  no  less  a  superstitious  dread, — was 
almost  too  desperate  to  admit  of  argument; 
and  yet  it  was  one  on  which  the  widowed 
mother  had  grounded  all  her  hopes. 
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For  this  purpose,  she  had  posaeacied  her- 
self of  gold ;  and  had  resolved  to  viai^  them 
in  their  secret  holds,  and  to  proyoke,  and 
bribe  them  to  revenge. 

Long  and  warily  was  this  plan  discussed 
by  Blandford,  who  pointed  out  its  haflcards 
and  insufficiency,  but  in  vain ;  the  over- 
wrought enthusiasm  of  the  Signora  would 
brook  no  check,  and  with  every  difficulty  her 
zeal  augmented. 

Peiplezed  and  mortified  to  find  this  last 
hope  fading  away  in  a  dream  of  extravagant 
anticipatiooB,  he  was  on  the  point  of  ex- 
plaining his  own  inability  of  executiog  that 
share  of  the  enterprise  which  she  would 
have  allotted  to  his  care,  when  the  recol- 
lection of  the  conversation  he  had  overheard 
relative  to  the  young  Comaldi's  love  for  the 
fair  Gabrelli  flashed  upon  his  mind,  and 
with  it  arose  the  idea  of  a  stratagem  more 
feasible. 

The  operatic  corps,  whose  performance  of 


262  Tue  PICA  BOOK. 

the  baUelto  had  jitst  delighted  him,  were  in 
the  hahit  of  paasing  from  town  to  town, 
and  of  occaBionally  offering  their  aervioes  to 
the  aoUeaaey  as  a  means  of  dissipating  the 
ennui  of  their  country  retirements*  Was  it 
not  pfobaUei  then,  that  Montsano  might 
gladly  receive  a  visit  from  these  lights 
hearted  troops  of  Momas,  at  a  time  when 
he  must  be  anxious  to  conciliate  the  feebaga 
of  his  beautiful  and  deluded  guest  with 
the  show  of  gaiety  and  the  thoug^ita  .of  plea- 
sure* 

The  ready  brain  of  the  Signora  caught 
the  impression  as  e^erly ;  and  notwithstanding 
an  unwillingness  in  any  way  to  sanction  the 
loyes  of  her  son  and  the  too  diaimiagar^ufe, 
her  fears  for  his  safety  }Mrewled,  and  she  en-* 
tered  into  the  details  of  the  proposed  nae 
with  all  the  avidity  of  her  nature. 

Could  the  gay  and  volatile  comedians 
be  entrusted  with  a  plot  so  formidable,  as 
one  that  would  cany  disaster  into  the  very 
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home  of  the  dreaded  MoAtrano?— 'Certainly 
not|  nor  was  •  it  needful ;  the  profisssioiiai  ol>* 
ject  of  the  visit  was  in  itself  a  sufficient 
explaaatioB,  >  as  far  as  the  greater  number 
were  concerned;  the  few  in  whom  it  was 
absolutely  necessary  to  confide,  must|  it  was 
evident,  be  bribedi  and  that  heavily.  For 
this  Ifae  Signora  had  sufficient  means;  and^ 
above  all,  it  was  to  be  remembered,  that 
the  yoong  and  fervent  Gabrelii  would  be 
devoted  heart  and  soul  to  the  enterprizet 
while  two  or  three  of  Cornaldi's  followers 
were  to  be  employed  as  circumstanees  might 
require.  The  fiignora  would  remain  at  a  dis- 
tance to  forward  the  necessary  sums  of  money 
that  might  from  time  to  time  be  vequired, 
and  which  it  would  be  unsafe  to  place  in  the 
hands  of  the  parties  in  the  first  instance :— - 
she  might  also  prepare  places  of  concealment, 
if  such  should  become  necessary ;  and  in  fact, 
all  was  assuming  an  aspect  that  gave  some 
confidence  of  success,  when  the  obstacles  that 
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would  attead  Blandford,  if  he  attempted  to 
join  the  party,  stared  him  full  in  the  face 
as  insurmountable^ — as  far  as  his  own  hopes 
were  embarked  in  the  adventure. 

As  a  stranger  and  a  foreigner,  he  knew 
not  how  to  join  than  in  any  way  that  would 
not  excite  suspicion  and  alarm;  nor  could  the 
Signora  help  him  out  of  the  difficulty.  Dis- 
guises, in  the  common  sense  of  the  term,  were 
unequal  to  the  purpose,-p-aiui  the  expedient 
that  at  last  presented  itself,  was  one  not 
likely  to  prove  particularly  palatable  in  the 
execution  if  attempted. 

''There  is,''— said  the  Signora,  after  a  long 
reverie,  for  she  was  become  almost  hopeless 
of  the  matter. 

''  There  is  a  dumb  and  half- demented 
German,  lately  arrived  at  Palenno,  of  most 
eccentric  habits : — grotesque  by  nature,  and 
with  an  odd  dry  taste  for  mimicry;  this 
fellow  has  been  the  hired  buffoon  of  many 
a  troop  of  saltimbanques ;  he  seeks  employ- 
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ment  now;  and  if  you^  Signior^  could  con- 
descend to  connterfeit  this  strange  abortion 
of  a  man  ?" 

Frank's  answer  was  in  the  affinnative. 

**  Then,  Signior,  the  difficulty  is  solved ; — 
a  little  observation,  and  the  hideous  oddities  of 
this  German  may  be  assumed,  his  strange 
unearthly  manner  too  with  praotioe.-— As  a 
buffoon,  they  have  already  thought  of  engag- 
ing him ;  a  word  to  Ghibzelli,  and  it  shall  be 
done :  you,  Signora,  shall  fill  his  place,-«and 
then,  the  proud  Montrano  shall  be  foiled 
with  his  own  weapons— confounded  and  de- 
ceived/' 
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CHAPTER  XL 


Oh,  wBat  mtf  man  withm  luxn  hids^ 
Tho'  angel  on  the  ontwird  lide ! 
How  may  eneh  likeneH  mtde  in  eriiMe, 
Meking  practiee  on  the  timM, 
Draw  with  idle  apider's  atringa. 
Moat  pond'iooa  and  anhataotial  thinga ! 

MKAaUEB  rOR  MKAIVJIS. 


Originally  a  cavern,  and  deep  beneath  the 
rocky  base  of  the  caatelloi  lay  an  ancient 
and  long  deserted  hermitage,  which,  by  Mon- 
trano's  orders,  had  been  used  as  a  prison. 
For  this  purpose  the  natural  archway  in  the 
front,  which  opened  on  a  dry  foss,  had  been 
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blocked  up  by  a  massy  wall,  pierced  with 
two  small  port-hole-like  windows ;  and  the 
feeble  light  which  struggled  through  them 
was  merely  sufficient  to  show  the  different 
tints  of  weather-stain  that  covered  the  damp 
flags  of  the  floor^  and  the  grey  and  yellow 
lichens  that  hung  from  the  dripping  sides. 
The  only  articles  of  the  interior  that  told  of 
human  habitation, —  were  a  low  bench,  an 
oaken  table,  mildewed  by  age  and  moisture, 
with  a  stump  bedstead,  of  equally  forbidding 
aspect,  or,  even  more  so, — ^from  the  number 
of  rank  funguses  that  grew  beneath  it,  and 
sheltered  a  colony  of  toads. 

Immediately  before  a  cavernous  reoess  at 
the  further  end,  and  relieved  by  its  perfect 
darkness,  stood  a  wooden  crucifix  carved  and 
painted,  with  a  startling  and  hideous  air  of 
reality! — The  contorted  and  blood-stained 
limbs  seemed  as  if  recently  racked  witli  the 
lingering  cramps  of  that  revolting  death  !-^ 
and   the   eyes   too,  shone    with  a  glassy  va* 
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cancy,  as  if  the  parting   groan  had   hardly 
past. 

Such  was  the  loathsome  den  into  which 
the  hanghtyi  and  self-indulgent  Kenrick  had 
been  thrust  :**nor  was  his  jailor,  Bagolio,  a 
wit  more  prepossessing ! 

Imagine,  a  man  of  some  thirty  years  of 
age,  but  prematurely  old  from  habits  of  ex- 
cessive indolence;  one,  who  seemed  even  to 
sleep  as  he  walked, — and  whose  senses,  when 
aroused,  were  so  cold  and  obdurate,  as  to 
convey  the  idea  of  a  moral  petrefaction  ! — 
A  man  insensible  to  the  touch  of  pity, — and 
to  whom  oppression  was  a  luxury,  simply 
because  it  brought  down  others  more  to  an 
equality  with  himself!  and  destroyed  the 
gaiety  and  comfort  that  mocked  his  own  dull 
apathy.  Still  the  fellow  had  courage ;  and 
in  his  way  was  something  of  a  stoic ; 
and  that  even  so  far,  that  if  circum- 
stances had  shaped  Bagolio  into  a  General, 
a  Political  Economist !    no  man,  as  the 
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first,  would  have  viewed  a  field  of  slaughter 
with  a  more  *  glorious '  indifference, — or,  as 
the  second,  would  have  calculated  the  de- 
populating influence  of  insufficient  diet  and 
mental  suffering  on  a  union  of  paupers,  with 
a  more  '  philosophical '  satisfaction.  But 
Bagolio  was  something  more  than  these,  with- 
out the  trouble  of  their  vocation  : — ^in  his 
own  domain,  the  prison,  he  was  absolute  ! 
and  could  indulge  his  taste  for  witnessing 
tlie  sufferings,  or  the  death  of  his  victims, 
without  the  care  of  inflicting  either,— for  the 
place  itself  was  so  solitary,  revolting,  and 
unwholesome,  that  such  consequences  soon 
followed  as  a  natural  sequence. 

The  connexion  of  Bagolio  with  this  oc^ 
cupation  was  in  some  sort  a  mystery,  for  he 
had  evidently  a  passion  for  the  office!  and 
among   other    things  it  was    said,    that   his 

lethargic  stupidity  was  assumed,  that  he 
might  not  be  put  to  any  more  active  em- 
ployment.   Tliis,  though  a  shrewd  guess,  was 
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a  fidse  one  !  —  there  was  another  mystery^ 
and  the  second  solved  the  first ! — ^Bagdio 
bad  no  ostensible  father.  The  last  recluse, 
as  secret  legends  told,  was  not  emaculate ; — 
his  icy  vows  had  thawed  before  the  sunny 
smiles  of  beauty,  notwithstanding  his  lonely 
life  and  enthusiastic  attachment  to  the  her- 
mitage. It  had  been  whispered,  that  a  lamV 
kin  of  his  flock,  the  black-eyed  Beatrice, 
though  sans  doutt  as  naughty  as  a  warm 
and  giddy  heart  could  make  her,  was  shrieved 
in  a  shorter  time  by  half  than  any  of  her 
companions! — and  why?-^-T4ie  holy  Padre 
knew  *  half  her  trespasses  before  hand ! 
After  some  time  Beatrice  bore  a  son  marvel- 
lously like  His  Reverence,-''»an  accident  of 
'  coarse '  arising  from '  her  humble  veneration 
of  the  diorch ,- — and  by  *  accident  too,'  the 
holy  Padre  took  a  fancy  to  the  boy,  who 
grew  up  with  a  superstitious  regard  to  the 
hermitage;  and  when  it  was  made  a  prison, 
and    rendered    damp    and    unwholesome,    he 
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built  himself  a  hut  against  its  outward  wall, 
aiKl  gladly  accepted  the  office  of  ita  keeper. 

With  the  weary  habits  of  a  man  of 
business^  Kenrick  no  sooner  found  himself 
immured  in  this  desolate  abode^  than  he  began 
to  calculate  the  future  from  the  past, — and 
soon  ascertained  that  he  had  little  reason  to 
lean  on  hope.  He  had  mistaken  Montrano'a 
character;  and,  in  supposing  him  unac* 
quainted  with  mercantile  affairs  and  open  to 
delnaionj  he  had  blundered  on  his  own  de* 
struction.  Had  Montrano  continued  the 
reckless  debauchee  his  youth  had  promised, 
the  fraudulent  account  might  have  passed 
unchallenged  ;  and  if  so,  the  Count's  sig^ 
nature  to  the  'prepared'  papers  would  have 
given  Kenrick  an  opportunity  of  plundering 
his  fortune  to  a  severe  extent.  The  maternal 
property  of  Carema,  which  from  feelings  of 
remorse  Montrano  had  taken  pains  to  aug- 
ment, would  have  been  the  first  sacrifice ; 
and    the   intended   fraud    in   this  sense  was 
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beyond  ail  hope  of  pardon.  Kenrick  thought 
not  of  this ;  but  as  he  knew  that  the  Count 
had  resolved  to  assume  the  garb  of  refor* 
matioD,  he  concluded  that  any  mode  of  get* 
ting  rid  of  his  old  associates  would  be  wel- 
come ;  and  if  so,  what  chance  remained  for 
Kenrick?  absolutely  none. 

The  chances  for  life  were  another  con- 
sideration ;  and  as  Kenrick  had  observed  that 
his  dungeon  lay  at  the  far  side  of  a  ruined 
curtain  of  the  castelloi  which  seemed  to  have 
no  residents  but  the  bats,  and  to  be  intet^ 
dieted  ground  to  all  except  his  scarcely 
human  jailer^  they  resolved  themselves  into 
two ; — the  good  pleasure  of  the  Lord  Mon- 
trano  (which  was  likely  to  be  '  bad '  enough 
in  his  case),  and  the  recollection  of  the  half- 
demented  beingi  on  whom  he  depended  for 
daily  sustenance. 

The  massy  wally  the  well-secured  windows, 
and  heavy,  studded-door,  were  beyond  all  hope 
of   penetration.      It   was   evident,    therefore. 
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that  the  only  chance  would  be  with  Bagolio ; 
and  when  the  forbidding  attributes  of  that 
strange  personage  were  considered,  together 
with  the  fact,  that  he  never  entered  the 
dungeon,  but  passed  the  prisoner's  food 
through  a  slide  contrived  for  such  a  purpose, 
any  expectation  in  that  quarter  seemed  futile 
and  desperate. 

At  last,  even  Kenrick  began  to  think  so ; 
and  with  the  wish  for  escape  as  strong  as 
ever,  he  fdt  a  crushing  weight  of  impotence 
that  threw  him  into  fits  of  abstraction  so 
frequently,  that  they  bade  fair  to  terminate 
in  melancholy  madness.  At  such  times  it 
was  his  wont  to  stand  leaning  against  a 
rocky  projection,  with  his  arms  folded  and 
his  eyes  fixed  upon  the  ground,  rigid  and 
motionless  as  a  statue.  The  very  regularity 
and  frequency  of  the  attitude  at  length  ex* 
cited  the  curiosity  of  Bagolio;  and  having 
thrust  through  the  allowance  for  the  day, 
he  would  remain,  for  perhaps  an  hour  at  a 
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time,  with  his  chia  resting  on  the  floor  of 
the  hole  cut  for  the  slide, — ^his  little  eyes 
twinkling  with  suspicious  wonder,  and  the 
sallow,  parchment-like  skin  of  his  blank, 
square  viss^e,  corrugated  strangely  erer  and 
anon,  with  a  rabbit-like  grimace,  as  he  twirted 
his  nose  forward,  and  munched,  as  if  deronr- 
ing  his  own  thoughts,  with  a  silent  satis- 
faction. 

This  occurred  too  often  not  to  be  ob- 
served by  Kenrick,  who  saw  at  once  that  he 
was  become  an  object  of  interest, — and  who 
resolved  to  increase  the  impression,  trusting 
to  time  for  the  chance  of  turning  it  to  ad- 
vantage. 

It  was  odd;  but  'silence'  had  prevailed, 
when  all  sorts  of  appeals,  from  the  gay  to 
the  pathetic,  had  utterly  failed;  none  having 
obtained  even  a  grunt  of  commiseration  from 
the  obdurate  monster  on  whom  he  depended. 
The  idea,  too,  gave  him  occupation;  which, 
by  the  bye,  is  as  essential  to  the  health  of 
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the  mind,  as  air  is  to  the  lungs;  and  Ken- 
rick  became  an  altered  man.  The  coarse 
food,  before  hcuxily  to  be  tolerated,  except 
at  the  call  of  extreme  hunger,  was  now 
expected  with   avidity,  as  with  it  came  the 

» 

opportunity  of  essa^ng  some  new  experiment 
in  the  art  of  'fascination/ 

And  still  Bagolio  lingered  and  gazed, — 
his  curiosity  waxing  stronger  and  stronger, — 
until  at  last  his  unmeaning  mastications 
would  have  been  exchanged  for  words,  had 
not  silence  been  enjoined  by  fear  and  duty. 
In  the  meanwhile,  Kenrick  took  especial 
care  to  add  to  his  bewilderment;  until  in  a 
lucky  moment,  a  whim  seized  him  to  play 
the  astrologer,  for  which  the  solemnity  of  his 
previous  trance-like  meditations  had  formed 
an  appropriate  prelude. 

A  taste  for  the  mysterious  is  certainly 
inherent  in  our  nature; — and  the  vulgar  of 
the  higher  and  lower  ranks  are  never  moi*e 

VOL.  II.  M 
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happy  thao  when  their  dradulity  is  id  actiTe 
exercise.  Kenriek  had  enjoyed  some  profit- 
able practice  in  this  way  among  the  fanatics 
at  home,  and  he  went  to  work  with  all  the 
confidence  of  an  adept*  The  iaise  seeming 
of  a  conjuror  and  a  hypocrite  he  knew 
were  on  a  par,  and  he  flattered  himself 
with  the  hope,  that  the  all-commanding  in- 
fluence that  the  deluder  ever  obtains  over,  the 
deluded,  might  in  some  unforeseen  way  achieve 
his  dearest  wishes. 

No  man  couki  have  a  more  orthodox 
belief  in  the  '  diabolical '  and  '  supemaiaral ' 
than  Bagolio  ;-<^and  precisely  in  ratio  with 
the  number  of  magical  devices  inscribed  by 
Kenriek  on  the  floor,  tod  the  frequency  of 
his  trances,  starts,  and  fits,  became  the 
jailer's  awe  and  respect  for  Kenriek;  until 
at  last,  under  the  sanction  of  the  aphorism, 
that  "  it  is  well  to  have  a  friend  at  court," 
Bagolio,  who  had  no  longer  any  doubt  but 
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that  his  prisoner  had  a  private  ufiderstanding 
with  His  Sulphuric  Highness  the  Devil,  be<- 
came  all  complaisance  and  kindness. 

Not  that  he  ever  spoke;  —  no;  the  fear 
of  a  red-hot  wire  through  the  tongue  was 
a  sufficient  balk  for  that:  —  but  then  he 
could  slip  sundry  flasks  of  wine  and  a  pair 
of  thick  blankets  down  the  slide ;  and  these 
'creature  comforts'  were  not  only  good  in 
themselves, — ^bttt  they  were  as  the  view  of 
Moses  from  Mount  Pisgah,  to  Kenrick,— 
they  promised  better  Uiings. 

But  let  us  not  imagine  that  such  alle- 
viations of  the  evils  of  his  confinement,  or 
even  the  hope  of  escape,  were  sufficient  to 
allay  those  stings  of  conscience  that  the 
gnilty  Kenrick  had  so  long  endured.  The 
mind  that  would  rid  itself  of  ''that  perilous 
stuff  diat  weighs  upon  the  heart,"  must  first 
of  all  be  purified  with  the  dews  of  repent- 
ance. Not  that  unavailing  grief  that  is  in 
itself  but   an  indulgence  of   undue    excite- 
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menty — ^but  that  practical  amendment  which 
attempts  to  remove  the  effects  of  past  in* 
juries  by  present  benefits,  and  would  cheer- 
fully submit  to  suffering  and  privation  to 
obtain  its  object. 

Of  such  generous  emotions  the  sordid 
breast  of  Kenrick  was  utterly  incapable ; 
and  when  the  thoughts  of  the  past  fell  like 
poisoned  arrows  in  his  way,  they  stung  most 
deeply,  under  the  view  that  he  had  not  the 
chance  of  profiting  from  the  seeds  of  iniquity 
he  had  left  behind  him. 

The  plan  which  he  had  laid  down  for 
the  embezzlement  of  Frank's  West  Indian 
property  was  not  as  yet  matured ;  '^  though 
much  was  done,  yet  more  remained  to  do;" 
and  he  felt  that  it  was  most  likely  that 
communications  on  that  subject,  and  directed 
to  him  at  Bristol,  would  fatally  miscarry. 
The  private  papers,  too^  which  had  been 
found  upon  him,  and  which  had  doubtless 
been  taken    advantage  of  by  the  Count, — 
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these  would  at  once  unmask  his  intended 
fraud  in  connexion  with  the  claim  he  had 
advanced  for  compensation  on  the  property 
lost  in  the  Blowzy  Bess,  and  by  the  fire» 

On  the  whole,  all  villain  as  he  was, — 
Kenrick  felt  confounded  and  amazed  at  the 
complete  picture  of  perfidy,  which,  as  he  was 
aware,  his  conduct  must  now  present  to 
the  eyes  of  his  late  associates.  The  cloak 
of  hypocrisy  that  he  had  so  long  worn, 
was  in  a  moment  torn  away  ;  and,  as  he 
contemplated  the  naked  deformity  in  which 
he  stood  before  them, — ^he  felt  not  only  still 
more  the  necessity  of  escape,  but  the  thirst 
of  a  remorseless  revenge ;  not  that  for  injuries 
suffered:  but  that  of  hatred  and  of  fear:^ 
and  he  resolved  that,  if  his  plan  for  prac- 
tising on  the  credulity  of  Bagolio  succeeded, 
his  first  care  on  the  recovery  of  his  freedom, 
should  be  an  attempt  on  the  lives  of  Mon* 
trano  and  Anselmo;  for  he  felt  that  while 
either  survived,   he   had    no   chance   of  re- 
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taining  the  large  siims  which  hia  peculadcms 
had  enabled  him  to  amass. 

Not  that  Kenrick  had  the  most  reniote 
idea  of  venturing  on  any  personal  deed  of 
violence: — No;  his  object  was  to  hire  assas- 
sins for  his  purpose;  apd  as  he  sat  by  th^ 
low  and  flickering  lamp  of  his  dungeon^  be 
actually  chuckled  with  delight,  as  he  remem- 
bered that  two  or  three  of  the  bandits, 
whom  Comaldi  had  pointed  out  to  his  notice 
as  blood-thirsty  miscreants,  of  wh(»n  he  in^ 
tended  to  weed  his  troop  on  the  first  oppor- 
tunity, —  were  bravos  ready  made  to  his 
hand! 

The  necessary  funds  for  his  purpose  too, 

if  once  again  he  breathed  the  air  of  free^ 
dom,  would  be  within  his  power; — for  with 
the  mean  fore-sight  of  a  guilty  mind,  he  had 
taken  the  precaution  to  bury  a  considerable 
sum  at  a  small  town  on  the  coast  lit  which 
he  had  for  some  time  resided;  and  althoygh 
the  expenditure  of  money  was  to   Kenrick 


THB  PICAROON.  271 

as  repulsive  as  the  &bled  self-immolation  of 
th^  brpoding  pelicfiD|-^yet  he  resolved  to 
vi^ptur^  it  t0  the  last  pistole,  rather  than  to 
suffer  the  defe^tt  which  present  circumstances 
could  not  but  involve. 

With  these  projectSi  he  felt  every  hour 
of  his  detention  as  an  age, — and  yet  to 
practise  his  new  device  of  conjuration  to 
advantage,  the  greatest  circumspection  and 
assumed  tranquillity  of  mind  were  required; 
and  very  fortunately  this  was  in  itself  a  severe 
punishment  to  Kenricki  whose  proud  over^ 
bearing  spirit  could  ill  brook  the  quiet  and 
cautious  self*control  that  it  required  to  con- 
duct the  solemn  mummeries  that  were  suited 
to  his  purpose.  The  smooth  but  thoughtful 
brow; — ^the  rapt  glance,  that  seemed  uncon- 
scious of  the  present  while  it  read  the  future ; 
— rthe  smile  of  self-satisfied  assumption : — all 
these  were  fetters  of  the  mind,  that  galled 
the  rough  and  wilful  Kenrick  to  the  quick. 
And  then  the  pneertainty  as  to  the  time  it 
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might  require  to  juggle  and  mystify  the 
senses  of  Bagolio  sufficiently  for  his  purpose, 
—these  were  soul-sickening  recollections ;  and 
although  Kenrick  fared  sumptuously  every 
^^Yf  yet  the  mental  vassilage  of  his  new 
vocation,  was  every  hour  becoming  the  more 
galling ;  and  no  galley-slave  chained  to  the 
bench  on  which  he  toiled,  had  ever  felt 
more  self-subdued  and  wretched. 

And  yet  his  plan  had  in  one  sense  suc- 
ceeded !  The  superstitious  Bagolio  was  be- 
coming more  and  more  enthralled,  and  it  was 
evident  that  his  awe  of  his  extraordinary 
prisoner  was  as  boundless  as  the  extent  of 
his  own  ignorance.  But  Kenrick  saw  with 
infinite  alarm,  that  while  he  seemed  anxious 
to  propitiate  his  favor  by  furnishing  every 
indulgence  within  his  power,  yet  that  his 
vigilance  in  the  execution  of  his  office  seemed 
to  be  augmented  in  proportion. 

In  fact,  Bagolio  looked  on  his  prisoner 
as  a  child  may  pet  a  serpent,  or  a  toad,- 
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a  safe  distance,  and  without  the  least  idea 
of  removing  the  reptile  from  its  hole. 

Overwhelmed  with  this  new  and  horrible 
idea,  Kenrick's  sabtle  brain  became  immedi- 
ately busied  in  a  variety  of  schemes  to  circum- 
vent Bagolio;  and  the  one  that  finally  ab- 
sorbed his  attention  v^as  well  worthy  of  the 
cold  and  cruel  heart  that  was  eager  for  its 
perpetration. 

This  design  required  an  instrument,  —  a 
something  however  small  and  trifling,  that 
might  serve  the  purpose  of  a  weapon; — 
and  here  was  the  difficulty,  for  the  prisoner 
had  been  most  carefully  precluded  from  the 
use  of  any  thing  of  the  sort. 

For  two  days  had  Kenrick  searched  every 
hole  and  cranny  of  his  dungeon  for  any 
broken  staple  or  other  fragment  of  old  iron 
that  his  ingenuity  might  shape  into  a  wea- 
pon ;  but  in  vain.  On  the  third  night,  how- 
ever, the  idea  crossed  his  brain  that  some- 
thing of  the  sort,  might  probably  be  attached 

N  2 
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to  the  crucifix, — and  snatching  up  his  lamp, 
he  advanced  to  examine  it. 

The  light  he  bore  was  feeble,  and  as  he 
approached  the  black  and  hollow  chasm  of 
the  rock  in  which  the  figure  had  been 
placed,  Kenrick  felt  an  involuntary  chill,^-* 
a  tremor  shook  his  hand;  the  dull  flame 
flickered  as  he  bore  it, — and  the  saintly  visage 
depending  from  the  cross,  seemed  looking 
down  upon  him  fi*om  beneath  the  coronet 
of  blood*stained  thorns,  with  a  look  of  patient 
sorrow  mingled  with  a  life-consuming  agony 
that  chilled  the  very  marrow  in  his  limbs. 
The  murderous  intention  on  his  mind  seem- 
ed stamped  as  it  were  by  the  eye  of  Hea- 
ven on  bis  soul,  with  the  burning  pungency 
of  glowing  iron ;  and  the  enormity  of  his  own 
wickedness  seemed  as  if  it  might  open  a 
ready  hell  'beneath  his  feet. 

Kenrick  recovered  himself  with  the  dog- 
ged resolution  of  his  nature,-p-and  with  the 
hope    of  escaping   the  fascination    that  had 
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before  overtaken  him,  he  resolved  that  he 
woald  Qot  again  raiee  his  eyes  beyond  the 
lower  part  of  the  figure. 

He  had  remembered  that  some  large 
spike-like  nails  were  driven  through  the 
feety  and  his  object  was  to  shake  one  of 
them  out|*— a  matter,  as  he  expected,  of  easy 
accomplishment;  and  he  had  almost  got  his 
hand  upon  it  for  that  purpose,  when  a  fresh 
sense  of  terror  overwhelmed  him  with  all  the 
foroe  of  a  reahty. 

The  naked  limbs  upon  the  cross,  bef<Mre 
dim  and  shadowy,  were  suddenly  become 
bright  and  distinct,  as  if  seen  in  the  noon* 
tide  glare  of  day  !  and  as  Kenrick-  looked 
up  in  speechless  fear,  the  eyes  seemed  ani* 
mate  with  life. 

Grown  half  mad  with  terror,  Kenrick 
might  have  fallen, — ^had  he  not  at  the  mo- 
ment been  seized  by  one  who  dragged  him 
violently  backwards;  and,  on  turning  round 
he    found  himself  in  the  grasp  of  Bagolio, 
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who,  although  still  silent,  was  eyidently  in- 
censed and  shocked  beyond  measuie,  haying 
intemipted  the  prisaner,  as  he  thought,  in 
a  sacril^ous  attempt  to  injure  the  sacred 
symbol  of  his  iaith« 

Still  bewildered  with  horror  and  alarm, 
Kenrick  looked  beyond,  and  as  he  beheld 
two  men  with  partisans  and  torches  at  the 
door,  he  concluded  that  the  object  was  to 
take  his  life;  and  he  was  about  to  make 
some  desperate  effort  of  resistance,  when  a 
peal  of  hearty  laughter  broke  on  his  asto- 
nished ear!  and  the  fairy  form  of  a  young 
and  beautiful  girl  flitted  before  him  for  an 
instant, — ^in  the  next  all  was  gone^  and  he 
was  left  in  darkness  and  alone. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


"  What  shall  he  be  ere  night  7 — ^perchance  a  thing 
O'er  which  the  jmren  flaps  her  funeral  wing : 
By  his  closed  eye  unheeded  and  anfelt. 
While  sets  that  sun,  and  dews  of  eyening  melt. 
Chill — wet — and  misty  round  each  stifienad  limls 
Refreshing  earth, — ^reviring  all  hut  him." 

BTRON. 


AuiRMED  and  perplexed  by  the  unexpected 
and  untoward  incidents  of  her  voyage^  Ca- 
rema  experienced  more  than  the  usual  joy 
of  those  who  escape  from  the  flying  prison 
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of  the  wide  waterS;  in  finding  herself  again 
on  shore. 

The  novelty  and  beauty  of  the  scenery 
helped^  too,  to  dissipate  the  oppression  that 
still  lingered  on  her  mind,  while  the  wild 
gaiety  of  the  too  fascinating  Madalena,  on 
again  treading  her  native  soil,  had  a  con* 
tagious  influence;  and  Carema  began  to  feel, 
with  a  thrill  of  proud  delight,  that  she  too 
was  an  Italian ! 

The  full  pulses  of  youth  glowed  with  a 
wanner  relish;  the  soft  and  balmy  air,  rich 
with  the  perfume  of  the  citron  and  the 
myrtle,  inspired  a  new  and  more  delidous 
sense  of  life !  while  the  purple  peaks  of  the 
neighbouring  Appennines  were  in  themselves 
a  poetry,  and  a  never  failing  feast  to  the 
excited  imagination  of  the  fair  traveller,  who 
was  about  to  penetrate  their  shadowy  re<- 
cesses. 

With  the  refined  caution  which  ever 
marked  his  policy,  Montrano  had  avoided  a 
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prwnature  interview  with  the  object  of  his 
wishes;  and,  instead  of  going  himself  to 
meet  her  on  the  coast,  after  having  been 
informed  by  Anselmo  that  it  would  not  be 
practical  to  land  her  at  Palermo,  he  con^ 
fided  her  to  the  care  of  the  trusty  Fazzello, 
who,  with  a  strong  escort,  had  orders  to 
await  her  arrival,  and  to  conduct  her  over 
the  mountains  to  the  half  dilapidated  castle 
we  have  described. 

The  parting  between  Anselmo  and  Mada- 
lena,  (for  the  former  oould  not  relinquish  the 
CQinmand  of  the  Xebec),  was  in  that  tone 
of  sentimental  regret,  common  to  lovers  that 
are  only  separated  to  meet  again  for  the 
bridal,-*<-who  smile  and  sigh  with  that  sweet 
sorrow,  that  from  its  source  becomes  .a  lux* 
ury  ;«*-giving,  by  contrast,  a  more  delicate 
refinement  to  the  thrilling  anticipations  of 
the  future. 

Such  was  their  parting;  and  the  kiss  that 
sealed  it,  was  one  of  those  that  the  heart 
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stands  still  to  register,  when  eager  lips  have 
but  one  breath  of  life,  and  flashing  eyes  tell 
more  than  words  can  utter. 

.  A  glow  of  manly  excitement  yet  lingered 
in  the  bronze-tinted  countenance  of  the  bold 
seaman,  as  he  advanced  to  take  leave  of 
Carema; — when,  as  if  checked  with  some 
sudden  consciousness,  his  cheek  turned  pale, 
and  the  few  words  that  he  found  breath 
to  utter,  became  half  indistinct. 

Carema  trembled; — she  knew  not  why, 
and  yet  a  strange  feeling  of  dread  possessed 
her ;  and  as  Anselmo  mentioned  ''  Montrano,'' 
she  repeated  the  name  unconsciously,  as  if 
her  voice  had  been  an  echo,  and  in  a  tone 
feeble  and  hollow,  as  if  the  dead  had 
spoken. 

A  moment  after,  and  she  was  entwined 
in  the  arms  of  Madalena,  who  was^  glad 
to  hide  her  blushes  in  the  bosom  of  her 
friend,  and  with  the  excitement,  the  cloud  of 
past  anxiety  had  fled  like  an  April  shower. 
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The  journey  was  the  next  object,  and 
the  horses  of  the  armed  attendants  were  be- 
come restless  with  the  delay^  when  Carema 
made  the  awkward  discovery^  that  she  was 
expected  to  ride  without  a  saddle,  or  rather, 
without  a  side  saddle, — ^which,  to  a  lady  with 
English  habits  and  ideas,  is  much  the  same 
sort  of  matter. 

The  gay  Madalena  had  already  set  the 
example,  and  that  in  a  moment, — and  with 
a  bound  that  would  have  passed  at  Astley's; 
and  now  supported  by  the  ctuino,  in  a  half 
recumbent  position,  and  with  a  delicate  little 
foot  and  ankle  peering  out  on  either  side 
over  the  shoulders  of  her  steed,  she  was 
quite  the  ton  as  an  Italian  horsewoman. 

Necessity  is  an  excellent  '  Master  of  the 
Ceremonies,'  when  inclination  is  turning 
restive, — and  thus  feeling  that  it  would  be 
quite  as  awkward  to  explain  her  objection 
as  to  try  the  experiment,  and  submit  to  the 
inconvenience,  if  such  it  might  prove; — flushed 
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to  the  tempksy  and  with  a  fearful  glance 
from  right  to  left,  Gaiema  adyentnfed  'man- 
fblly'  on  her  aeat,  eavakiome^ — and  giving 
the  noble  horse  hia  head,  passed  forwaid. 

Eveiy  Goontiy  has  its  distinguishing  fea- 
tnies;  its  physical  peculiarities;  which  give 
the  impress  of  what  is  called  the  'national 
character/  and  as  the  same  causes  operate 
on  the  foreigner,  he  gains  insensibly  some* 
thing  of  the  native  style,  and  begins  to  find 
that  what  he  at  first  viewed  as  prejudioes, 
become  at  last  his  own  spontaneous  feel^ 
ings. 

Thus,  as  Carema  inhaled  the  keen  ehstic 
breeze  of  the  Appmmines,  and  remarked  the 
clear  deep  shadows  of  their  opening  glens, 
where  objects  far  ren>ote  seem  present  in  a 
straog^  distinctness, — and  Nature  wears  a 
bright  and  penetrating  aspect,  dashed  with 
a  stem  sublimity,-^-^  haggard  boldness,  as 
if  she  felt  secure  in  the  force  of  her  own 
energies,  when  as  thus  untrammelled  by  the 
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feeble  bonds  of  human  usage  and  ca- 
price. 

While  gazing  on  scenery  such  as  this, 
Caiema  felt  that  innate  love  of  enterprise 
that  betokens  strength  of  mind, — and  a  con- 
tempt of  ^Bng&r  and  restraint,  awakening  ^s 
it  were  from  a  long  slumber  in  her  own 
bosom.  And  shall  it  be  confessed,  —  that 
notwithstanding  her  high  and  constant  sense 
of  honour,  there  came  a  feeling  too  of  indul- 
gence,— ^half  of  liking,  towards  the  dark  and 
dangerous  features  of  the  land,  until,  Uke 
the  enormous  reptiles  of  a  tropic  glen,  they 
seemed  the  fitting  growth  of  such  a  soil; 
giving  to  its  rich  entrancing  beauty,  the 
contrast  of  the  terrible  a&d  grand. 

From  the  influence  of  such  emotions,  the 
forebodings  of  a  something  sinister  and  strange 
in  the  character  of  Montrano,  that,  in  spite 
of  Madalena's  wish,  had  been  suggested  by 
her   often  broken  and   incoherent  stories  in 
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his  praise,  beeame  soAeiied ; — and  if  a  tinge 
of  awe  remaiDed  in  Carema's  mind  at  the 
contemidi^ion  of  her  coining  interriew  with 
the  Count,  it  was  ooanteAalanced  by  a  strong 
enriositf  to  behold  this  unknown  friend :-» 
this  *  lonely  enthusiast,'  who  lived|  as  Mada* 
leoa  termed  it,  '  like  a  feudal  monarch,  away 
from  the  world,  in  the  bosom  of  the  moun- 
tains/ 

Long  and  arduous  were  the  efforts  of  the 
horses  in  surmounting  the  nigged  road,  that 
winding  up  a  series  of  natural  terraces, 
formed  the  first  part  of  the  journey.  Tlie 
armed  attendants  had  dismounted  to  relieve 
their  cattle,  and  two  of  them  led  the  horses 
of  the    ladies    through     the    more    difficult 

Sdected  for  growth  and  power,  the  tall 
and  muscular  forms  of  these  fellows  were  seen 
to  advEBtage,  as  with  strong,  uutired  steps, 
they  clambered  forward,  each  with  his  carbine 
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sluDgi  his  high-crowaed .  hail  with  slouched 
brim  and  feather,— *his  eloak,  velvet  jacket, 
embroidered  lower  dress,  and  low  jack  boots. 

Nothing  indeed  could  be  more  in  unison 
with  the  vast  and  savage  scenery  that  frowned 
aiound,*-*-or  more  picturesque  or  charming^ 
in  its  way,  than  the  appearance  of  the  group ; 
except,  indeed,  that  it  might  have  been  mit^ 
taken  for  a  wandering  troop  of  brigands ! 

The  gaudy  costume,  the  martial  lower 
of  the  deep-seated  eyes,  that  slunk  askance 
if  yau  strove  to  read  them!-Hhe  mustachio 
that  curled  on  a  swarthy  cheek,  and  shaded 
teeth  of  ivory  whiteness  : — the  clang  of  amis, 
and  the  light  humming  of  some  roguish 
air,  as  here  and  there,  a  trtfler  sung  to  wile 
away  the  tedium  of  his  march, — all  these 
were  at  least  but  sources  of  animation  and 
amusement 

It  is  a  sect  of  paradox  in  nature,  but  so 
it  is, —  that  women, — the  kind,  the  austere, 
the    impassioned,    or   the  insipid,—- one    and 
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all  are  charmed  to  the  extent  of  faBciiiatioii 
with  the  pride  and  pomp  of  war ! 

The  ftmooth-skinned  sarage  dancing  around 
the  forest  fire^  and  the  beanty  of  a  court, 
who  smiles  disdain  on  princes!  both  are 
eqnal  here.  Their  eyes  will  glisten,  and 
their  hearts  beat  fitsteri  when  the  sooncb* 
shell  or  the  trumpet,  summonses  to  arms! 
The  glittering  steel  delights  and  dazzles; 
and  in  a  blind  infatuation^  they  neither  care 
nor  thiak,-.^how  soon  the  stains  of  mortal 
strife  may  dim  those  lightning-gleaming  blades, 
-H>r  the  loud  symphony  that  dances  like  a 
spiritual  triumph  in  the  air!  be  hushed  in 
tumult,  and  exchanged  for  shrieks  of  agony 
and  groans  of  death* 

At  a  giddy  height  the  road  has  gained 
a  level  of  some  thousand  furlongs.  The 
crags  that  tower  above,  yawn  at  their  base 
in  deeply  indented  fissures;  and  here  and 
there,  obtruding  masses  form  mimic  bastions 
and  overhanging  ramparts, — all  matted  with 
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ivy,  bioken,  tonii  and  erumbling,  to  if  the 
ruins  of  some  Titonic  fortress  of  a  fortn^ 

llrofld. 

On  some  of  the  verdant  slopes  beneath, 
and  sheltered  by  a  wall  of  precipiceii  facing 
the  sonth, — scattered  at  long  distances  are  seen 
the  stone-piled  huts  of  mountain  shepherds, 
who  have  trenched  and  terraced  up  the  scanty 
soil,  between  the  ledges  of  the  rocks,  so  as 
to  plant  a  few  low  scrambling  vines  around 
them;  with  perhaps  a  garden,  and  a  scanty 
field  of  grain. 

Farther  on,^*and  crowning  the  summit 
of  an  isolated  hill,  stand  the  cracked  and 
siitt^e  blUckened  walls  of  some  baronial 
hall,^— sacked  and  fired  in  the  trouble  of  the 
Middle  Ages. 

The  spot  waft  chosen  with  a  ^ry  eye, — 
secure  as  it  might  seem  by  art  and  nature; 
and  yet  the  mountain  fortress  fell,^^oubtltos 
by  treachery;  and  hence  a  man  might  mora- 
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lize ;-— and  sayi  that  wit,  though  all  perverted 
as  that  of  the  ignoble  angel,  is  in  itself  far 
stronger  than  the  high  embattled  wall,  and 
sharper  than  the  sword. 

To  Carema,  it  told  of  more; — that  ruin 
related  a  long  and  mournful  history  of  the 
former  state  of  her  native  country:  when 
the  petty  struggles  of  an  arrogant  and  sel- 
fish noblesse  deluged  fair  Italy  with  blood; 
— and  as  evil  gathers  on  itself! — ^the  wreck 
intestine  foes  had  left,  when  they,  like 
famished  wolves,  were  grown  too  weak  to 
struggle  longer  in  a  selfrconsuming  rivalship, 
at  last  was  torn  away  by  some  more  fell 
and  overbearing  combatant! — The  foreign 
conqueror  snatched,  and  soon  possessed  aU 
that  the  domestic  spoiler  in  his  folly  had 
chosen  rather  to  ruin  than  enjoy. 

Thus  toiling  on,  hour  after  hour,  not- 
withstanding the  grandeur  of  the  mountain 
scenery,  and  the  changing  lights  that  played 
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on  •  the  rich  carpet  of  champaign  country 
beyond,  the  way,  fiom  its  constant  air  of 
desolation,  at  last  grew  sad  and  wearisome. 

The  conversation  of  Madalena  too,  usually 
so  gay,  and  sparkling  with  wit  and  plea- 
sure, had  strangely  flagged;— -it  mi^t  be, 
that  she  thought  the  more, — for  as  we  all 
know,  a  bride  elect  has  too  many  ftncies 
of  her  own  to  find  room  tar  those  of  other 
people;  be  this  as  it  might,  her  replies  to 
the  sportive  sallies  of  Careaa  became,  with 
every  league,  more  faint  and  pointless,— 
until  both  felt  a  relief  in  silence. 

FazzeUo  had  as  much  small  talk  at  com- 
mand  as  would  furnish  a  novel  of  fi^hionahle 
life  with  ladies'  pmttle,  equivocal  anecdnte, 
and  repartee  ;—4>ut  he,  poor  fellow,  thou^ 
on  common  occasions  a  privileged  person,  was 
now  condemned  to  a  most  unwilling  silence ; 
his  duty  in  that  particular  having:  been  en- 
joined by  his  lord,  in  a  few  woids,  but  with 
one  of  those  peculiar  looks,  that  the  giddy- 

VOL.  II.  o 
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brained  page,  however  thoughtless  on  other 
matters,  was  never  known  either  to  miscon- 
strue, or  to  forget. 

Under    these   circumstances,  his   answers 
to  Carema's  remarks  were  short  and  simple, 
although  the  accompanying  bow  was  an  elo- 
quent acknowledgment  of  her  condescension. 
He  had,  too,  with  great  skill  and  prompti- 
tude, guarded  against  the  dangers,  and  done 
much  to  alleviate  the  inconveniences  of  the 
journey ;  and  now,  when  the  party,  after  having 
partaken    of   some    refreshment,  were    about 
to  descend  a    ravine  so  deep,  that   a  mid* 
night    shade     prevailed     beneath,    while     a 
brilliant   gleam  of   sunshine  flashed  on  the 
hanging  rocks  that  formed  its  upper  gorge, 
the  idea  struck  him  of  a  freak,  which  was 
at  least  intended  to  amuse. 

This  whim  was  the  representation  of  a 
mountain  fight; — and  having  rather  assumed 
on  the  sufferance  of  the  ladies,  than  obtained 
their  consent,  he  galloped  forward,  to  prepare 
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for  the  exhibition  of  what  he  called  his 
''  innocent  little  make-believe  of  a  battle." 

An  ambush  having  been  duly  planted  at 
different  heights,  behind  the  masses  of  broken 
rock  at  the  lower  part  of  the  ravine,  the 
assailant  party  dashed  forward  at  fall  speed 
to  force  the  pass,— and  in  a  moment  the  goige 
of  the  yawning  chasm  was  filled  with  smoke 
and  fire. 

The  snorting  of  the  horses  and  the  clash 
of  weapons^  as  the  swordsmen  b^an  to  play 
their  part,  commingled  finely  with  the  sudden 
shots  that  resounded  in  rattling  echoes  from 
the  rocks ;  and  the  affair  was  growing  highly 
animated,  when  an  accident  occurred,  that 
with  aU  his  foresight,  Fazzello  had  not  even 
thought  of. 

Carried  away  by  that  sympathy,  which 
the  lower  ahimals  feel  equally  with  oureelves, 
on  occasions  of  physical  excitement,  the  horses 
of  the  ladies,  whose  bridles  were  lield  by  a 
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boy,  broke  suddenly  away^  and  galloped  off 
to  join  their  comrades  in  the  dell  beiieath> 

At  this  moment^  it  was  foitnnate  for  the 
'  necks,'  at  least,  of  the  fidr  equestnans, 
that  they  happened  to  be  mounted  in  the 
Italian  style,  for  the  riding  was  what  a  dra- 
goon would  have  called  *  deuced  short,  rough, 
and  heady/  The  hcHrses,  too,  who  had  been 
used  to  the  mountain  tracks,'  dashed  over  mil 
impediments  with  a  startling  velocity. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  ravine  lay  a  deep 
and  dangerous  pit  of  water,  fed  by  a  atreaxn- 
let  trickling  from  the  rocks,  and  from  this 
the  road  (if  such  it  could  be  called)  passed 
off  at  a  direot  angle.  To  rein  in  a  hone 
at  full  speed,-— or  to  turn  him  cleverly  off 
at  this  perilous  point,  were  feats  only  to  be 
accomplished  by  a  rider  with  a  stroi^  arm, 
and  a  steady  eye,  — even  if  those  of  a 
'  man;'  and  granting  that  he  were  bodi  a 
good    horseman    and    a    bold   <me !  —  what 
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then  would  be  the  fate  of  those  who  were 
hurried  forward  ia  their  helplessness  and 
beauty,  at  a  whirlwind  speed!-— their  dress 
disordered,  and  the  clouds  of  smoke  that  filled 
the  chasm  rolling  hetote  them,  like  bursting 
bUlows  as  they  passed. 

In  the  tumult  of  the  sham  flght  below, 
this  fearful  accident  had  not,  at  first,  been 
noticed,--4uid  when  it  was  discovered,  the 
wild  outcries  of  the  troopers,  and  their  vain 
attempts  at  a  rescue,  only  served  to  make 
the  matter  worsen 

Forward !  —  forward  they  came !  -—  The 
powerful  horse  rode  by  Carema,  being  some 
yards  in  advance,  when  as  the  jaws  of  the 
pit  began  to  show,  with  its  dark  deep  waters 
gleaming  faintly  ht  beneath,  the  noble  animal 
caught  the  alarm;  and  as  if  palsied  with 
the  pang  of  sudden  fear,  his  muscles  grew 
rigid  on  the  instant,  and  his  joints  were 
motionless !— but  all  in  vain ;  for  while  his 
nostrib    seemed    breathing  fire,  and    his   di* 
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lating  eyes  rolled  round  in  agony !  still  forced 
headlong  forward  by  the  impetus  of  weight 
and  former  motitHi,  his  stiffened  limbs  were 
sliding  down  the  slab  of  rock  that  overhung 
the  fatal  Terge;  and  so  swift  was  the  descent, 
that  trails  of  sparks  followed  at  each  anned 
hoof,  like  burning  serpents  on  the  dark  and 
polished  stone. 

Carema  had  remained  silent, — conscious, 
and  yet  resigned  to  the  awful  fate  that  threat- 
ened, when  one  of  the  troopers,  with  a  des- 
perate effort,  caught  at  the  horse's  head,  and 
threw  him  on  his  haunches! — still  Both  slid 
forward, — when  by  a  second  exertion  of  al- 
most super-human  strength  the  horse  was 
absolutely  stopped. 

In  this  last  struggle  the  gallant  trooper 
unfortunately  fell  in  such  a  way  that  the 
weight  of  the  animal  struck  full  upon  his 
chest. 

In  the  mean  while,  more  assistance  haying 
arrived,    the    other   horse  waa   secured  with 
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less  difficulty;  and  it  was  found  that  very 
fortunately  neither  of  the  ladies  had  suffered , 
except  firom  the  alarm. 

Far  different  was  the  case  of  the  poor 
trooper; — although  instantly  withdrawn  from 
the  pressure  of  the  overthrown  horse,  yet  still 
no  recovery  of  sensation  had  occurred;  and 
as  they  laid  him  on  a  mossy  shelf  of  rock 
beside  the  streamlet,  and  sprinkled  the  fresh 
cold  water  on  his  brow,  it  was  evident  that 
the  violet  tint  of  his  closed  eyelids  was*  fast 
darkening  into  the  shadow  of  oblivion : — and 
yet  ondb  more  they  opened  for  that  last  lin- 
gering look  the  parting  soul  seems  to  chal- 
lenge from  the  grasp  of  Death!— That  look, 
that  treasures  worlds  in  one  short  moment, 
if  those  that  love  are  near  to  register  the 
thoughts  read  only  by  affection, — and  all  too 
many  and  too  vast  for  words. 

The  troopei^s  gaze  was  to  the  heavens, 
and  then  upon  the  green  and  smihng  earth ; 
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for    linked    with     strangers,    these,    though 
'  inanimate,'  were  then  as  old  fiuniliar  friends ! 

Yes!  on  the  earth  and  hea?ens. — The 
comrades,  that  stood  around  in  silenee  and 
in  sadness,  were  little  heeded  by  the  dying 
man; — once  the  light  companions  of  the 
festive  hour;  the  indifferent  sharers  of  his 
stern  vocation ;  and  all  '  too  often '  his  temp- 
ters into  crime, — they  now  bad  little  solace 
for  the  grave. 

His  glance  was  still  vpon  the  changing 
elements ;  —  but  his  deep  thoughts, — the 
yearnings  of  his  bursting  heart, — ^th^se  were 
far  away !  communing  with  a  pale  and  droop* 
ing  girl,  that  from  a  lattice  in  the  City  of 
the  Sea,  fair  Venice,  looks  out  upon  the 
Adriatic  every  night  as  she  has  sworn, — ^to 
think  of  him,  and  pray. 

The  memory  of  that  beloved  one  has 
thawed  his  rugged  features,  even  as  the  pulses 

of  his  life    are.   growing    chill : — a  tear,  the 
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first  since  boyhood ,  tremUes  in  his  eye;  and 
he  would  bless  her, — ere  his  spirit  passes 
if  he  may! — ^The  fatal  shade  of  dissolution 
faintly  gray,  steals  g;hastly  like  a  vapour  over 
his  countenance,  changing  with  that  emotion ; 
and  with  the  effort,  a  sanguine  froth  imbues 
his  lip. — His  dying  eye  hath  caught  Carema, 
and  as  it  glazes,  he  may  mistake  her  fbr  the 
form  of  her  he  loves  ? 

Ah,  no,— a  pious  wish  of  retribution  for 
a  life  ill  spent  is  busy  with  his  brain:— one 
word — one  word  of  'caution'  may  yet  be 
worth  an  empire ! — ^Raising  himself  with  a 
slow  convulsive  motion,  he  beckons  her  ap- 
proach ; — and  kneeling  by  his  side,  awe-struck 
and  pallid  as  the  fresh  hewn  marble  I  Carema 
stoops  and  listens  still  and  iMneathless. 

*•  Beware  the  ^JattatoreT^ — Beware,  the 
Lord '' 

The    poor   wretch    could   no  more ; — the 

*  '  Jattfttore/  a  man  with  an  evil  eye. 
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next  sound,  that  should  have  been  a  word, 
sunk  to  a  hollow  moan,  lost  in  a  long  and 
feeble  rattle  as  the  loaded  lungs  collapsed, 
and  aU  was  over. 

Still  on  her  knees,— as  one  struck  motion- 
less !  Carema  gazed  wildly  on  the  dead : — 
long  and  wistfully  she  gazed,  as  if  the  pallid 
lips  might  yet  find  sound  to  finish  that  strange 
warning.  —  ''The  Jattatoref'  she  repeated 
unconsciously — 

"  The  Jattatore  ! " 

''  A  weak  and  wicked  superstition,  Lady," 
said  the  page,  Fazzello,  taking  her  hand  with 
a  respectful  earnestness  to  remove  her  from 
the  corpse. 

''  Remember,  Lady,  that  the  best  men 
have  secret  foes, — and  there  are  some— dotards 
and  fools ! — ^who  so  would  dare  to  term  the 
Lord  Montrano!" — 

"  The  Lord," — repeated  Carema,  with  a 
shudder. 
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''The  last  words  the  dead  man  uttered, 
were,  '  The  LardT — ^he  meant — " 

''  Nothing ! — ^nothing ! — He  meant  nothing, 
Lady  : — ^What  could  he  mean  ?  " — said  Faz- 
zello,  with  a  startling  impatience. 

Just  at  that  moment  the  shrill  cry  of  a 
hawk  was  heard,  and  still  quivering  with 
life,  the  bleeding  body  of  a  dove  fell  at 
their  feet. 

At  the  instant,  a  carbine  shot  was  fired 
at  the  plumed  felon  as  he  swooped, — ^but 
fired  in  vain ;  he  stretched  his  pinions  to  the 
sun  and  drifted  off  upon  the  wind. 

Rendered  morbidly  sensitive  by  the  late 
occurrence,  this  last  incident  gave  to  Carema 
an  involuntary  thrill  of  fear: — ^it  seemed  an 
omen,  implying  all  the  dead  man  had  not 
lived  to  utter: — and  it  inspired  a  strange 
vague  sense  of  danger  to  herself,  and  a  dread 
of  the  '  Lord  Montrano.' 

With  as  little  delay  as  might  be,  the  party 
prepared  to  move  from  this  fatal  ravine.    The 
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body  of  the  poor  trooper  having  been  wrapt 
in  a  cloak,  was  strapped  on  his  own  horse, 
for  with  the  deep-rooted  prejudice  of  the 
lower  Italians,  his  comrades  felt  consoled  by 
the  resolution  they  had  taken,  that  he  should 
be  interred  *  with  priest  and  bell,  in  conse- 
crated ground/ 

As  the  inarch  was  reconunenced — ^all  were 
equally  silent  and  dispirited ;  the  distant  land- 
scape too  b^an  to  lower.  Cold  and  sudden 
gusts  of  wind  rustled  mournfully  in  the 
foliaflc®  of  the  stunted  trees,  and  howled  in 
hollow  cadences  ftom  crag  to  crag;  at  times 
too,  the  heavy  swapping  sound  of  the  corpse, 
as  the  horse  beneath  it  slipt  and  staggered, 
came  on  the  ear  with  an  awful  sense  of 
death: — ^the  sear  leaves  whirled  in  frequent 
eddies  in  the  way,  and|the  small  birds  were 
chirruping  with  a  shrill  uneasy  cry. 

Carema  rode  forward,  pale  and  faint, 
the  very  picture  of  despondency— when,  as 
if  awakened  to  the    recollection  of  a  long 
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neglected  duty,  Madalena  becftme  %t  once 
unusually  loquacious^  and  as  strangely  gay; 
now  relating  some  piquant  anecdote;  then 
coaxing  lier  ivdl-trained  horse  into  an  un- 
expected gambol,  as  if  in  accident;  or  sing* 
ing  some  light  fentastic  roundelay,  with  that 
arch  and  buoyant  humour,  that  was  all  her 
own. 

The  extremes  of  gaity  and  of  grief  are 
bom  of  weakness  1-—  This  noisy  mirth,  al- 
though overcharged  and  artificial,  was  yet  so 
skilfully  managed  by  the  fair  dissembler,  that 
the  rest  of  the  party  who  were  unconscious 
of  her  drift,  from  mere  social  sympathy, 
b^an  insensibly  to  assume  an  air  of  cheer- 
fttlness* 

The  rough  troopers  nodded  knowingly  to 
each  other  :-—FaxzelIo  found  it  difficult  to 
maintain  the  silence  his  duty  enjoined,  as 
he  beat  time  to  the  music;  and  Oarema  felt 
revived,  and  half  inclined  to  smile,  even  at 
her  own  forebodings.     In  the  meantime,  the 
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sullen  aspect  of  the  elements  increased  with 
every  hour;-— the  surgings  of  the  gale  came 
violent  and  fast;  the  clondy  wrack  in  the 
darkening  heavens  drove  faster,  while  the 
sunbeams  shooting  through  at  intervals,  were 
of  that  pale  and  watery  sheen  that  indicates 
a  storm. 

Fazzello  urged  his  men  to  a  quicker  pace, 
—and  the  wearied  horses  instinctive  of  the 
coming  change,  gave  themselves  to  the  task 
with  a  rattling  speed. 

With  the  decline  of  day  the  journey  was 
verging  to  its  close,-— and  as  the  party  were 
climbing  a  headland,  whose  crest  Fazzello 
said  would  present  an  enchanting  view  of 
the  castello  of  his  lord,  Carema  felt  a  thou- 
sand vague  sunnisings  busy  at  her  heart. 

The  ridge  of  this  promontory  was  hardly 
won,  when  the  threatened  storm  burst  forth 
with  sudden  force.  Thick  drifts  of  rain  swept 
rapidly  from  hill  to  vale,  wrapping  the  dis- 
tance in  one  contiguous  vail  of  dim  obscurity, 
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and  Carema'B  excited  imagination  was  left 
to  disappointment,  and  her  heart  to  those 
unquiet  thoughts,  that  the  trooper's  un- 
finished warning,  and  the  approaching  inter- 
view with  Montrano,  could  not  but  excite. 


BND  OF  VOL.  II. 


C.  Whittiiigham,  Tooks  Coozt,  Chtnceiy  Lue. 


THE  PICAROON. 


MAKANNA 

A  ROMANCB,  IN  THREE  VOLS. 

"  One  of  the  mott  intereftUoi  and  ns^Uc  romaaees  that  it  has  been  oar 
lot  to  read  for  many  a  year.  *  •  *  The  aathor  transports  ns  to  South 
Africa,  as  completely  as  a  Xadge  coold  to  Sooth  Asia.  *  *  *  He  Is 
equally  at  home  when  grappling  with  the  ocean's  storm,  banting  the  wild 
beasts  of  the  wilderness,  or  painting  with  Flemish  minnlencss,  the  vmt- 
Aomer  of  a  Dutch  boor  at  the  Cape/'— AfAcMMm. 

*'  There  was  yet  untrodden  land  for  the  writer  of  ftctlon — and  the  aathor 
of  Makanna  is  its  dlscorerer.  To  him  we  owe  a  romance  of  real  life,  tlw 
scene  of  which  is  laid  in  the  Jangles  and  deserts  of  Soathem  AAica,  beyond 
the  conflnes  of  the  Dateh  settlements,  where  the  boor  is  sarroonded  by 
savages,  and  prlmitire  nature  Is  exhibited  In  all  the  sublimity  of  desolate 
grandeur.  •  •  •  His  pictures  of  the  scenery  of  AfHca  are  Tivid  and 
niflqae — his  eloquent  delineations  of  IndlTidual  character  ace  life-like  and 
philosophicaL"— Afios. 

"  The  graphic  deuOs  of  the  Dutch  ColonlsU,  and  the  striking  delineatioii 
of  the  manners,  and  superstitions  of  the  savage  tribes  of  tlie  desert,  impart 
such  a  deep  and  vivid  interest,  that  we  seem  to  live  and  l>reathe  in  the 
wUds."— CbNTt  JTMimal. 


"  This  work  abounds  in  interest,  and  Is  written  In  a  style  of  great  vigonr 
and  elegance.**    9tmitt$  TYmet. 

"  The  work  does  not  want  to  be  invested  with  any  fictitious  Interest,  and 
the  talent  which  is  visible  in  its  pages  Is  its  best  reconunendatlon  lo  fmblie 
favour."— Jfsmlv  /*«< . 

"  We  have  rarely  read  a  productlott  of  deeper  Interest,  of  Interest  su»> 
tained  from  the  first  page  to  the  last.  *  *  *  He  is  as  much  at  home  on 
the  Ocean,  and  there  are  manyscenes  on  ship-board  eoual  to  the  best  of  the 
great  sea  lord,  the  author  of  'The  Spy.'**— ivav  Momtklf  Magmtim, 
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CHAPTER  I. 


•< 


Moiie  ttOM  with  ito  Toloptnons  swell* 
Soft  9ym  looked  lore  to  eyec  which  fpake  again, 
And  all  went  meny  aa  a  marriage  bell ; 
But  hnah ! — Hark  I  a  deep  aoand  atrikea  like  a  riaing  knell  t" 

Cntl'Dl  VABOLD'a  pilgbhiaoi. 


TaB  sudden  Btona  that  bad  overtaken  Ca- 
rema  and  her  escort,  bad  broken  over  the 
Castello  of  Montrano  with  redoubled  vio- 
lence.   The  night  that  had  prematurely  closed 

VOL.  III.  B 
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in  with  its  approach,  was  one  of  awful 
darkness.  The  bowlings  of  the  wind  sounded 
fierce  and  fearfully  from  the  mountains ;  the 
shivering  casements  rattled  in  the  blast  ; 
the  flat  leads  of  the  towers,  overflowed  with 
a  deluge  of  rain,  poured  their  load  of  waters 
into  the  courts  below  with  a  hollow  dash* 
ing  roar ;  while  the  low  bayingpi  6t  the  dogs, 
and  the  momentary  crashings  of  a  neigh- 
bouring forest,  awakened  a  sense  of  inse- 
curity and  dread. 

As  if  in  bold  defiance  to  the  elemental 
war  without,  the  lofty  hall  of  the  Castello 
was  filled  with*  revelry!  The  ancient  ban- 
ners of  the  House  of  Montrano,  Uood^stained, 
torn,  and  blackened  with  many  a  well  con- 
tested field,  were  decked  with  garlands  of 
incense-breathing  flowers;  while  the  blue  and 
icy  sheen  of  iirmour>  and  various  anoienl 
weapoM  buog  arontid^  was  feUcut^  wkh 
masses  of  b^djioiiae  folMig#i  A  hundred 
torches  gl9i^  beneath V  io^^  tb^  IwMk  of.  boys 


aad  the  lowot  menials ;  while  the  retainers  of 
the.koQseMd,  and  the  flower  of  the  neigh* 
botiripg  sMmntoiaeei's^  gay  and  dashing  in 
the  Ivight  colonra  ot  their  holiday  garh,  were 
dancing  and  caroiiBing  in  many  a  raried 
giYMtp.  A  hand  of  merry  minstrela  filled  the 
oatiopted  .  recess  of  an  oriel  window  at  the 
upper  end ;  while  arennd  the  sides,  the  tender 
and  fmgiant  shoota  of  die  juaipery  and  the 
arcHBatio  spmeey  .had  been  thrown  in  liberal 
heaps  that  formed  a  line  of  verdant  couches, 
wooing,  the  weary  to  repose ;  and  on  which, 
eady  as  it  wasy  reclined  some  rustic  beauties, 
with  foDois  of  luxuriant  grace,  and  rich  in 
those  deep  impasaiooed  features  that  Titian 
loved  to  paints 

The  Count  had  ordered  a  ffoUetto  in 
honour  of  his  long  ea^pepted  guest ;  and  well 
had  the  tMader  been  obeyed!  The  rattling 
castanets  eotmded  right  merrily ;  the  choral 
song  fell  ihe  sweeter  from  the  ripe  lip  of 
beauty.    The  wishfol    glance   of  love  sunk. 
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dazzled  in  its  own  delight,  from  the  kind- 
ling blushes  it  provoked ;  and  many  a  youth- 
ful heart  swelled  with  a  new  born  joy,  as 
the  martial  tramp  of  the  high  plumed  cava- 
liers sounded  in  ready  cadence  to  the  music. 

Meanwhile,  the  storm  without  was  echo- 
ing louder,  and  the  festive  mirth  within 
had  been  somewhat  damped  by  a  sudden 
and  descending  blast,  which  had  blown  a 
shower  of  sparkling  embers  into  the  centre 
of  the  hall,  when  Montrano  entered,  as  it 
seemed,  fatigued,  and  dripping  from  the 
rain.  Throwing  open  his  cloak,  he  stood 
before  the  roaring  fire,  and,  while  he  caught 
the  warmth  of  the  crackling  and  flashing 
pine,  he  asked  questions  as  to  the  probable 
effects  of  the  tempest 

''  The  causeway,,  your  Excellenza,  was 
flooded  deep  by  sunset ;  and  now,  in  the 
darkness,  if  the  arches  are  not  already  blown 
up !  a  horseman  might  easily  ride  off  the 
road,  and  perish  in  the  stream  ! " 
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V  Well  thought  of,  Nicola ! — A  beacon 
on  our  southern  rampart  would  cast  a  light 
upon  the  spot.  Ay,  by  my  troth,  well  thought 
o£  Let  them  pile  dry  fagots  on  the  wall,  and, 
an  the  mean  time,  send  down  men  and 
horses  to  the  pass  ! — ^What  have  we  here  V* 

"  Help  ! — for  the  love  of  Heaven  !  — 
Help  ! " 

Thus  shrieked  a  young  and  half-4iaked 
peasant,  who  at  the  moment  had  rushed  in 
from  the  outward  gate,  and,  having  stag- 
gered to  the  centre  of  the  hall^  stood  almost 
fainting  in  the  crowd. 

''  Satita  Maria  ! "  —  cried  an  aged  man, 
who  had  learnt  some  of  the  particulars  which 
the  youth  was  muttering  in  an  almost  breath- 
less voice. 

**  What !  ''—exclaimed    Montrano^    grasp- 

« 

tag  the  arm  of  the  boy  to  arouse  his  atten- 
tion;— 

**  Say  you  the  modier  and  her  babes  T 
The   frantic  sobbings  of  the  youth  were 
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too  plain  an  anawer;   tiie  Ooimt  eo  under 
stood  him,   and,    receding  a  fefv  Btap%  he 
stood  for  a  moment  lost  in  diou^t 

'^  This  night !''»— teid  he,  in  an  inaudible 
whisper,  and  moring  still  fortber  from  die 
throng  ;— 

''  This  night,  that  bfii^s  fruition  to  my 
hopes ! — ^to  throw  my  life  upon  a  chance, 
to  save  a  peasant  and  her  tMrats?-^Ay,  no 
matftet! — the  better  Spirit  of  my  Destiny 
cries  out,  and  prompts  me  to  the  ventuie, 
and  she  shall  be  obeyed4  The  past  has 
borne  a  bitter  fruit,  Aat  cankens  in  the 
hoarding :— *the  flowers  of  Virtie  gnm  npon 
the  cliffs  of  Danger,  and  he  that  plucsks 
them  well  may  proudly  risk  a  fidll** 

In  matters  of  peril  and  personal  expoMre 
Montrano  had  been  so  long  accustomed  to 
take  the  lead,  that  none  of  the  hardy  monn- 
taineers  around  ventured  to  step  before  him, 
although  their  hearts  mi^  bum  to  dare 
the  danger    of  the    hour;***4oid    now,   with 
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flashing  eyts  wd  swdltog  beiurtt,  they  atocid 
ready  and  eager  for  tha  enterprizoy  but  all 
m  aileaee  and  waiting  for  the  word. 

The  prepamHond  of  Montrano  w«re  f^w 
and  short  He  bade  the  nuoatrels  sound  a 
joouod  ttraiii;  puah^  the  young  gallants  to 
the  dance,  and  kissing  th^ir  blushing  part^ 
nere  as  he  passed^  declared  his  pleasure  that 
the  sports  should  be  renewed ;  and  hurried  off 
With  some  half-dozen  followers,  led  by  the 
youth  who  had  given  the  alarm. 

While  these  drents  were  passing,  Fazzel- 
lo  was  eovely  puszled  to  preserve  his  lovely 
charges  from  the  increasing  dangers  6f  the 
night  The  road  he  had  to  traverse  was  every 
where  enoumbiaved  with  the  wreck  of  the 
tempest  :«**Hoverthrown  treesi  fallen  masses  of 
tock,  and  swollen  mountain  streams,  had 
bead  passed  under  a  shroud  of  darkness  that 
rendered  the  preservation  of  the  travellers 
almost  miraculous. 

At  last,    when   in  a  narrow  defile,  and 
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almost  under  the  castello  wboae  rocky  foun- 
dations as  he  had  hoped  would  have  warded 
off  the  pitiless  storm  that  had  harrowed 
them  so  long,  a  new  and  unexpected  danger 
lay  before  them.  As  if  the  evil  angel  had 
dug  a  pit  of  death  beneath  their  feet,  the 
narrow  winding  defile  they  had  to  pass,  with 
its  rugged,  torn,  and  hollow  chasms  on  this 
side  and  the  other,  was  already  overflown 
with  rising  waters,  and  wrapt  in  a  pitchy 
darkness  ! 

To  halt  in  their  present  exhausted  state 
was  but  to  die  the  slow  and  miserable  death 
of  cold  and  hunger!— and,  on  the  other 
hand,  to  proceed,  was  no  less  to  perish ! — 
but  still  it  might  be  said  with  a  chance— 
the  wild  and  juggling  hope  of  desperation; 
— and,  at  the  worst,  the  sudden  fate  that 
swallows  thought  and  feeling  in  an  instant, 
and  leaves  the  human  clay  as  senseless  as 
the  elements  around. 

Deep  and  long  were  the  whisperings  be- 
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-  »  •        •         >  • 

tween'Fazzello  and  his  band.  Carema  and 
Madaleoa  Jistened  in  fearful  anxiety,  aware 
that  something  evil  was  at  hand,  but  unable 
to .  divine  jts  nature^  or  to  obtain  any  expla- 
nation  fh,m  the  t.oopers  n«ar  them, -or 
^ven  to  read  their  looks;  for  the  mask  of 
night  had  rendered  the  nearest  objects  in- 
distinct,  and  the  furious  din  and  dashing 
of  the  gathering  waters,  rose  ominous  and 
strange. 

In  the  meanwhile  Fazzello  had  arranged 
his  measures  with  equal  promptitude  and 
skilli — and  yet  not  without  some  personal 
chagrin,  as  his  duty  rendered  it  necessary 
for  him  to  remain  at  the  side  of  Carema, 
while  others  had  to  front  the  menaced  dan- 

ger. 

"You  will  have  oaeed  of  all  your  couragj, 
Lady^"  said  the  page,  as  laying  his  hand  on 
the  bridle  of  her  horse,  they  b^an  to  ford 
the  pass. 

"Why  do  we  pause  again— ^he  water  is 

b2 
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Dot  d€ep?'^  she  iqplied  in  a  cbeorful  tooe, 
and  really  unconiaoas  of  the  danger. 

**  Not  yet !— *and  if  we  had  torche8>  all 
might  be  well.  Be  not  alarmed^  Lady;  ' 
have  ordered  a  trooper  forwaid,  to  prove  the 
way  >-^e  will  halt,  and  fianh  a  pistol  as  a 
beacon.— We  have  to  fear  the  darkneas;  opt 
the  water." 

In  a  moment  ^  promiied  pistoMsit 
had  exploded,  and  the  fleeting  glimpas  that 
followed  the  ditcfaarge  waa  grand  aad  fear* 
fuL  At  some  fifty  yards  in  advame  of  the 
band,  and  half  safamersed,  was.  seea  the 
white  charger  of  the  trooper  who  had  'find ; 
^-the  man  wavnig  his  ana-  aa  a  prif<ate  ago- 
nal to  his  captain,  while  aroond  him  Jay  a 
waste  of  weltering  waterB>-4here,  dark  -and 
dim,  •— beyond,  wild  and  feaming  with  eon- 
flicting  eddies;  while  high  ahoye,  Uflick  and 
threatening  as  the  )aws  of  heft!  hang  the 
cavemoas  and  rocky  walls  of  tha  ravine; 
— the  half  i^^rooted  trees  rocking  and  tkraah^ 
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as  with  a  crashing  ibipetus,  and  loaded  with 
heavy  drii^  of  rain. 

''  Keep  a  tight  r^in,  boys ; — ^the  causeway 
bears  a  little  to  the  right :— forward! !" 

Thas  spoke  the  Ixrid  Fazzello,  and  the 
cavalcade  was  again  in  motion;  but  slowlyi 
and  with  a  weaiy  caution,  for  the  flood  grew 
deeper,  and  the  exhausted  horses,  perplexed 
with  the  loose  and  rolling  stones  of  the  bottom, 
began  to  tremble,  and  snorted  with  fear  as 
they  advanced 

Soon  after  Madalena  screamed,  as  she  felt 
the  cold  and  gushing  waters  lavtng  her 
limbs; — btit  re-assured  by  the  cheerful  ex- 
poetulfl^ons  of  Cfeirema,  who  had  endured  the 
same  inconvenience,  she  recovered  her  sere- 
nity. FaiszeUo  had  hitherto  rode  oi^  in  per- 
fect silence;  perhap$  the  bettef  to  notice  the 
direction  taken  by  the  guide,  whose  horse 
was  heard  to  flounder  heavily  amid  the 
storm. 
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^  Halt  J "  shouted  Fazoella,  ivMi  a  fluddeil 
vehemence;  and  at  the  moment*  a  kmd 
and  wild  ciy  from  the  troopar  in  advance, 
fell  like  a  thnndeMx>lt  apon  his  ooiMnftdfifl^! 
—It  told  of  terror  and  despair  i-*^  second 
more,  and  the  man  had  discliafged  "^iM 
arms: — the  reports  rattled  mth  eontebdiiig 
echoes  from  the  depth  beyond^-  while"a  first 
and  then  a  second  small  cloud  of  «imniBOus 
smoke,  arose  amid  the  foam  aad  iashtt^  of 
the  tide.  ^    >.    ^ 

<'  He  is  lost !  ''—said  Fazsdlo,  in  a  quiet 
tolie»  which  showed  that  all  ehance  of-^M#^ 
cue  was  past 

**  But  yet  we  will  give  htm  light  to  id«^ 
by-*-a  soldier's  knell !— ^Perchance  our  own." 

The  running  fine  that  foHowed-  fiom  the 
band,  shed  round  a  faint  but  sulphumas 
gleam,— -bat  nothing  appeared  in  the  gloom 
bejpond,  exeept  the  vexed^  and  boiling,  wafers 
encompassed  by  the  perpendioalar  oraga  that 
formed  the  pass,  and  overebadowed  with  the 
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storoHtoni  fpliage  and  blasted  trunks  of  scat- 
tcivod  pines. 

^<  Poor  feUow ! .  he  lias,  stnmbled  off  the 
causeway,  and  -has  been  drowned  in  the 
gully  to.  the  ieft.--**X>onbtlesS|  both  man  and 
horse  I  weie  sacked  in  by  the  utortex,  and 
pesished' ia  a  moment.  We  pause  Jtee  long  J 
9«»nFraDcia(KH  the-  chance  must  now  be  thine ) 
^rlwwflJldi? 

'  .  AIL  wts:  again  wr^  in  a  total  daricnesa, 
while  the  gurglings  of  the  waters,  and  the 
hrilpw  moanifigs  « of  the  storm,  were  bo 
stiangely  tcrciic,  that  the  party  had  remained 
disconcerted  and  silent — and  even  the  order 
had  not  been  fulfilled. 

J  f'By  all  the  sainis  in  yonder  tfannder*- 
lifted  HeaveiH««you  die,  or  you  obty^  Fran- 
eMOo.r 

>/nie  fima  said  mouminl  tone  of  FaazeUo 
implied  affixed  and  deadly  purpose.  CSarema 
drnddoDsd)  and  would  have  spoken,  but  that 
the  thig  ti  ramrodsi  as  bath  parties  reloaded 


14  THE  PTCAHOOK. 

their  pirtdls,  palsied  her  senses  with  that 
extreme  fear  that  owns  no  voice. 
"HaA!— A  signal!'' 
The  trooper  had  spoken  trnljr:-— the  men 
to  whom  Montrano  had  confided  the  care  of 
preparing  the  beacon  on  the  ramparts  of  die 
castello  had  caught  the  alarm,  and  shots 
were  fired  in  reply;  and  in  a  few  minutes 
afterwards,  a  lai^e  and  powerful  fire  of 
brush-^wood  and  tar-barrels  had  burst  into  a 
blaze. 

^Rendered  rapidly  visible  as  the  inddy 
glare  extended  around,  the  tioble  ourtline  of 
the  castello,  with  its  Gothic  fitgade,  its  lofty 
towers,  aud  moss-grown  battlements,  arose 
like  some  majestic  vision !  The  extending 
light  broke  rapidly  and  beautifully  from  these 
on  to  the  naked  rocks,  the  hanging  woods, 
and  tufted  crags  beneath;  until  at  last  the 
deepest  recesses  of  the  glen  were  luminous, 
and  the  danger  no  longer  existed.  A  child, 
Indeed,  might  now  have  led  the  party  over 
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the  causeway  in  safety,  as  its  walled  edges 
were  visible  beneath  the  water. 

"  Welcome,  Lady,  to  the  home  of  the 
Count  Montrano  ! "  — said  the  page,  with 
a  proud  courtesy,  as  he  gazed  on  the  baronial 
towers  of  his  Lord. 

The  party  dashed  gallantly  forward  at 
the  word,— the  splashing  tide  was  swiftly 
forded,-»and  soon  again  the  solid  earth  re- 
sounded to  the  tramp  of  the  horses.  The 
exulting  troopers  shouted  until  the  echoes  an- 
swev«id  them  like  mutierii^  thunder;  and  all 
remeiftbraiice  of  the  past  was  lost  in  the 
e^tger  anticipations  of  the  futune. 
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CHAPTER  II. 


* 


Pkyrieian.  What,  at  any  tbue,  hare  you  heard  her  say  ? 

Gtntlewoman,  That,  Sir,  which  I  will  not  repeat  aftef  her. 

Phyt,  You  m^  to  me ;  and  'tia  moat  fit  yon  shoold. 

Gtwt.  Neither  to  yon,  nor  to  any  one;  hiring  no  witiieaa 
to  oonfinn  my  apeedi.  Lo  yon,  here  ahe  cornea !  Thi»ia  her 
Tery  gniae ;  and,  upon  my  life,  &8t  adeep.  Oheerre  her ; 
atand  cloae. 

MACBSTB. 


The  favours  of  Fortune  are  as  often  gathered 
by  chance,  as  won  by  assiduity;  and  it  was 
thus  to  accident  that  Montrano  was  inde 


for  the  favourable  impression  excited   in  the 
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boB(Mn  of  Carema,  on  his  first  and  long- 
expected  interview. 

He  had  fondly  trusted  that  her  imagi- 
nation would  have  been  allured  by  the  chi- 
valric  grace  and  noble  bearing  which  had  so 
often  won  for  him  the  admiration  of  female 
eyes  ;  and  which,  in  the  present  instance, 
was  to  be  supported  by  all  the  feudal  ro- 
mance  of  his  mountain  hold.  And  in  this 
last  particular  he  was  right;  for  there  was 
much  to  charm  the  eye  and  to  captivate  the 
fancy :  but  the  reality  in  the  other  went 
far  beyond  his  boldest  hope, — for  he  dreamt 
not  as  yet  to  interest  her  feelings; 

The  past  perils,  the  darkness,  and  the 
tempest,  all,  by  the  excitement  of  their  con- 
trast, gave  to  her  arrival  the  greater  charm. 
The  flourish  of  trumpets,  the  thundering 
clang  of  the  heavy  drawbridge  as  it  fell, 
the  glare  of  torches,  and  the  gathering 
crowd  of  male  and  female  retainers,  who 
seemed  to  have  no  will  beyond  her  wishes,— 
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all  theie  were  sufficiaatly  effective,  too,  io 
their  way; — but  they  were  foigotten  when 
she  entered  the  bannered  hall,  and  saw  for 
the  first  time  its  once  drei^led  lord;  not,  as 
she  expected,  in  the  pomp  of  pride  ajod 
power,  but  pale  and  hajf  inanimate,  stretched 
on  a  couch,  and  quite  unconscious  of  her 
presence. 

The  martial  show  without  had  been  made 
in  accordance  with  a  previous  order;  but 
within,  the  roar  of  gaiety  was  hushed  in 
the  silence  of  deep  solicitude.  With  tears 
of  mingled  gratitude  and  griei^  the  familj 
that  Montrano  had  rescued  with  so  much 
peril|  and  perchance  at  the  expense  of  life ! 
were  gathered  around  the  couoh  of  their 
preserver.  Regardless  of  themselves,  and 
without  a  thought  beyond  his  danger,  they 
stood  half  clothed,  as  they  had  started  from 
their  first  sleep,  when  the  loud  surges  of 
the  inundation  closed  around  them; — that 
sleep  that  but  for  him  bad  been  eternal. 
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Silent  :wad  aad  they  stood^^ancl  yet  there 
wnB  ft  charm  in  the  very  aelf-abandonment 
of  that  wild  hour.  The  matron,  rich  in  the 
maturity  of  rustic  beauty^  with  cheek  and 
boBom  tinted  by  the  ardour  qI  a  southom 
tun,  chafing  hia  cold  pale  temples*  Her 
daughtem  cowering  close  beside  heri  and 
blushing  in  their  fear,  although  the  n^vea 
tranes  dial  bung  in  wild  disorder  over  their 
fidr  and  polished  shoulders^  bad  almost 
veiled  them  finom  the  eager  eyes  that  glanced 
fimia  eTcry  aide.  The  younger  children,  too^ 
that  wept  in  the  joy  of  a  new-found  life  ;-•*- 
Ibr  audi  to  them  bad  seemed  their  momentary 
escape  from  that  oold,  stifling  death. 

The  bnay  houaehold,  in  the  meanwhile^ 
•were  hurrying  forward  with  such  supplies 
of  cordials,  and  of  modicine  as  each  might 
£uicy  best  I  and  fitfther  back,  the  late  re- 
Yellers  of  the  night  were  standing  in  scat*- 
tened  gnmps,  mate  in  the  patient  sincerity 
of  sorrow* 


r, 


cnum  nemBue  wvai 


ei  her  £flKj 

•f  tke  maknamm  gMffdna  fAoai  oke  hsid 
if(eaias9d  wo  tar  to  wimL  The  ^  larndf,  pnmi 
HUmUaao/'  Ind  aH  a  mmty^a  adMeiotiaBy 
and  all  a  hero's  couiage  in  the  great  caaee 
of  toffering  homaiiitjr.  It  was  no  lesa  eti- 
dent,  thai  he  reigned  in  the  hearts  of  his 
bold  letainan  far  more  by  the  does  of  gn^ 
ttiode,  than  by  the  frown  of  power* 

Theee  were  facta,  delightfol  as  nnexpected  ; 
and  with  the  high'^minded  endionasm  of  her 
frank  and  aident  nature,  Carema  fisit  at  once 
a  warm  interest  for  him,  whose  very  name. 
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but  a  few  short  hours  before,  htd '  filled  her 
with  disquietude. 

At  this  moment  her  ear  caught  the  voice 
of  Madalena;  and  the  tone  in  which  she 
spoke  was  so  unusual,  as  to  arrest,  and  soon 
to  absorb  her  attention.  The  questions  put 
by  her  fair  friend  were  as  to  the  state  and 
probable  recovery  of  Montiano ;  they  were 
addressed  to  a  male  domestic  of  no  very 
prepossessing  appearancoi  and  whose  answers 
-were  given  in  an  under-tone,  so  as  to  be 
inaudible  to  a  third  person;  and  they  were 
accompanied  too  with  those  furtive,  side^long 
glances,  that  often  betray  a  sinister  inten- 
tion. 

The  inquiries  were  common-place,  and 
nothing  more  than  natural  under  the  cir- 
cumstances; but,  in  the  ill-suppressed  agi- 
tsetion,  and  the  unusual  tone  of  her  friend, 
Oartaia  discovered,  and  with  astonishment, 
an  eager  wish  in  opposition  to  her  words,— 
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a  wish   thttt  the   indispositicm  of  Montrano 
ipight  be  fatal ! 

*'  May  the  holy  saints  preserve  him  1  *'— 
said  the  fidr  dissembler,  lus  she  rejoined 
Carema ;— • 

''  They  tell  me  that,  when  the  others 
faltered,  the  Count  leapt  like  a  Kon'^rom 
the  ledge  of  the  OTerhanging  cliff,*— and 
sunk  thrice  beneadi  the  deep  and  fcaming 
waters,  before  the  rope  was  thrown  that  gave 
them  the  means  of  life  and  safely.  But  why 
do  I  thus  forget  the  dnties  that  I  owe: — 
the  Count  would  be  more  than  angry,  did 
he  but  ^ney  that  you  were  so  neglected. 
Come,  we  will  seek  the  comforts,  that  weari* 
ness  and  hunger  need ;«— here,  at  the  best, 
our  presence  but  distracts  the  care  that 
should  be  paid  exclusively  to  him; — believe 
me,  it  were  better  to  be  gone. — Rosalia,  lead 
us  to  your  lady*s  chamber.— You  look  a 
doubt,  Carema ;  but  I  speak  the  simple  fact ; 
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Buch  u  Montrano'B  order, -^^  his  *ward'  is 
tnistrtos  here  ;-«-«tid  well  may  Rosaliti  wish 
that  it  were  ever  such  a  benison  to  serve." 

Perplexed  with  a  crowd  of  idea^,  which 
she  felt  that  it  would  be  impolitic  to  avow, 
jOarema  smiled)  but  gave  no  answer;  and 
having  lingered  a  few  minutes  longer  to 
ascertain  that  Montraao  wa^  really  reviving, 
die  followed  the  suggestion  of  Madalena. 

The  happy  revulsion  of  feeling  expe- 
Tieiioed  by  Oarema,  in  retnrence  to  her 
guardian,  received  no  check  as  the  night 
Mvaneed.  She  was  equally  surprised  and 
flattered  by  the  eleganee  of  the  arrange- 
ments made  for  her  accommodation : — ^all, 
however,  seemed  too  costly  for  common  use ; 
"While  the  rich  magtdficence  of  that  fktal 
chamber  in  which  Comaldi  had  lost  his  life, 
^-^xcited  her  admiration  to  the  extent  of 
bewilderment. 

Thlfi  Wit6  her  allotted  dormitory;  and  a 
small  realian  bed  having  been  introduced  for 


THE  IPICABOON^ 

the  use  of  Madalena,  the  ladies  were  soon 
undressed,  and  as  shortly  wrapt  in  that  sud- 
den sleep  for  which  the  fatigues  of  the  day 
had  well  prepared  them. 

This  heavy  slumber  had  continued  until 
nearly  morning,  when  Carema  was  aroused, 
she  knew  not  how! — There  was  a  sound, 
—a  voice ! — and  then  all  was  silenL  She 
raised  her  head  from  the  pillow,  and  lis- 
tened:— except  the  deep  drawn  breathing  of 
Madalena,  as  she  continued  sleeping,  nothing 
was  audible. 

"  Was  it  a  dream?** — perhaps  so;  but 
be  it  what  it  might,  it  had  left  a  restless 
excitement  in  the  breast  of  Carema,  that  for- 
bade the  idea  of  fiirther  repose,  and  she  lay 
wakeful  and  disturbed.  Hie  hushed  solem- 
nity of  night  prompts  thoughts  more  grave 
and  searching  than  aught  the  light  and  busy 
day  has  room  for.  The  look  and  tone  of 
Madalena  came  back  to  the  recollection  of 
Carema  with   a  sense  of  painful  intrusion; 
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she  wished  to  comprehend  their  origin;* 
wished  to  forget  them  ! — ^but  no ;  they  seemed 
like  the  shadow  of  a  cloud  that  covers  us 
with  gloom,  and  threatens  thundei^,  when  all 
around  the  landsci^  smiles  in  sunshine ! — 
That  look  and  tone  were  rife  with  the  thirst 
of  blood ;— the  evil  hope,  that  thrives  upon* 
another's  death,  and  makes  the  ambitious, — 
and  often  too  the  greedy  man, — ^to  murder 
in  his  thoughts. 

That  Madalena,  who  had  praised  Mon- 
trano  to  the  echo,  and  who,  in  honour  and 
in  gratitude,  should  have  been  devoted  to 
his  interest ; — ^nay,  who  had  boasted  that  she 
was  so! — ^that  she  should  have  gazed,  with 
the  vulture  eye  of  eager  satisfaction,  on  his 
insensible  and  almost  dying  form^  wishing 
that  trance  might  last  for  ever; — and  this 
from  one  so  young! 

The  dissimulation  equalled  the  depravity  I 
and  Carema  grew  chill  at  heart  as  she  re- 
membered that  this   deceiver  had   been  her 

VOL.  III.  c 
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bosom  friend^  and  that  the  disooTcry  qi  her 
perfidy,  if  such  it  was,  now  came  fxx>  latei 
— She  had  depended  on  Madalena's  judg- 
ment, and  followed  her  advice  to  an  extent 
that  could  not  be  retracted;  and  if  the 
motives  were  not  what  they  seemed^  the 
consequences  were  lost  in  uncertainty  and 
dread. 

Carema  looked  upon  her  where  she  «lept 
wrapt  in  the  chastened  lights  which,  thrown 
as  it  was  from  a  semi-transparent  alabast^ 
vase,  thai  filled  the  chamber  wiA  a  mellow 
gleam,  mild  and  pellucid  as  the  glow-worm's 
lamp  of  love. 

Yes,  she  slept  :-^  and  the  slumbers  of 
Madalena  too  were  gentle  as  the  heavings 
of  a  suixmier  sea;  while  her  peachy  cheek 
lay  cradled  on  an  arm  white  and  glistening^ 
as  the  wax-like  petals  of  the  Uly;  when  in 
her  virgin  pride  and  gemmed  with  the  dews 
of  morning,  the  queenly  flower  esqpai^s-  to 
meet  the  fervent  kisses  of  the  sun. .,-. 
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The  soft  and  shadowy  drapery  of  the 
b6d*  bung^  over  Madalena,  as  fleecy  clouds 
half  veil  the  moon,  givmg  more  beauty  than 
tiicy  hide! — Oh!  was  it  possible  that  thfs 
bright  form  of  woman,  that  slept  in  a  cahn 
that  angels  might  have  enviedy-— it  was  so 
de^p-^so  holy: — ^that  she  should  smile  but 
to  betray ! 

'  Again  that  sound !— A  cry  broken  and 
ihint,  as  if  it  were  of  anger.  Capema 
ittartedy  and  leaning  on  her  pillow,  looked 
kround.  To  her  astonishment,  Madalena 
had  half  arisen  too ! — it  was  evident  that 
that  strange  cry,  so  unlike  her  usual  voice, 
bad  fallen  from  her  lips,  that  still  moved 
aad  '  quivered ;  —  and  stranger  yet,  the  fea- 
iiures^  li&te  so  charming  in  their  sweet  sere- 
nityy-wcre  now  grown  darkly  stern,  as  if 
Ae-  Vlfghi  of  future  years  of  pintng  malice, 
"^-^  Mjuryahd  scorn,  had  been  condensed, 
ahd^iri  ifc'hidiuettt,  leh  on  her  young  brow 
their  withering  damning  stamp. 
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ful  'legend  (»t>88ed,  ber  mmd,i.  which.  iel(% 
that  the  '  all  accursed  and  all  penr^rtod 
Spirit'  Qttay  for  a  while,  inspire-  the  «hlbnan 
body,  yet  warm,  but  Bensele68;--lhei4le^pi«g 
or  the  dead,  ^       '  ^ 

While  yet  she  gated,  the  .Italian  left 
her  couch ;'^her  eyea  were  ^peu^  but.  fixc^ 
and  sightless  !•«- the  outward  senses,  wrapt 
m  a  deep  lethargic  sleep,  knew  f^ikwfg  .of 
that  strong  delusion  of  the  mind,  thi^t  «hopk 
them  as  the  inpriaoned  ei^le.  struggbs .  in 
her  cage* 

Madalena  had  now  inclined  ,ber  .  head, 
as  one  that  listens  with  a  fandyhalf.  wiljUng 
consciousness^^-even.  as  if  she  JheaKl  a  plead- 
ing voice  that  was  QOi(<^ao(di  her  stcffn 
features  changing  as  the  imagined  converse 
passed^  assumed  a  smile,  haggaid  and 
fienoe ;  and  yet  the  lighjt  of  jfehat  de^sp  diin- 
pled  •  smile  was  '  one  that  loye  alight.,  recog- 
nise  too  well>WIbr  lK>sMGkr  beawi.ttujqsuri- 
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ttidUsIf  (^^aod  tbM  she  Beemed  as  one  that 
stfrttgglfatf  for  a  moment,  pants,  and  is 
imbdaed« 

''  She  spoke  again,--*^e  murmuring  soouds 
4ie4  indistmct,  faalf*syllabled  to  words,  that 
seemed  to  whisper  of  delight,*— but  that 
^re  to  the  ear  uncertain,  as  music  heard 
at  a  distance  and  fading  in  the  fitftil  breezes 
of  the  night:-*- and  now  again,  with  the 
sudden  emphasis  of  some  fresh  motive,  k)ud, 
«ager  words,  came  clear  and  swift,  in .  ali 
the  ibrce  of  a  deep,  impassioned  utterance; 

**  No,  not  again,  Anselmo ! — ^The  cup  of 
ecstasy  that  others  quaff  to  us,  is  as  the 
charmed  Tenetian  glass,  that  shivers  when 
the  pdsoU'  Wets  its  brim! — the  draught  of 
Takftalus  that  moCks  the  tliirst  it  cannot 
'shike:^-^ — !»say  no  more, — ^no  more  of  these 
fond  frantic  meetings,  snatched  in  a  giddy 
desperation,  diat  madden,  may  destroy  i — 
Ho,  giVe  me  not  Love! -—life's  idle  flower, 
tiiiM  "fedcMr^i  soon  as  {ducked  ;<^bttt  if  you 
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hold!  me  de«r»  AiiB«taBO|  — theti  give  me 
'Power!*  the  god  thai  canquetB  all,  .«nA 
mfiike»  his  own  sufficient  heaven  !— -^Tlio 
Ooyoty — AnseliDo  —  shall  he  iive  for  €per? 
—and  w«  the  poor  dull  drudgee  of  hie  iliUf 

fthall   we Ah!   not  a  wofd:    Fve  .heeid 

too  much! — ^both   '  alave    and    dttper--4'U 

share  the  fate  of  neither. Hush! — there 

are  listeners   in  the    gallery — ^no. Away! 

away !  the  moon  will  soon  throw  shadows 
deep  aud  dangerous: — away!" 

With  gestures  vehement  as  were  her  words, 
Madalena  now  hiurried,  as  she  imagined,  her 
lover's  departure:  —  she  thought  him  gone; 
and  then  she  stood  as  one  entranced  in  a  maze 
of  wild  conflicting  fantasies; — the  mingling 
dreams  of  pleasure,  pain,  and  thrilling  fear* 

This  passion  faded,  as  all  emotions  of 
human  birth  expire,  in  apathy  or  sorrow ! — 
Madalena's  was  of  the  last: — she  sobbed  as 
one  that  sorely  wept,  but  in  her  sleep  no 
tears    were    present   to    assuage  the   burning 
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blush  that  glimed  nfxMi  h^r  cheek.  At  bBt, 
grown  suddenly  as  strangely  pale,  with 
dnwping  head  and  languid  limbs  she  sought 
her  bed|  smoothed  down  its  disordered  drapery 
with  &  patient  care;  and  then,  eyen  as  a 
fretted  in&nt,  sunk  by  slow  degrees  into  a 
slebp,  as  deep  and  tranquil  as  before. 


.'  I 
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CHAPTER  III. 


"  Ikir  »  dM  int  that  Ml«f  wi 
WbcfB  oo  tint  dnad,  jct  lovely  ttrpent  smfliog. 
Whose  image  then  wes  ttfempeH  npoo  her  mind ! 
Bsl  oaee  beguM-^lMit  vrer  man  htgnSm^.'* 

nu  BKUX  or  ABYOOf . 

'<  Wodd  tbim  ted«t  ksvkeaM  tt>  mj  wordi«  mod  mmf^ 

With  me,  as  I  beaoaght  thee,  when  that  strange 

Desire  of  wand'ring    

I  kaow  not  whenee*  poseeae'd  thea;  w«  had  tben 

Remain 'd  atill  happy." 

pARiDiac  t.dsr. 


If  Carema  had  been  charmed  with  t^ 
noble  conduct  of  the  Count  on  the  .^igki 
of  her  arrivalj    every  succeeding  day. 


but  to  confirm  the  impression.  To  his  de* 
pendants,  Montrano  was  both  a  generous  and 
a  judicious  benefactor;  and,  as  a  natural  con- 
sequence, the  remote  and  forgotten  mountain 
district  around  his  Castello  was  rapidly  becom- 
ing as  populous,  and  far  more  thriving  than 
many  of  the  more  fertile  valleys  of  Southern 
Italy. 

There,  degraded  by  a  short  sighted 
policy,  which  left  them  no  chance  of  obtain- 
ing more  than  the  present  means  of  an  in- 
sufficient sustenance;  the  wretched  serfs  were 
viewed  as  little  better  than  an  odious  excres- 
cence on  the  soil  diey  tilled,  when,  even  in 
a  time  of  peace,  they  increased  too  fast  for 
the  convoaience  of  their  masters,  although, 
during  a  war,  that  very  increase  had  been 
fostered  by  enlarging  the  facilities  to  those 
early  marriages  which,  however  injudicious, 
th^e  who  ^  have  nothing  to  hope  from  the 
{u6ire '  will  be  ready  to  contract. 
*  Doubttess,  if  a  'posse   of  sage  Commis- 

c2 


» 


kftd  bttm  wtma  ^  Od 

oita  >|ip<iiirfram?,  they  mnU  kaie  'di»- 
cc/fcnd^'  thai  a  pcasaiitiy  ludicfta  aa 
fuUjr  Le|>i  i&  total  igpMnDce,  «cre  atdl 
»be !-— ihaty  hatiag  no  chance  cf  earn 
any  thiog  Co  Mve,  they  veie  aoft  frvgl^l. 
a«id  thaty  ha?iiig  no  timi^  iBfttractioii,  HiaiifiQ, 
or  oppartuoity  for  mental  cultifaiioft  or 
aauueuieoty  the  only  eenaoal  c^f^ymenta 
withio  their  reach  had  not  been  gestraiped 
withio  the  proper  Umita. 

Tbeae  had  indeed  been  apli^idid  '  dii^ 
coveties!' — but  to  go  farther, — and  14 
suppose  that  social  evils  such  aa  theiey 
induced  by  the  monopolies  of  eapitali  and 
the  indirect  oj^ession  of  the  privileged 
classesy  acting  on  the  inevitable  ignqrfuic0 
and  abject  nant  of  the  oppressed  ;-^that  if, 
should  ever  be  pretended  tbut  thesd  etM^ 
are  to  be  eradicated  by  oagmen/ifiy  < 'the 
tojutttice,  and  the   misery  froui  vvhiohi  tlM^ 
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sptitlg,  "ud  itiiai  inevkable  poiWty  ia  to 
lief  Tislted  with  penal  inflictions  for  tbe  eon^ 
T^enoe,  and  to  support  the  moncpoliisiag 
selfiBhiiass  of  the  rich  and  powerful  l*-^iB 
wtsre  soa&eChidg  too  monstrous  to  be  bdieved  :•--* 
iMh  eoiincils  were  worthy  only  of  the 
Fi^nd:  in  that  darii  conclave^  when  a  dread 
miigniificakce  in  crime!  can  only  give  dis** 
tinctioii. 

'  '  Of  course,  as  Italy  is  a  christian  coun«- 
Uf,  so  notable  a  plan  was  never  thought 
of;  and  if  the  victims  of  social  oppression 
obtained  not  that  redress  which  humanity 
demands,  still  the  heart  corroding  tide  of 
setfiiiAness,  that  **  steeped  them  in  poverty 
to  the  very  Ups/'  was  kept  out  of  sight, 
and  never  for  very  shame  —  obtruded  on 
the  public  eyci  as  a  matter  to  be  upheld  by 
Ihe  dogmas  of  an  antichristian  pbilosophy, 
and  with  all  the  force  of  law. 

WSlh  all  his  errors,  the  Count  Montrano 
hjHi  not  t^e  felly  to  suffer  the  existence  of 
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the  evil  in  qiumtimi,  nor  -  tke  revoltiDg 
fnrfrednesAy  so*  to  ^Itempt  ite  reiaonr&l,  by 
thiS'  infliction  of  a  greatser* 
'  Confloiouft  that  the  means  ^(  iUe.aiia 
capable  of  an  infinite  iacreafle,  aad  -diat 'tlui 
social  enjoyment  of  eoeiety  at  large  is*  ^best 
retained,  by  preserving  an  equality  4s«  to  .the 
posaesnoo  of  those  physical  con^mrts  ibst 
are  essential  to  the  healtii  of  the  b<Mly>and 
the  mind,  and  that  even  in  theiowest^^^his 
object  was  to  strengthen  the  wteaiQ;**-to<re^ 
strain  the  strong; — and,  in  a  word,  to  -  give 
the  poor  man  an  opportunity  ti6  serve  him* 
self  substantially,  before  he  called  npon  him 
to  labour  for  the  luxury  of  another.  Under 
his  direction,  the  hardy  Mountaineers  wei^ 
instructed  in  the  details  of  a.  superior  hus- 
bandry. By  small  loans  and  personal  eacou^ 
ragement,  the  Count  too  had  fostered  that 
taste  for  the  comforts,  and  Ae  hide  -oma* 
ments  of  rural'  life,  which,  whenever  >they 
are   placed   within  the  peasant'sf  graap,  finl 


qot^^t<»  impi4>ve.  his  ^lonuBterv .  by  ^e  all 
fyrevailing.  motiYe  nrhieh  made  luB-betiteni 
what  they  are,  'mere  aelfiahne8s!'r-«<he  had 
sdmetkihglo  be  proud  of;  same  Uitle  auiper- 
flriuty  to  8aTey*-**aame  time  and  relish  for 
reasonable  <  enjoyment !  -^  and  thiiSi  by  the 
iniinotaUe  law  of  Nature,  be  became  reapec- 
table  b^  s^*«eteetii|  frugality^  and  the  endear* 
tnents  l>f  social  aiTection. 

Uxider  these  droumstanees,  their  efithu* 
siastio-r^ard  for  the  '  Lord  of  the  soil/  was 
a  natural  consequence  ; — and  CTen  this  he 
turned  to  their  own  adyantage,  by  calling 
upon  .them  to  eosnbine  their  efforts  for  the 
service  of  eaeh  other,  on  occasions  of  unusual 
dificully;  in  haf^eest  work,  in  building,  and 
ia  pluatingi — oonsidering  their  compliance  as 
a  favour  done  to  himself^-^^as  indeed  it  was, 
for 'the  individual-  benefit  was  also  an  advan- 
tage, to  the  estate* 

'     Happy  had  it  been  for  Montrano^  if  for- 
mer y^ra  had  -  been   devoted   to  enterprises 
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beneroleQt  taoA  xyahle  sach  alB  4baae^  Stitei^ 
pmes  which,  it  were  haml  te  sfty^  if^lhei^ 
would  have  conferred  the  greater  wcMtH^'^r 
honour;  —  and  whidi  would  Imvt  given 
scope  for  the  ample  grasp  of  his  intellM^^ 
and  the  unusual  energy  of  his  ofaarttcttts^'^^-* 

As  it  was,  the  idea  came  too  fcUe^^^^^sBd' 
although  Montrano  had  sufficient  waittithbof 
heart  to  lejoice  in  the  benefits  the  "^km 
confisned,  yet  the  motives  which  led  to  At^ 
adoption,  were  neither  the  most  itirect^' mrt*- 
the  most  honoucable  ;  they  were. at  besty  the' 
suggestions  of  pru<lence.  '  - 

Having  resolved  to  shake  off  tbe^  daiH 
gerous  associates  of  his  fpimer  fortunesy.'  k 
was  necessary  to  guard  against  the  revei^ 
they  were  likely  to  entertain;  and  in  this 
he  had  certainly  succeeded  beypnd  his  kcq^s. 
The  attachment  of  his  bcave  Motuitaineers  901^ 
dered  any  open  attack  firom  brigands,  or  e^- 
trabandierij  as  he  then  thought,  a  matter  «C 
jest,  rather  than  of  dread : — ^the  pnvateassasdiii-* 
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MontiAno^  wu  too  watchful,  and  too  bmve 
t&  feafi  and  be  tbonght  himself  beyond  thtt 
re$u:h  .of  stratagem. 

i'  This  brief  explanatioBi  dry  as  it  may  have 
been,  iras  yet  essential  to  show,  that  the 
esteeoi  whi^b  Carema  began  to  feel  towards 
berguardiai^  bad,  as  far  as  she  could  judge, 
si  ..due  foundation.  All  that  she  saw  of  his 
QSisidiUct  proved  him  high'^minded,  gene]t)tt8, 
and  |ust;— and  the  delicate  attentions,  and 
the  indulgent  kindness  of  such  a  map,  could 
not  but  be  grateful  to  a  young  and  ardent 
girl,  who  was  ouly  at  a  loss,  whether  to  con- 
sider them  as  most  of  a  *  fiuternal,'  or  of  a 
paternal  character;  and  who  had  not  for  a 
moment  dreamed  of  the  wild  and  dangerous 
source  from  whence  they  qprung. 

£ven  the  painful  feelings  which  arose, 
when  she  attempted  to  solve  in  her  imagi- 
naiion  the  n]^yBterious  facts  that  had  been 
unconsciously  betrayec^  by  Madaleua,  served 
btti  io   I'etider   her   the  more   confiding   on 
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i^'Lj'jL  «iie  «a£i»r:aLaKsf  a  ■£■■■■■  «d  tke 
Lai  «£  jtai*£  la'^  6*xf  Rcu4    far  thc:  ef}«»^ 

ft'^^y;'*^^  aftcted  her  in  a  deeper  scosc, — 
whfrci  ftbe  fSdt  a  Teanimg  viifc  to  apprise 
Utt  Conat  of  the  mpleftfiant  snnnises  dimt 
were  floating  oo  her  mind,  and  to  put  him 
Oft  hi*  guaid  against  eren  the  pomUe  fbl« 
filment,  of  those  horriUe  imaginings  which 
bad  flitted  around  the  dreams  of  Madalena ! 
But  these  were  connected,  too,  with  those 
wild  iiiipasi»ioned  adjurations  addressed  to 
Aaselmo  by  the  Italian  in  her  sleep;  and 
which  involved  more  than  she  cared  to  ex- 
plain,  or   even  to  remember: — and   love  pef 

ft 

Me,  and  above  all  things,  the  love  of  ^  woman  ! 
is  one  of  the  last  subjects  on  which  a'^femaliS 
would     willingly    descant,    unchafletiged,'  *i6 
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Qn|9  9f  tl^  pUier,  sex..  ISfor  was  the  theaie 
gne  that  could,  be  touched   upon  in  a  vein 

■         •         * 

of, slight  and  delicate  allusion^-^if  at  2SI 
mentionedi  as  Carema  justly  felt,  it  must 
have  been  explained  in  all  its  bearings  ;— 
and  comQ  what  might,  she  found,  on  reflec- 
tioi^,  that  this  task  was  impossible! 

Her  intercourse  with  Madalena,  involved 
circumstances  almost  as  difficult.  Without 
9^  pretence  for  breaking  through  the  common 
oo^rt^sies  of  life,  still  her  heart  was  irre- 
parably estranged,  and  she  could  not,  if  she 
vfpul^,  have  feigned  the  love  that  once  she 
fe)t*  This  freezing  of  the .  young  affections, 
which  had  once  been  so  signally  her  own, 
ey cited  the. surprise  of  Madalena,  far  less 
than  it  aroiised  the. serpent  guile  that  brooded 

* 

in  her  nature.  And  yet  these  shadows  of 
evil  had  but  recently  darkened  the  mind  of 
the  Italian;  and  never  had  she  entertained 
a  single  thought  against  the  welfare  of  Mon- 
trano,  until  she  had   accidentally   seen   him 
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on  iht  ni^t  of  the  storm,  as  she  thought, 
fatally  ill!-*-aad  then  the  Tempter  suddenly 
kmxiked  at  her  heart,  with  the  unbiased 
idea,  of  the  'advantage'  which  Moatrano*» 
death  would  bestow  upon  her  lover !— -for  Who 
so  well  might  snatch  the  hidden  wsaltb; 
>!and  assume  the  power  of  the  Count,  as  his 
deeply  trusted,  and  well  beloved,  Anselmo? 

The  recovery  of  the  Count  had  checked,' 
but  not  dispelled,  these  unh6ly  nmsings ;  and 
with  the  self- deluding  subtlety  of  sin,  she 
b^an  to  cheat  her  own  heart  into  a  hatred 
of  the  man  her  malice  wished  no  more.  In 
the  firBt  instance,  her  ministry  in  connexioii 
with  the  visit  of  Carema,  had  been  pursued 
with  no  ill  feeling  ;^— its  reward  was  to  be 
a  dower  from  the  Count,  on  her  mavriag^ 
with  Anselmo;  and  at  the  same  time  she 
had  considered,  that  the  uraon  of  CoPSHka 
with  Montrano  would  be  beneficial  to  botb 
parties,  and  grateful  to  herself,  as  she  wMld 
thus  retain   the   presence  of  a  friend : — and 
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tli6D,  the  tery  fiofiase  and  mystery  of  the 
Qiatter,  fendered  it  only  the  more  palatable 
to  onety  who  was  herself  in  heart  and  sorul 
an  intriguant. 

'  These  views  had  changed  under  the  con-* 
taminating  impressions  which  Madalena  had 
lately  fostered;  and  she  was  no  longer  a 
party  to  the  designs  of  the  Count  in  relation 
to  Caremai  any  farther  than  as  they  might 
tead  to  the  betrayal  of  the  one>  and  the 
ruin  of  the  other. 

To  ihis  CQnsummation  she  saw  not  aa 
yet  her  way, — for  the  object  of  Montrano 
was  to  win  the  affections  of  his  iiraird  by  im- 
perceptible degrees ; — and  then,  in  all  honour, 
to  declare  his  love,  and  solicit  her  hand. 
But  now,  suddenly  aa  the  Typhoon  gathers 
from  a  speck  on  the  horizon,  into  an  over- 
wfaehning  cloud  of  darkness!  so  Madalena 
began  to  feel  a  presentiment  of  future  mis* 
chief:'** and  i^s  a  preparatory  step  towards 
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its  rMfiz^tidD^  she  -lljegtm  by  exciting  errone^ 
otA  imptessiODs  in  the  parties  towards  ea^ 
other.  On  the  one  side,  assuring  the  Ckrant, 
that  Carema  certainly  comprehended  hi§  in- 
tentions, although  froflft  delicacy  she  might 
not  seem  to  do  so; — and  thus  arguing,'  A^i 
he  was  even  then  a  favoured  iover  !-^tvh{fe 
to  Carema,  she  explained  the  ardour  oF'th{Mse 
attentions  as  nothing  more  than  the  usual  gal* 
lantries  of  the  Count:  —  and  even  this  was 
uncalled  for  and  little  heeded,  as  Carema,  in 
the  simplicity  of  her  heart,  had  never  thought 
upon  the  matter. 

While  thus  lulled  in  a  dream  of  easy 
sati^Bbction,  and  every  day  discoviering  aome 
fresh  attraction  in  her  new  found  'home, 
Caiema  ree^ved  a  letter  from  the  worthy 
E^raim ;  and  oae  which  threw  the  otimaeii 
tide  of  life  into  her  chodbi,  .to  aa  extent 
that  staitled  Uie  County  who  happened  to^  be 
preseali,   and   who  shrewdly,  suiipeclod-  thkt 


^  ^^^P^  ^  aught  coDfieoted  with  ao  gra^a 
^  .man  aa  Haggleetona* 

,  Aizxxioua  for  its  pernsali  and  with  a^glowiog 
(bought  of  Blandford,  Carama  now  sought 
tba,  retirament  of  her  chamber;  and  there 
e^ac^Oiiced  under  a  cluater  of  rosea^  that  grew 
oyef.ai  the  shady  side  of  its  trelUced  win* 
dowy  ,ahe  hastily  broke  the  seal,  and  read  m 
fpUowao — 

*'  CurroN  Hot  Wslm* 
«*  4th  Instant,  Fifth  Month. 


it 


Thou  little  Perversity ! 

'  **  Yerilyy  it  is  a  trial  of  patience^  when 
I  write'  that  toe  love  thee  «fi7//-— »for  art 
diOQ.  not  a  naughty  girl,  Carema  ?— ^Ah,  art 
thdu  not  a  truant  ?^-^ Answer  me  that ! — Yea, 
but  diou  must  have  beeo  tempted  sorely 
with 'the  vain  bve  of  a  far  country,  when 
it  edt^ed  into '  thy  heart,  to  desert  the  home 
tji^  thhe  ta&Bcy  !«-*4uid  the  tender   keeping 
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of  those  who  bare  watched  thy  oui-goitig0^ 
and  in-comings,  with  the  dyes  6f  a  stnm^ 
affection;  and  with  Ae  eileat  prayer  of  tM 
heart:* — ^yea,  who  in  fondneasi  doted 'on  the 
sound  of  thy  steps. 

^  Yea,  though  thou  hast  departed^^-^iey^^^ 
Ihelesft,  I  will  not  reproach  thee  in  the  spirit 
of  bitterness,  nor  load  thy  young  bosom  with 
the  charge  of  deceit— No! — ^for,  before  flion 
hast  time  to  say  it,^  will  assure  tiiee'of 
our  '  confidence/  (that  is,  of  Jemima^s  and 
mine  own,)  that  thou  hadst  no  part  nor  Ibf 
in  the  contrivance  of  that  man  of  guile,  who 
did  not  hesitate  to  put  on  a  clothing  liko 
unto  that  of  a  '  Friend/  coming  out  of  foreign 
parts  i-^'HBind  to  utter  the  words  that  were  not 
true,  touching  a  pretended  intimacy  with  me ; 
and  all  for  the  sake  of  entrapping  thy  ears, 
with  a  fldse  imposition  of  a  command  for  thy 
sudden  embarkation! 

"  No ! — I  am  aware  that  thou  art  innocent' 
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of  4}|i0  clavier  ^»-but  pevadventure,  not  so  was 
sl^j  whom  thou  hi»t  called  thy  friend. 
£K9ubtle6s,  8he  was  as  the  fowler  that  watchea 
a^  sfiare  1*-But,  as  I  said  before,  thou  wert 
clear  of  this  design.  Nay,  the  better  to  as- 
aiju^.  thee,  of  our  conviction  in  thy  favour 
aS:  to  tbifi,  I  will  tell  thee,  that  I  had  a 
let^  from  the  man  himself !  ^-explaining,  that 
thoQt  wert  held  in  all  honour  and  safety, 
bi^t  that  thine  other  guardian,  (under  whose 
oare  thou  art  at  present,)  being  altogether 
hppetess,  that  I  should  consent  to  give  thee 
up;.-^-or^  that  thou  wouldst  grieve  me  in  the 
m^er :— 'Verily,  he  said,  that  he  was  'com-* 
ou9&ioaed  to  steal  thee,'  (with  thine  own  con*- 
sepjt,   if   he   could  ;>-'-«ind  this  having  been 

accfH^K^^^^^  ^^  ^^  submit  as  best  we 
n^y^r-^nd  trust  to  receive  thee  again  after 
tj^i  wanderings,  with  the  more  joy,  for  that 
it  hath  been  long  treasured,  for  the  day  of 
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to  call  Iht9,  when  thy  Bttb  kmxd:  ntM  on 
mine  arm  in  onr  wanderings ;  and  thy  'VOicr 
spoke  all  thine  innooent  tdeUglits;  a^  m  mnsk 
on  the  winds: — ^Verily ,  even  ao^  I  wittfauva 
a  pleasant  talk  with  thee  on.lbe  pn|)ef ;  aai 
tell  thee  of  the  mattew  of  our  homes  lar 
albeit,  they  ate  smdl  and  of  little  aoeotttt, 
yet  shall  they  be  to  thee^  in  a  fisr  awmtfff, 
as  pebbles  in  a  rill,  that  spaiUe  wiih  a  fiaah 
cool  beauty,  and  seem  of  valne,  becanae  of 
the  depth  of  the  water,  —  wkidi  is,  as  the 
distance  of  thy  removal. 

''  Wouldst  thou  think  it  ?— Jemiaia,  ifko 
has  taken  care  of  thy  plants^  like  a  goad 
steward,  hath  coDTsrted  thy  'ton'  iMi 
<  twenties/ — ^yea,  and  into  'tkiffties;  fiir  as 
thou  wert  absent,  she  was  not  wiHilig  liMt 
even  so  mudi  as  a  owUkig  ahonld  periphf'  ■  ■ 
so  that  each  origmal  plant  is  nowaa  a  hen 
with  many  chickens,— or,  as  a  paifiartfh  la 


ihmtdymtm-'mffiA^Bfpiitcf  Wilboiit  reproach 
M  tlM*|^tii>  OB  mecouttt  of  the  number  of  his 
-fMogewy. 

^'  By  the  hye^  Aat  word  '  progeny  *  hath 
fut  me  in  mmd  to  tell  thee,  that  the  Doctor 
ift  still  as  a  lonely  man,— •'wandering  to  and 
ifOf  withont  a  helpmate ! — His  visitings  to 
itm ' Iwhifation  are  as  frequent  as  ever;  and 
ini«Mriy  Ms  coBTersatien  is  much  of  thee, 
sad  of  boeks--^tth  a  spice  of  waggery, — 
as  thoB  knowest 

''The  odier  day  he  must  needs  lead  me 
into  the  Conservatory;  where,  as  the  broad 
water  of  the  bath  lay  in  its  stillness,  clear 
as  a  glass,  and  reflecting  the  umbrageous 
heauty  of  the  planti,  with  their  mossy  ter- 
face%  and  the  soft  angelic  farms  of  sculp- 
tmped  maiUe  that  smile  upon  them,  as  they 
staibd  half  hid,,  «nd  Ofmvcanopied  with  bloom* 
iog  6owers ;— -well,  even  there,  he  must  needs 
affeeti  tluA  the.  pl«B|s  were  sickly  and  the 
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water  dull  !->^ADd  wbflo  I  asked  hia  the  viqf 
and  the  whevefoie  ? — behold^  he  anawaed  me 
in  Greek  i^which,  as  thon  knowest,  ims  no 
answer,  seeing  thai  I  e^m^mhend  not  the 
langnage. 

"  The  sabstance,  or  mther  the  shadow  of 
his  meaning  was,  it  seemed,  of  thee,«^-and 
fabhng  that  the  flowers  faded,  because  they 
could  no  longer  gather  sweetness  by  inhaL- 
ing  the  incense  of  thy  breath ;  and  that  the 
waters  no  longer  visited  by  thee  had  grown 
turbid,  for  that  they  were  denied  the  bright 
reflection  of  thy  charms. 

^Mn  sooth,  the  Doctor,  as  thou  appre- 
hendest,  hath  many  vanities ; — but  they  are  aa 
a  handsome  husk  to  a  grateiui  fruit, — for  he 
hath  the  sweet  and  precious  seeds  of  wisdom 
within : — and,  to  give  thee  a  proof  of  his 
kindliness,  and  of  his  carefulness  too>  I  will 
tell  thee  what  he  hath  done; — (thou  knowest 
that   he    hath  been  a  man  of  much   travel. 


THB  PIOABOON.  51 

mui  hath  IHends  ia  fomgn  ports;)  wiell,  be 
InA  weittwk  lettors  in  commwidatiott  at  thtoe, 
«-4<>  Milan;  1o  Venice';  to  Rome;  and  to 
Nafdes :— ^flo«  ihuM  Aiml  hast  fnenda  that  tium 
wotitest  not  of  in  the  land  of  th  j  sojoum. 

*^  I  feel  that  thou  wilt  be  anxious, — aa  to 
the  aged  folk,  and  the  children  that  were 
charges  on  thy  bounty : — ^but  set  thy  heart 
at  rest ;  Jemima  and  myself  have  been  faith- 
ful in  our  stewardship  on  thy  account;-^- 
and  even  Hie  sparrows  that  thou  hast  fed, 
were  not  forgotten. 

"  And  now,  Carenia,  fare  thee  well ! — Let 
us  be  with  thee,  as  thou  art  with  us;-»for 
at  the  prayer  of  coming  day  and  closing 
night, — thy  image  is  on  our  hearts,  and  thy 
name  upon  our  lips. 

V  From  thy  Friend  and  Guardian, 

*'  Ephbaim  Hagglestone." 

P.S. — I  would  add  a  few  words  to  ap- 
prize thee  of  news  come  suddenly  to  hand. 
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since  the  writing  of  the  above  :*— but  time  will 
not  serve  to  explain.  Strange  things  are  told 
of  Kenrick,  who  hath  fled, — and  more  of  his 
kinsman,  the  youth  Blandford,  who  hath  been 
sorely  wronged  !— Alas,  the  opportunity  hath 
sped.  Vale. 
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CHAPTER  IV. 


**  Oat  of  my  sight,  thou  Serpent;  that  name  best 
Befits  thee,  with  him  lesgu'd,  thjself  as  ftlse 
And  hateful ;  nothing  wants,  but  that  thy  shape. 
Like  his,  and  oolonr  seipentine,  may  show 
Thy  inward  frand,  to  warn  all  oreatores  from  thee 
Henceforth ;  lest  that  too  hear'nly  form  pretended 
To  hellish  falsehood  snare  them." 

MILTON. 


Thb  postscript  of  her  guardian's  letter  defied 
ail  study:  —  Carema  twisted  it  in  twenty 
ways  without  avail! — ^thought  of  it  all  day, 
and  went  to  bed   with  those  sage  ideas  of 
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'pillow  council/  that  young  ladies  entrain- 
melled  by  Cupid  are  wont  to  entertain,  but 
with  no  better  success.  She  rejoiced,  indeed, 
that  Blandford's  honour  was  as  dear  from 
public  imputation  as  in  her  own  thoughts, 
— ^but  the  naked  fact  was  all  that  she  could 
gather, — while,  as  to  the  delinquency  of  his 
uncle,  she  felt  not  a  tittle  of  interest  in  the 
matter. 

The  other  subjects  of  the  letter  afforded 
food  for  pleasant  meditation,  and  with  moist- 
ened eyes  and  a  heartfelt  prayer  for  those 
absent  friends  at  Clifton,  Corema  sank  into 
a  calm  and  grateful  slumber. 

The  next  morning  had  been  predestined 
for  the  right  royal  and  jovial  sport  of  hawk- 
ing. This  was  one  of  the  ancient  patrician 
habits  fostered  by  Montrano,  both  from  feel- 
ings of  pride  and  pleasure. 

The  wild  and  duvalric  nature  of  the  ex- 
ercise:— ^the  chances  of  the  flying  quarry;— 
the  noble  falcon  in  hot  pursuit ;  now  hurry- 
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iog  on  the  wind,  lost  in  the  cloudy  or  baf- 
fled in  the  daizling  noontide  sheen :  all  these 
partook  of  that  romantic  excitementi  that  to 
MoDtrano  seemed  precious  as  the  breath  of 
life;  and  he  was  anxious  to  inspire  Carema 
with  a  portion  of  his  own  enthusiasm,  by 
introducing  her  to  a  scene>  which,  as  he 
thought,  could  not  fail  to  fascinate^ 

From  the  earliest  glimpse  of  dawn  a 
stranger  might  have  fancied  the  Castello  in 
a  state  of  siege— so  loud  was  the  din  and 
bustle  of  the  household,  and  the  gathering 
of  the  retainers,  who  enjoyed  a  sort  of  sa* 
tumalia  on  such  occasions. 

The  due  preparation  for  the  mountain 
air,  a  hearty  breakfast,  had  hardly  been  dis*- 
patched,  when  the  Count  ordered  Fazzello  to 
usher  in  the  Falconer,  with  a  leash  of 
Hawks,-— and  in  a  few  minutes  the  tinkling 
bells  of  the  latter  gave  notice  that  the  order 
was  obeyed. 

With  the  gallant  bearing  of  his  vocation, 


fifi 

ymBg^linrcD  doffidiUs  pftiHMd  :aa|^ -as  An- 
raiiad/ibe  wruifr 'o£  his -left  ^wtt  aboK-fair 
head,  the  better  to  dismay  theThdatrtjE  qf  &a 
ooiilly  change  it  hoBBf-^VL  pditrot.Aifinii  Fal- 
cons, of  rare  exceUence,  who^Kniaed:i»ith.t!i«» 
suddan  motion,  snapped  their  beab  eag^ly, 
aBftd  half  unfailed  their  qarrenng-  wiiign 

^  Jano>''  said  Montnmo,  as  he;  took*  the 
largest  bird,  as  it  sidled  tawanb  hint  «t  ihv 
cal^^ 

'f  Juno,  n^y  gentle  one,  yon  have  aiatpl^ 
destiny ! — Suffer  her,  Caresrimai  to*  peieh 
upon  your  wrist."  •— Carema  stood  half  wil- 
Ung,  half  afiuid! 

^  Nay,  if  there  be  a  danger,  bidiefe  me, 
Lady,  it  centres  here?-^I  might  ^gfoir  tttb, 
did  yon  accept  the  only  offering  i^havie 
ventured.  Believe  me,  Juxio  is 'gmlle!  itf '  a 
dov^  with  those  she  lotes;  and  not 'to  'love' 

The  Count  stopped  shdrtj  'wittr^tbd-  liWkw. 
waid  hesitatite   of  a  main'>whb^'1JBu^J(£ud  a 


tkiogimiwaDmi  and  fiods  it  ocmsideied 
malapectjn  OMetla's  -  eyes  had  dropptd  aud- 
deiri]^^' aftd.Ur.ckeeka  wem' bvmng. 

:•  f  I  UMh  at  my-evm  cowardice/'  the 
flaidi'iafter  a  mooMtitary  paii0e:<^- 

\.'':Heie  is  a  terror  in  the  Falcon's  mi]d«* 
est  moodk  This  superb  creature  cowers'  and 
pntosea  gently  forward,  as  if  it  sought  com- 
paninanhipj  and  could  return  afreotion,--4)at 
with  all  the  inclination  in  the  world  to  pet 
and  efeiness  it|— *4ts  radiant  eye^  so  fiill  of 
fitt>  Quhdnc^  me,  like  a  charm/' 

'CaMma.ghmced  at  the  moment  on  MoD"» 
trano,  and  trembled* — ^That  look! — It  seemed 
tp  penelrt^k  her  inmost  soul,  as  lightning 
sinkft  into  the  wav^l-^while  a  hollow  voice, 
s^  bis  'who  died  within  the  mountain  glen, 
^em^  '  to  whisper  the  fatal  word  ^  Jatta^ 
/ore/"  Jn  echo  to  her  thoughts*- for  the 
eyes  of  the  Count  shone  with  a  light  strange 
anil,'  intensoi-^f  human ! 

•^^]tfy<:J(4ord!    my  Lord!"— cried  the  page 

d2 
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FaxzellOy  with  a  prompt  and  anxiaas  seal ; 
for  he  had  noticed  the  change,  as  the  Count 
stood  as  one  entranced,  widi  cheeka  shruak, 
bloodless,  and  pale  at  paper. 

''  My  Lord ! — **  and  the  page  laid  his 
hand  npon  his  master's  sleeve.  Montrano 
shrunk  as  from  the  touch  of  a  torpedo,  and 
sinking  into  a  seat,  he  covered  his  face  with 
his  hands,  as  one  that  struggles  with  an 
agony. 

And  such  it  was*  In  that  short  interval 
a  host  of  maddening  recollections  had  hur- 
ried through  his  brain.  The  'past'  all  de- 
solate and  arid,  as  the  Arabian  waste  that 
stifles  with  its  moving  seas  of  sand !«— The 
'future'  blasted  in  the  'present;*  —  for  in 
Carcma's  change  of  countenance  he  had  read 
the  death  of  those  fond  hopes  that  every 
hour  before  were  ripening  into  joy. 

Mountains  of  doubt  have  passed  away, 
and  still  shall  pass,  before  the  faith  of  Love 
shall    fail! — and    as    the   Count   listened    in 
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silence  to  the  tender  inquiries  of  Carema  in 
reference  to  his  healtb,  the  'future'  began 
again  to  glisten  with  that  mirage  of  the 
heart,  that  juggles  with  affeotion,  as  the  real, 
with  the  show  of  silvery  streams  and  cool- 
ing fountains — for  both  are  never  to  be 
realised. 

Grown  more  composed,  he  answered  her 
himself,  with  a  cold  and  stately  mien  of 
ready  courtesy,  that  seemed  to  infer  that 
the  accident  had  never  been,  or  was  at 
most  the  passing  flaw  of  indisposition :— a 
"vice  of  the  blood,"  that  arises  with  a  pain 
in  the  head  and  leaves  us  with  a  chill : — ^a 
wayward  humour,  that  comes  and  vanishes, 
transient  as  the  shadow  of  a  cloud,  —  nor 
needing  greater  care. 

The  sincere  concern  of  Carema  was  not 
so  easily  to  be  appeased.  That  look  bad 
thrilled  her  with  a  mysterious  dread ;  but  the 
extreme  paleness  that  followed,  as  the  Count 
sunk  upon  his  chair,  had  conveyed  the  idea 
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ol.iMbiABsi '  iVtaeBd;  -and,  fopgtaf^ag  -Iter  dMt 
fetanif  abe  'luged  'the  neoeisity  of  i^ffsiMM 
aad'  medicdi  adviee,  with  Mger  aeal. 
'  The  tone  of  female  tendernesB  and  tegardT 
had  tong  been  a  atraager  totlie  etoof  MdoK 
trano-;  and  now,  when  they  fell  froar  lipft  "BO 
dear,  and  were  acoompanied  ^vitb  loebb  M 
beautifal  in  sorrow,  each  word  seemed  Woith 
an  age  of  suffering.  Even  die  &ietidslu)>  of 
Quema  appeared  to  him  th^n  a  boon  past 
value  i  The  cold  and  iey  fear  that  had  be- 
nmmbed  his  senses,  was  half  removed;  and- 
in  a  kind  and  tianqutl  tone,  he  explauted  to 
his  ward,  that  having  once,  in  early  yeoA, 
been  exposed  to  an  unexpected  ehbck,  ixe 
had  since,  at  intervals,  been  subject  to  such 
attacks,*— that  for  a  moment  i^hook  his  nerves; 
and  stole  the  ooiour  from  his  cheek,  and* 
then  were  fled.  He  bad  skid  iMre,  but  ttkt' 
Faatello  cmved  a  private  audience. 

-^'  What  think  y6u,  Caresrilna?  "btfid^  Mikt^ 
tfttHo,  returning,  and  with  a  look  of -uhu^iitai' 
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g^$y  c.*-^''  a  troop  of  wandering  Oomedianft 
1^9^^'jfoqite^Ced  a  pormes9a  to  rmit  vs— ^«im1| 
by  San  Pwle^  they  are  doubly  weleonie. 
Y4)ii  wonM,  have  aniled  to  have  seen  how 
gr^jiiQly'  sad  Fazzello  looked  Id  giving  me 
the  ii^l^s^ft^-^the  poor  boy  loves  his  maater, 
1^  lUDoWiilg  that  I  have  enemiee  in  Italy^ 
hia  .leady  brain  is  ever  on  the  brew,  de* 
tectipg.  plots  and  treasons,  if  but  in  the 
nsMP^  SiS  a  xniat^  or  the  humming  of  a  gnat. 
I  „^r  21^  blunted  rapiers  of  the  stage,  or 
g|14ed  daggpra,  that  have  armed  the  tremb<» 
U^gf.  h^jwla  of  love-mck  dansels  in  a  tra- 
gedy* /  The  common  mims  are  all  too  Ught, 
too  joyous,  and  too  busy  to  be  dangerous; 
and  those  of  higher  grade»  who  hold  the  chi* 
vahry  of  art,  and  search  our  souls  with  pas- 
sion's cunning  magic!  the  sad,  the  wild,  the 
tepriblaj  the  grand  !•— giving  to  god-like  poesy 
the  according  tone  and  grace  of  action,  that 
Qxdyf '  kiwlred  genius  can  supply  --^  such 
apirita "  mount   too    high,  and    are    Air    too 
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noble  to  do  the  biddings  of  the  base,  or 
suck  the  venom  of  a  quarrel  not  their  own. 
If  such  had  come,  they  had  ohLmed  indeed, 
an  honoured  welcome :'— but  as  it  is,  we  will 
make  merry  with  the  sportive  followers  of 
MomuBi  that  chance  haji  thrown  so  happily 
in  our  way. 

''  See  to  it,  Fazzello^  that  they  have  such 
aid  as  best  may  suit  their  purpose.  Biit 
come,  Carema;  the  hawks  await  .us  to  the 
field." 

"  Does  your  Excellenza  remember  that 
the  Prima  Donna  is  that  young  witch  in 
grace  and  beauty,  the  coy  GabreUi; — she 
that  filled  Naples  with  an  ecstasy,  bat  left 
it  for  the  love  -'* 

Fazzello  paused ;  -^  he  would  have  aaid 
"for  the  love  of  ComaUi:^* — but  though 
he  knew  not  the  mode  of  the  bandit's  dis* 
appearance  on  that  fatal  night,  yet  a  vague 
surmise  of  the  worst,  had  often  occupied  his 
mind  ;   and  fearing  to  mention  a  name  that 
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might  sound  as  a  word  of  otiI  omen  to  bis 
master^  he  was  silent.  The  Count,  too,  at 
the  moment,  introdoced  some  playful  remarks 
on  the  perils  that  he  might  himself  encounter 
from  the  little  Neapolitan  Venus;  and  thus 
the  ebance  of  a  warning  was  lost  that  might 
hare  proved  of  value. 

The  sununons  to  the  field  was  repeated ; 
and  soon,  all  eager  for  the  sport,  Montrano 
and  his  party  moved  off;  fonning'<---as  they 
descended  the  mountain'^track  from  the  cas- 
tello — a  gay  and  picturesque  cavalcade,  led 
by  young  Marco^  who  rode  a  gmy  horse 
handsomely  caparisoned,  and  bore  suspended 
from  his  shoulders  an  open  frame  of  painted 
wood,  on  which  eight  or  ten  falcons  were 
duly  perched,  each  with  its  bells  and  hood, 
and  attached  by  its  jess  to  the  frame,  imtil 
it  might  be  wanted. 

A  sufficient  number  of  dogs  to  arouse  the 
game,  and  of  men  with  poles  to  beat  the 
coverts,   had  been  previously  sent  out;   «iid 
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as:  Ike  xbqrt  H^^^  «MB,-nt  tHemAfri^^ 
a  gifcfk)  aoHtbem  bfWBe»  tlA  ttghte  vec^ 
UUy  to  ha  goodj  and  tha  wfoA  and  ipwiy 
in  pBopntioiL 

The   principd    obfact  of  MonliaiM^  ^idr^ 
baaa  the  amaaenient  ef  hia  waul;    ttd.iA. 
thia  be  had  fully  aacceeded.     She-had  fiak'_ 
daliglitBd  with    the   amaaatmi    and    e^tjel^  • 
of  the   scene^  and  nerer  hid  ahe  appcfj^d- 
moae  gay  or  beaatifiil : — but  ycilQfday,  aod. 
thia  had   been  a  gtinqwa  of  Heaven!— bM 
new»  after  the  diacofery  of  A$  monwgi.'her 
gaiety   had    lost    ita   charm, — the   aw^eet'  an^ 
trapoameot  of  her  sparkhng  glanae  and  aMCdt- 
ling'  blush,  no  longer  awoke  the  feeliaga  of 
a   ealni    enjoyment,    as   when   hope   w8&ad 
hand   in  hand  with  admiratioo  i — THo ;  •  now 
with  paaaion'a  maddening  glow^ — a  flafme  fctr 
gentle  love  too  fierce  and  selflshj — ^waa  nun-, 
glad  a  aanae  of  disappointnient  that  cankered 
daaplyi  and  made  the  futare  blamk  and  dee- 
perate  as  the  past ! 
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Shft  -tispflelatkias.  wlmit  he  had  bob  «|»d 
the.'woidv.of  Madalaiwi,  aad  tfaemirtihap- 
titriliBf  ic£^  QwHtaa^  had  broken  cbwn  md  . 
■adiy  Bbaken  the  better  purpoae  of  his  taind  ^ 
sdd-tritlltlK  faftlf-sBkothered  pangs  of  passion, 
attme  ■  'thoughts  that  were  dark  and  dan- 
g^roDBt  Such  9i«m  &e  anotiona  whi^  as 
th^  Asy  ainnaei,  lodged  but  too  deep^- 
iii>tke'bQBOiB  of  MoDtiano : — y«B ;  too  de^ly  ! 
— ^4iMr,  .tK^f^etef'  couqnerad  for  a  time,  Boch 
e^'-'imptilMS,  once  anitured,  will  rise  sgMD 
uAtrfddea,  aod  often  realize  the  nuschief  Uwc  ' 
they  {Aompt. 

'  Ow  IMi  'first  approach,  the  inflMBoe  of' 
the  ttmpter  was  bat  brief; — ^Montrano,  in 
the  tihdenee  of  Carema,  and  no  hfo^t  stoBg 
wltt  the  WiM  excitement  of  a  b^ed  luitor, 
monrfied  wrdi  a  sad  sincerity  oret  the  che- 
rished anticipatioaB  of  a  pure  tni  reciprocal. 
lore,  #bich  hi  had  to  loag  entertained,  uid 
whi(^ 'attorned   as'fte ' la«t  link   that  mighti' 
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unite  his  loagHnisttketi  and  penrerted  edst- 
enoe  with  aught  that  was  really  hcmomrahle, 
or  that  promiaed  hapjHnass. 

The  look  of  ayersion  with  which  CSaretna 
had  rq)elled  his  first  and  momentary  ex- 
pression of  a  tenderness  beyond  the  bounds 
of  '  friendship/  was  too  .clear  to  be  mis- 
taken, — But  might  not  timoy  and  p^hapa  a 
change  of  manner,  retrieve  the  ground  al- 
ready losty  and  excite  those  donnant  feelings 
which,  as  he  thought,  if  not  his  own>  were 
not  at  least  another^s. 

The  delusive  representations  of  Madalena 
'^were  they  from  treachery  or  'mistake?' — 
The  Count  thought  the  latter ;  but  he  re- 
solved to  seek  an  interview  with  her  before 
he  slepti  And  probe  her  to  the  quick. 

The  meeting  ocourred,  by  appointment, 
in  the  library,  a  large  and  gloomy  chamber, 
situated  in  a  remote  and  unoccupied  part  of 
the  oastello;   and  where  the  student  woaMf 
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a^  leMt,  kave  the  adrantage  of  kaelbess  and 
silence,  for  the  moBsy  walk  and  doable  dootB 
admitted  not  the  echo  of  a  sound. 

Madalena  entered  with  a  beating  hearty 
— ^he  had  noticed  the  increasing  melancholy 
of  Montrano  during  the  day,  and  she  remem^ 
bered,  too,  that  hia  eye  even  then  had 
strangely  gleamed  teith  a  wild  and  amorooa 
fla^i  that  ill  accorded  with  the  repulse  which 
he  had  encountered  from  Carema. 

She  thought  of  this,— *and  she  remem-" 
bered  too,  that  when  hardly  in  her  teens, 
and  a  boarder  in  the  convent  of  San  Fran- 
cesco, the  AbadtssOf  in  a  playful  mood,  had 
told  the  Sisteihood  to  note  the  budding 
charms  of  ^*  the  young  Countess  op  Mon» 
TBANo!"  The  words  came  back  upon  her 
mind  as  fresh  as  those  of  yesterday  ;-*-8he 
seemed  again  to  feel  the  rosoHtipped  fingers 
of  Sister  Adelina  parting  her  polished  neck, 
-—and  to  blush  before  the  arch  and  meaning 
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ghmiui'of  Ae'IfoVioe  Chtftt,  Ishe  who  henctf 
tloped  8^n  after  with  a  ')iereUc/ 

'Yet^  all  this  retiimed,  —  and  with  ^ 
aCrangift  intereftt  to  her  reconectton ;— and  in 
the  ailetiioe  and  the  loneliness  of  that  wide 
ehamber, .  she  stood  musing  in  doubt  and 
yezatiouy  how  matters  of  such  moment  hisfcd 
haeK  so  long  forgotten  l-^Yes^  matters  of 
'nsch  moment  r«-«for  Madalena  remembered 
ai  the  same  time  how  many  ehances  she  had 
lost  that  might  have  realized  the  jest^  and 
tdiaed  it  to  a  pn>{4iecy. 

Bdueated  at  the  expense  of  Montfano, 
who  was  her  distant  kinsman,  she  had 
aften  visited  beneath  his  roof,  and  had  iJien 
atbractad  his  attention  in  a  manner  which 
she  now  lemembared  with  a  keai  and 
thnOing  interest  ^— bat  then,  with  a  girliA 
vanity,  her  smiles  bad  been  treasure  fer 
a  yonogec  man! — the  thouglitless,  brai>e  Atn 
sabno. 

Did    she  not  love  him  stiH7'^Her  de^^ 
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tiued  .lord,—- her  mw  affifmced.  hu^ibaiidi^'*^ 
No  I — although  no-  female  bo^om  had  wm 
swelled,  with  moi«  impaBsiOQ^d  throb ;  nor 
ISappho's  sighs  were  richer  with  th^  ou^lody 
of  Jovie! — ^y^t  Madaleua's  breast  no  longdt 
^aa  the  temple  of  the  god^  in  truth  and 
ff^tancy. 

}  Tbeie,  the  low  and  groyelling  Demos  of 
WcNfldly  cunmng/— 4lie  hist  of  wealth  and 
poif^,  mad^  liove  the  slave  and  pander 
•f  his  will. 

They  say  that  Loto  is  never  so  d^KMed, 
dep^aved^  eBchained^  but  that  he  first  b&- 
Irays  his  own  sapremacyl  and  the  forbidden 
fruit  has  tui^ied  to  ashes  in  the  hand  that 
soaix^hed  it! — ^The  soft  distilling  dews,  the 
vciatillating  ^rS|  and  murmunng  breeze  of 
flogj^tf  h(Eul  they  a  voieei  might  once  have 
appwisced;  bnt  let  it  pass :— Madakna's  love 
was  imnr  of  ^that  ealoulatiBg  and  conveBient 
order,  that  '  fashion'  tolerates,  and  '  aaih* 
iiige%rl»bd4^  legal! 
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Bnt  a  few  rimrt  days  before,  and  she 
kad  wk^ed  tiur  the  Connt'B  diecease,  sknply 
because  bts  death  would  have  given  hei 
future  husband  a  greater  shave  of  weaitfi 
and  power;  and  now,  her  lieart  grown>  stBi 
more  callous,  under  the  grai^  of  fatterest, 
was  ready  to  resign  the  ardent^  tm^iiil 
tover  of  her  girlish  fantai^i  and  that  for 
the  man,  whose  very  life  she  had  thus  en- 
compassed, and  defeated  in  her  thoughts. 

Subtle  and  swift  are  ruminations  suoh 
as  these;  and  tiiese  that  use  them,  dwell 
on  them  with  a  timid  bsevity,  as  ohcmistB 
handle  poisons:  thfeir  object  is  to  hurry  the 
result,  the  ^  means*  ape  noisome  at  the 
best 

Thus  half  ashamed  of  her  own  thougfate, 
yet  not  the  less  resolute  in  evil,  Mad»* 
lena  sat  watching  the  tapers  that  ffickeied 
with  the  eddying  draughts  o£  that  old  cham» 
ber,  and  growing  every)  moment  the  mme 
impatient  for  the  coming^  of  Montnma 
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He  came  ;*-^*«i|d  then  her  woman's  heart 
beat  proudly  with  the  vanity  ef  that  higli 
daring)  that  she  had  ventured  to  imagine 
possible,  and  whieh  the  next  hour  might  call 
her  to  essay. 

**  Madakna !  "--^jsaid  the  Count,  frith  a 
cold  and  tiianqail  tone  that  chilled  through 
every  limb,— -it  sounded  so  like  a  sentence 
on  a  criminal;  and  as  if  it  were  spoken  in 
sorrow  more  than  anger. 

<^  M adalena,  why  am  I  thus  deceived  V* 

Montmno  paused,  and  turning  sternly 
on  the  fair  Italian,  he  thought  to  read  her 
fealty  or  fiJsehood  in  her  looks,  rather  than 
by  her  words ;  —  but  worse  than  futile  was 
the  hope! — The  man  who  thus  would  frown 
a  woman  into  self*co&viction,  must  have  a 
guile  beyond  the  Serpent's,  that  beguiled 
the  first  dissembler  who  ever  smiled  to 
ruin. 

Madalena  returned  his  glance  with  one 
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thai  ■iigmtd  to  ihiujm  inrpme,  Imt  thovped 

"^  What!— 18  the  bfrnve  Montnoo  da> 
fested  with  a  6Dwn1''*-«he  nelainiady  and 
nniling,  as  half  in  pity  half  in  jeaL 

''  Yoa  mnst  be  '  patient,'  my  Lord  : — 
yety  paiieni,  as  the  caged  and  cooing  dove; 
befoie  youll  win  a  maid  so  coy  and  fiigid 
as  Carema! — ^The  Spartan  boy,  that  with  a 
smile  concealed  the  stolen  fcx  beneath  his 
robe,  although  the  creature's  &ng8  were  in 
his  side,  was  not  more  capable  of  self- 
command.  There  is  a  fiuhion,  too,  in  these 
soft  matters;  and  she  is  quite  an  English 
girl  in  love.  There,  in  the  chill  and  dreaiy 
▼apours  of  the  North, — *  indiffivence '  is  a 
name  for  '  virtue;'  and  hearts  are  like  their 
bride-cakes, — the  more  esteemed  the  deeper 
cased  in  ice.'' 

''  Would  it  were  nothing  more !" — ^replied 
Montrano,  already   disconcerted,  and  unwit- 
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iMgi^.  dMiuniBg.vdAwii'tlle  |«\v<^lled  licT  of 
his  snuff-box  with  a  siaTeriDg  foree— 
el>  'tAh,'  <«vbuld  it  wew  bttt  coyness! — but 
ntfi;  .ilMifattd  mat  tkne  for  thought:  the  feel- 
ing  arose!  tpontaiiMutly,  and  die  idea  that 
sh^i  lA^ht  lotei  WM  but  a  delusion;  nay 
vfmimr'rfiike  glovinig  laaguage  she  has  heard 
iir  dalta  inrdiffeMnoe  has  made  me  seem  a 

« 

£-if ^toue  •  pretender :  as  one  that  bnilds  upon 
ftTTfrtmnV  fi^TirH"  with  daim  no  better  thaa 
^  vag^  eau^t;  ae  one  that  knows  not  how 
to  tou^b  those  tender  ehords  that  vibrate  to 
affiH9tiw/' 

'^  -L  say,  ^my  Lard,  that  she  may  love 
ywk  stitt  1 — as  womaii  loves  in  that  cold 
land  of  her  adoption:  love  with  a  deep 
esteem  andealm  devotioo,  and  all  so  nicely 
^awAed  with  the  quaint  formality  they  call 
^  decorum/  that  the  same  smile  with  which 
flbe  ei»ks  in  your  embrace,  would  in  her 
widoiKhood«  serve  equally  t^  grace  the  pious 
resignation  of  her  sorrow." 

VOL.  III.  E 
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,  '^  What  mean  you  ?**«— exclaimed  the  Coant, 
with  yehemenoe. 

''  A  form  angelic,  and  a  spirit  soft  and 
balmy  as  the  ambrosia  of  Elysium! — are 
these  the  attribates  of  vulgar  dulness, — ^the 
cold,  insipid  ordinaire  of  female  life?  And 
those  entrancing  eyes  of  liquid  radiance, 
in  which  young  Love  might  dive  in  oceans 
of  delight,  while  a  serene  and  holy  inno- 
cence floats  all  around,  as  with  an  atmosphere 
of  Heaven :— -in  these,  there  reigns  a  magic 
and  a  power,  that  hurries  thought  into  de- 
lirium, and  mocks  the  force  of  words. 

**  The  *  force  of  a  delirium'  may  conjure 
'  angels'  from  the  evening  mist, — ^that  still 
will  be  as  chilling  damp,  aud  empty  as  be- 
fore. Nay,  if  your  Excellenza  frowns,  I  will 
say  no  more;  for  when  the  truth  ofiends, 
'tis  better  to  be  silent." 

She  had  spoken  with  that  quick  and 
penetrating  tone,  that  conveys  the  idea  of 
conviction;  and  Montrano  felt  confused,  as 
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men  do  often  before  the  quicker  intelligence 
of  woman,  as  evinced  in  the  chaining  shades 
of  social  intercourse. 

"Well  then,  in  sober  earnest/* — rejoined 
the  Count,  affecting  a  tone  of  indifference,  and 
somewhat  abashed  by  his  past  excitement — 
''  whether  right  or  wrong  in  my  views  of  her 
character, — my  passion  for  Carema  is  too 
deeply  rooted  to  be  removed.  My  blighted 
boyish  admiration  of  her  mother,  however  to 
others  it  might  seem  absurd, — was  then,  and 
is — a  part  of  my  existence! — Its  thoughts 
and  feelings  cling  around  my  heart,— dearer 
than  the  blood  that  warms  it!— Such  as  she 
was,  Carema  blooms  before  me;  and  is  it 
possible  that  I  can  love  her  less  ?  And  now, 
when  after  long  years,  past  as  in  a  dream  of 
strife  and  sorrow,  the  morning  breaks  rich 
in  the  sunshine  of  delight,  shall  I  not  arouse 
and  share  its  blessings?  Why,  but  for  this, 
have  I  battled  with  an  adverse  destiny : — why 
is   the    banished,  be^^red    and    proscribed 
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MoQtraDO^  in  spite  of  fortune  I  become  a  man 
of  wealth  and  power?— Yes,  power  I — ^for  the 
law  once  broken  through  with  hazard,  if  not 
with  fear,  now  overmatched,  whispers  its  vain 
complaint,  and  lies  inert  before  the  violater 
it  has  no  longer  voice  to  menace*  Yes !  by 
the  Eternity  around  us,  wrapt  in  the  shadows 
of  the  past  and  future:— <ome  weal,  come 
woe !  I  swear,  Carema  shall  be  mine/' 
"  No  doubt,  my  Lord :— but  how  ?'— " 
So  spoke  the  wily  Madalena,  and  with  a 
glance  of  fire:— -a  smile  that  stung  Montrano 
in  his  pride,  and  made  him  start,  as  men 
who  grasp  the  slimy  adder  unawares. 

"  Yes,  doubtless,  my  Lord,  your  '  policy ' 
has  decked  the  meek-eyed  victim  for  the 
altar, — and  it  may  yield  without  a  struggle, — 
but  it  will  not  be  the  less  an  empty  sacrifice ; 
you  cannot  give  the  sense  would  make  it 
worship  !  You  are,  my  Lord,  as  him  of  old, 
who  carved  the  form  of  woman^  matchless 
and  divine,  from  out  the  frozen  marble ;  and 
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then  hang  over  it,  and  pined  in  amorous 
ecstasy,  until  his  very  blood  grew  thick  with 
feverish  heat,  because  the  beauteous  form 
possessed  no  bounding  pulse,  no  breath  of 
life  to  answer  to  his  own!  The  gods,  you 
know,  vouchsafed  a  miracle! — ^the  senseless 
stone  was  vivified: — the  dimpled  smile  that 
he  had  watched  so  long  in  mute  despair,  in 
that  pale,  fixed,  and  icy  cheek, — grew  sweeter 
suddenly ;  the  oold  rq>ulsive  marble  turned 
to  flesh,  and  trembling  blushed  with  new- 
found life!  The  bosom  heaved  tumultuous 
as  his  own;  and  the  lips,  treasured  with  the 
bliss  he  sought,  grew  warm  and  crimson,  as 
rose-buds  ripen  in  the  sun : — She  lived ! — She 
felt !  and  he  was  blest. 

*'  My  Lord,  you  read  the  fable ;  your  pallid 
cheek  attests  its  truth. — Yes,  you  lack  the 
witchery  that  should  inspire  the  entrancing 
glow  of  passionate  regard,  that  half  might 
equal  yours!  Believe  me,  Carema  has  not 
that   warm   'poesy  of  soul,'    that    gives  to 
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woman's  love  its  all-subduing  channy — the 
fire  divine,  that  kindles  as  it  glows !  and 
proves  the  presence  of  the  Deity,  even  in 
the  altar  of  the  heart's  devotion/' 

Whether,  that  Madalena  felt,  or  feigned 
the  passion  she  described — ^her  breath  became 
faint  and  hurried  as  she  spoke;  and  when 
she  paused,  the  ardency  with  which  the  rap* 
turous  glance  of  her  dark  and  sparkling  eyes 
had  fastened  on  Montranio, — was  one  that 
challenged  but  to  conquer. 
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CHAPTER  V. 


**  *  Sir/  said  the  Count,  with  brow  exceeding  grare, 
<  Your  unexpected  presence  here  will  make 
It  necessaiy  for  mjaelf  to  crare 
Its  import  1    But  perhaps  'tis  a  mistake  $ 
I  hope  it  is  so ;  and,  at  once  to  wate 
All  compliment,  I  hope  so  for  your  sake ; 
You  understand  mj  meaning,  or  you  tkalU 
*  Sir,'  (quoth  the  Turk,)  'tis  no  mistake  at  all ! '  ^ 

BSPPO,  A  TIVSnAM  8T0IIY« 


Among  the  many  persons  of  a  ralher  outri 
reputation,  whom  the  irregularities  of  her  son 
had  indirectly  brought  within  the  knowledge 
of  the  Signora  Comaldi,  was  a  certain  Signior 
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Zaconi^ — ^wbo  was  said  to  be  a  heretic;  and 
who  was  certainly  a  miser, — as  far  as  the 
possession  of  a  laige  property,  and  the  prac- 
tice of  a  penurioas  expenditure  might  consti- 
tute the  character: — ^but  if  the  propriety  of 
the  appellation  depends  upon  the  love  of 
money  per  se,  no  man  in  Italy  deserved  it 
less.  The  gold  that  filled  his  coffers  in  the 
estimation  of  Zaconi  was  no  more  than  dross, 
or  the  dust  beneath  his  feet,  if  put  in  com- 
petition with  the  objects  of  his  'ambition;' 
but  as  these  were  only  safe  when  private, 
we  will  not  as  yet  betray  his  secret. 

Besides  the  reputation  already  mentioned, 
Zaconi  had  a  second, — and  one  not  always 
thought  compatible  with  the  love  of  money; 
— viz.  that  of  being  just  and  upright  in  all 
his  dealings.  There  were  stories  too,  which 
told  of  his  *  generosity '  to  the  wretched,  and 
the  '  disgraced,'  that  in  the  opinion  of  some 
persons,  threw  a  doubt  on  his  'sanity,'; — ^for 
he  seemed  not  to  distinguish  the  diflference! 
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—and  90  far  was  this  eccentricity  carried, 
that  to  call  a  man  a  friend  of  Zaconi's — 
might  in  three  cases  out  of  five,  imply  that 
he  was  an  outcast,  beyond  the  protection  of 
the  law. 

The  inheritance  of  a  small,  but  fertile 
patrimony,  on  the  coast  of  Calabria,  and 
principally  devoted  to  the  cultivation  of  fruits 
and  vegetables,  with  the  rearing  of  goats 
and  poultry,  for  the  use  of  vessels  lying 
off  the  Straits,  had  led  Zaconi  into  the  habit 
of  trading  under  the  double  capacity  of  a 
farmer  and  a  merchant;  for  when  he  had 
accumulated  sufficient  means  by  victualling 
the  ships  of  other  people,  he  bought  a  share 
in  a  Brigantine,  and  traded  more  widely  for 
himself. 

Having  thus  amassed  wealth,  and  extended 
his  connexion, — he  next  became  a  'money 
lender ; '  and  in  this  third  capacity  was 
equally  prosperous  and  thrifty; — except  that 
a  hunted  heretic,  a  broken  down  smuggler, 

£2 
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or  a  rained  baudit,  sought  his  aid,— when 
the  before-mentioned  eccentricity  came  into 
play^^and  the  cash  was  Ment/  that  might 
as  well  have  been  given,  for  any  chance  of 
its  return. 

Zaconi  still  inhabited  the  same  unpre- 
tending farm  that  had  sheltered  his  forefa- 
thers :  —  a  low  and  straggling  building  of 
timber,  over-looking  an  inlet  from  the  sea, 
that  formed  a  petty  harbour  for  a  few  coast- 
ing craft  and  pilot-boats. 

Embowered  on  all  sides  with  orchards 
and  vineyards: — ^the  reed  thatch,  the  over- 
hanging gables,  deep-embowered  lattices,  and 
column  of  white  smoke,  around  which  the 
pigeons    whirled    in    their   evening   flight,— 

while  immediately  behind,  arose  the  beetling 
cliffs  of  the  snow-crowned  Appennines, — ren- 
dered the  house  of  Zaconi  as  picturesque  an 
object  as  a  painter  might  wish  to  meet  with 
in  a  summer's  day.  Along  the  coast  in  front, 
ran   a   causeway    of  rock   and    shingle,  and 
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extending  as  far  as  the  port,  while  the  house 
was  divided  from  it  by  a  flower-garden ; 
hedged  with  a  noble  row  of  aloes;  while  a 
trellis  work  before  the  windows,  and  half 
the  thatch,  were  covered  with  jessamines  and 
wild  roseSk 

We  have  said  that  it  was  evening^-— 
the  ^  Ave  Maria/  as  the  Italians  poetically 
term  it,-— and  under  the  shade  of  his  porch, 
to  enjoy  the  coolness  of  the  hour,  sat  Signior 
Zaconi  ;  —  his  fair  and  meek-eyed  wife  at 
his  side,  and  his  little  son,  a  rosy  urchin, 
(and  as  then,  half  undressed  for  bed),  playing 
at  'hide  and  seek'  with  the  laughing  nurse, 
and  shouting,  from  amid  a  double  row  of 
dwarf  orange  trees. 

On  a  small  carved  table  before  the  Maes- 
troj  lies  the  supper;  a  few  bunches  of  dried 
grapee,  two  basins  of  the  rich  and  cream- 
like  goat's  milk,  with  rolls  of  French  bread : — 
but    tempting    as    they    were,    these    viands 
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remaiued   untasted:  —  the    Maestro  was   too 
much  engaged,  too  much  absorbed. 

'Faith  it  is  a  scene  of  witching  beauty, 
so  lovely  and  so  still. — ^A  flash  that  mocks 
the  burnished  gold  cast  from  the  setting  sun, 
and  stretching  across  the  blue  and  tranquil 
Ocean,  shows  glorious,  as  if  it  were  a  path 
to  Heaven.  The  ripple  breaks  among  the 
pebbles  of  the  beach  with  feathery  trails  of 
bubbling  foam:— -the  bells  of  a  neighbour- 
ing monastery  come'  with  a  faint  and  fitful 
sweetness  on  the  breeze : — and  hark  !  more 
clear,  the  solemn  vesper  chaunt  of  the  nuns 
iVom  that  white  convent  on  the  cliffs, — 
sweeps  overhead,  as  if  a  choir  of  angels 
chaunted  from  the  air. 

In  the  hollow  of  the  bay,  now  softened 
with  the  rising  mist,  the  drooping  sails  of 
many  a  light  xebec  are  reflected  on  the 
bosom  of  the  tide.  There  in  the  distance,  a 
swarm    of    gliding    boats    fasten    around    a 
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vessel  making  for  the  shore:  —  the  hum  of 
voices  rises  from  her  deck;  the  sea-worn 
passengers  are  hailing  old  acquaintance,  and 
soon  they  reach  the  land.  The  choral  song 
too  from  the  clifTs  has  ceased,  and  all  is 
silent  as  before. 

Of  this  enchanting  scene,  Zaconi  has  wit* 
nessed  nothing,-*- absolutely  nothing.  The 
cloudy  incense  of  a  German  pipe,  quaffed 
zealously  and  deep,  has  veiled  all  nature 
from  his  eyes;  and  his  ear  has  been  equally 
absorbed  by  the  changes,  and  fate  of  empires ! 
as  detailed  in  a  Journal  of  the  *  Eternal  City/ 
In  other  words,  Zaconi's  pretty  wife  has  been 
reading  the  paper  to  her  spouse,— and  as  a  taste 
for  '  politics'  is  much  the  same  sort  of  thing 
all  over  the  world,  the  good  man  has  been 
listening  with  all  the  attention  of  a  *  conser- 
vative' cobbler ;— or  the  wrapt  delight  of  an 
'ultra'  blue,  who  has  perched  herself  over 
the  ventilator  of  St.  Stephen's,  to  watch  the 
maiden  effort  of  a  debutant. 
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How  long  this  reading  and  smoking  part- 
nership might  have  lasted^  it  were  difficult 
to  guessy  had  not  the  rustic,  who  performed 
the  office  of  facchino,  or  house-porter,  tapped 
his  master  gently  on  the  shoulder,  and  told 
him,  sotto  voce,  that  a  lady  requested  an 
interview. 

"What  lady,  booby?'' — snorted  Zaconi^ 
with  an  extra  puff  of  disdain.-^ 

"  What  should  a  *  lady '  want  with  me  ? — 
she  seeks  your  mistress,  sirrah ! " 

"  The  Signora  mentioned  the  Maestro  by 
name  twice  over, — ^and  then  she  gave  me 
this,  to  mend  my  memory !  "—said  the  fellow, 
showing  a  pistole. 

"  The  holy  saints,  what  next ! '' — exclaimed 
our  worthy,  laying  down  his  pipe,  and  ven- 
turing a  peep  at  his  wife, — ^half  apologistic, 
half  bravado.  Albeit,  Madame  noted  it  not, 
but  continued  poring  over  the  paper  with 
an  easy  nonchalance,  and   a  wise  determina- 
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lion  of  not  seeing  more  than  might  be  con- 
venient. 

"  Pest ! — ^is  the  woman  young  or  old  ?  " 
said  the  Maestro,  smoothing  down  the  wrinkles 
of  his  waistcoat,  and  buttoning  up  the  pockets 
of  his  inexpressibles. 

*^  Quite  young  in  the  eyes,  —  and  main 
handsome  feet ;"  ^- replied  the  serving-man, 
still  gazing  on  the  pistole. 

*^  Young  in  the  eyes — ^and  handsome  legs ! 
— San  JagOy  what  an  answer/' 

''  I  did  not  see  her  legs,  or  anything 
else  particular/'  —  said  the  fellow,  showing 
his  teeth,  and  pulling  one  of  his  side  locks, 
as  if  either  to  find,  or  to  '  hide,' — ^a  thought. 

"  Go  to,  thou  art  a  fool !  " 

"  Very  like," — said  the  fellow  again, — 
**  it  do  run  in  the  family,  and  I  always 
copies  my  betters." 

*'  You  had  better  go  after  all.  Love ;  *' 
said  the  husband  in  a  vascillating  tone. 

The  lady    understands   her  own  affairs 
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best, — and  she  has  sent  for  you:" — ^rejoined 
the  wife,  still  perasing  the  gazette. 

**  Very  queer ;  at  this  time  of  the  even- 
ing too,  when  a  man  has  smoked  his  pipe, 
and  thinks  to  be  snug/' 

«  <  Young  eyes,'  and  '.pretty  feet,'"— said 
the  wife,  with  a  half  sarcastic  smile,  but 
looking  still  as  demure  as  Penelope. 

**  What  signified  repeating  that  booby's 
fantastical  nonsense?"— cried  the  husband, 
affecting  a  huff, 

''  I  only  gave  it  as  a  hint,  that  you  might 
observe  the  other  items,  and  complete  the 
picture.  But  oh,  my  garters!  —  that  half- 
witted looby  has  lighted  up  the  wax  eande^ 
la  that  I  had  bought  for  the  'grand  mass!' 
and  while  you  talk  and  tattle  about  nothing, 
'Signior  Zaconi,'  my  costly  candela  bums, 
melts,  and  splutters  in  the  wind  1  Oh,  that 
the  men  had  more  wit,  or  less  tongue.  Oh, 
the  saints  grant  me  patience!  Never  mind 
your  ruffles,   or  your  cane,  in  the   'house,* 
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man — but  go  at  once,  and  cut  the  matter 
as  short  as  you  can,  for  the  sake  of  the 
candela!  —  for  where  shall  I  find  money  for 
another?" — and  with  a  gentle  push  behind, 
Madame  added  the  necessary  impetus  to  Sig- 
uier Zaconi's  volition,  and  he  departed. 

On  entering  the  old  parlatoriOf  that  served 
as  the  audience  chamber  of  his  house — and, 
like  some  other  state  apartments,  was  sin- 
gularly cold  and  comfortless — Zaconi  disco- 
vered a  lady  rather  advanced  in  years,  and 
richly  dressed;  and  who  was  attended  by 
two  brawny,  bare-legged  sailors,  loaded  with 
trunks — who,  on  the  instant,  as  if  his  ap- 
pearance had  been  a  pre-concerted  signal  for 
the  purpose,  at  once  let  down  their  loads 
with  a  swing  and  a  bounce  that  threatened 
the  creaky  floor  with  absolute  annihilation, 
and  shook  the  ancient  lattices  in  their  frames, 
as  if  it  had  been  an  earthquake. 

There  too  was  the  costly  taper  in  its 
candelabra  of  massy  silver  (the  last  a  bridal 
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gift  of  Zaconi  tq  his  pious  wife),  flaring 
away  like  a  torch  in  the  porch  of  Beelzebub^ 
under  the  draught  of  the  open  door.  The 
half-witted  lout  of  a  serving-man  too,  —  as 
if  to  make  the  matter  worse,  stood  leering 
on  the  pistole,  as  if  he  had  never  pos^ 
sessed  a  farthing  in  his  life. 

Like  many  more  grave  and  punctual  men, 
Zaconi  had  quite  a  sufficient  idea  of  his  own 
importance ;— and  as  this  noisy  invasion  of 
his  domicile  seemed  to  impugn  it  with  a 
rather  too  liberal  dose  of  the  free  and  easy, 
— he  drew  himself  up,  and  frowning  majes- 
tically, bowed  to  the  lady,  without  the  utter- 
ance of  a  word, — ^who,  in  the  next  moment, 
having  returned  the  civility  with  a  courtesy 
still  more  distant  and  profound,  nodded  to 
her  attendants,  the  sailors,  who  immediately 
departed, 

*' Zounds,  —  they  have  left  the  trunks!'' 
exclaimed  Zaconi,  forgetting  his  dignity  in 
his  surprise. 
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"They  have  done  perfectly  right,  as  I 
have  no  doubt  of  'your  honesty/"  rejoined 
the  lady. 

"  Of  my  honesty ! "  I'esponded  Zaconi* 
"  Good  Heavens — are  my  floors  to  be  broken 
in,  and  my  house  to  be  blocked  up  with 
other  people^s  lumber,  because  I  don't  hap- 
pen to  be  a  thief?  " 

'*Only  permit  me  to  observe—**  said  the 
lady,  interrupting  him,  though  still  speak- 
ing with  the  gravity  of  a  judge — 

**  Only  give  me  time  to  remark,  that  on 
entering  these  apartments,  I  am  perfectly 
prepared  to  pay  for  them;  —  and  as  I  un- 
derstand that  money  is  with  you  an  object, 
I  will  pay  for  them  in  *  advance* — and  hand- 
somely." 

'^  I  understand  nothing  of  the  matter, 
except,  indeed,  that  I  shall  have  these  trunks 
trundled  out  instanter!" 

Having  so  exclaimed,  Zaconi  in  his  anger 
aroused    the    attention    of  his    clownish  ser- 
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vitor  with  a  rap  on  the  shins  that  made  the 
bumpkin  caper  like  a  scalded  ape. 

"  Really,  my  good  friend/* — observed  the 
lady,— and|  assuming  the  dictatorial  —  ''if 
your  misapprehension  is  assumed  for  the  pur- 
pose of  gratifying  your  avarice  by  making 
me  accede  to  an  extra  charge,  for  the  month 
Or  so  that  I  intend  to  remain  here, — to  save 
time,  name  your  terms  at  once,  and  they 
must  be  exorbitant  indeed,  if  I  refuse  them." 

''  The  month  or  so  that  I  intend  to  re- 
main here,**  repeated  Zaconi  to  himself,  in 
an  under  tone. 

''  Hark  ye,  Signora !  My  house  is  not 
an  ostelloJ  No,  indeed;  and  were  every 
hair  of  your  head  a  doubloon,  and  all  were 
offered  for  the  month  you  speak  of— it  were 
in  vain! — I  would  spurn  both  the  offer  and 
the  presumptuous  fool  that  made  it!" 

''  Santa  Maria!— is  the  man  demented?" 
cried  the  lady  in  amaze. 

''  Is  this  the  miser  Zaconi  ? — he  who  gave 
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the  wounded  outlawed  brigand  safe  lodging 
for  the  paltry  stipend  of  three  pistoles  for 
the  week  ?  —  and  would  he  now  refuse  the 
'niece'  of  a  cardinal,  with  ready  gold  and 
blameless  reputation? 

''  Art  thou  awake,  man  ? — Do'st  understand 
the  offer?  I  am  off  a  voyage,  need  rest, 
and  would  pay  handsomely  for  it;  and  as  I 
understand  that  you  are  'honest'  and  dis- 
creet, I  will  put  up  with  things  as  they 
are,  and  even  at  once  retire.*' 

''  The  last  is  certain  enough— you  will 
retire,  sans  doute,  I  must  bolt  my  door  for 
the  night,  and  were  you  the  niece  of  his 
holiness  the  Pope!  it  should  be  with  your 
ladyship  on  the  other  side; — so  jog  down 
the  steps,  Signora,  or  you  will  force  me  to 
assist  you." 

**  The  man  .  is  certsdnly  mad,^'  ejaculated 
the  Lady. 

"  But  it  is  well: — ^the  mother  of  the  lost 
Cornaldi   must   learn  to  bear  dishonour.    A 
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little  whilci  and  the  dust  and  the  worm  will 
be  the  portion  of  the  proudest — '* 

''  The  mother  of  Ck>maldi !  "—shouted  the 
astonished  and  delighted  Zaconi. 

*^  An  empress  were  not  half  so  welcome. 
She  who  has  nursed  the  spirit  of  the  young 
Comaldiy  has  laid  a  debt  upon  her  country 
that  Italy  some  future  day  may  proudly 
answer." 

"  Alas!"  cried  the  Signora, — ^**my  poor 
son  is  as  a  haggard  falcon: — ^he  wounds  his 
friends,  and  beats  himself  to  pieces  on  the 
perch  that  might  sustain  him  nobly.** 

'*  Say  not  a  word,  nor  hint  again  of  gold 
— ^you  are  more  than  welcome  here,  Sig- 
nora." 

'*  Sirrah,  away— some  fagots  for  the  stove — 
bring  wine  too — ^yet,  harken  ! — first,  call  thy 
mistress;  for  she  must  share  the  joy  and 
honour  of  to-night." 

If  the  Signora  rejoiced  at  being  about  to 
obtain  the  rest  and  comfort  that  she  needed, 
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she  was  quite  as  much  astonished  by  the 
close,  as  at  the  beginning  of  the  interview. 
She  had  understood  Zaconi  to  be  a  pains- 
taking money-getting  man ;— ^nd  as  she  had 
heard  that  lie  had  once  lodged  her  son  under 
circumstances  of  danger,  for  the  paltry  con- 
sideration of  three  pistoles  per  week, — she  had 
expected  that  he  would  eagerly  receive  an 
honourable  guest,  who  was  ready  to  make  it 
worth  his  while.  Zaconi's  reputation  for  disr 
cretion  and  honesty  she  had  also  known,  and 
these  had  determined  her  choice,  for  in  other 
respects  she  had  heard  but  little  of  him. 

Thrown  off  her  guard  by  the  abrupt  and 
unexpected  rudeness  of  such  a  reception,  she 
had  inadvertently  betrayed  her  name ;  and  to 
increase  the  mortification,  as  she  was  not 
aware  of  the  motives  for  his  enthusiastic  ad- 
miration of  her  son,  the  Signora  very  na- 
turally concluded,  that  notwithstanding  his 
fair  fame,  Zaconi  was  no  better  than  he 
should  be !     She  imagined  too,  that  he  had 
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reaped  some  underhand  advantage  from  those 
lawless  exploits,  which  she  had  so  much 
reason  to  lament  —and  thus  exhausted  as  she 
was,  she  had  scarcely  patience  to  partake  of 
his  profiered  hospitality. 

Although  gifted  with  a  mind  too  strong 
and  stem,  to  be  overawed  by  the  aristocratic 
bearing  of  his  guest, — ^yet  the  fixed  and  icy 
air  of  the  few  remarks  she  made,  implied  so 
much  of  suspicion,  —  not  to  say  of  dislike, 
that  Zaconi  became  deeply  annoyed. 

At  last  in  the  mere  restlessness  of  re- 
pressed feelings  he  drank  deeply  ;  —  and 
presently,  although  without  any  approach  to 
direct  inebriety,  he  became  so  far  unguarded, 
that  he  resolved  to  break  through  the  mor- 
tifying taciturnity  of  his  guest,  and  at  any 
risk  to  be  better  und^nstood. 

^*  You  have  refused  wine,  Signora, — but 
I  have  a  name  to  pledge,  that  as  a  ^mother,* 
you  will  be  the  first  to  honour.'' 

**  To  honour ! " — ^repeated  the  Signora,  in 
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a  tone  sharp  and  chill  as  the  touch  of  a 
naked  sword: — 

"To  honour?''— 

"  I  have  said,  Signora  :*' — replied  Zaconi, 
with  a  careless  pride ; — but  at  the  next  mo- 
ment, struck  with  the  profound  sigh  that 
followed  as  the  Signora  hid  her  face  with 
her  hands,  while  the  tears  gushed  between 
her  fingers,  he  added  hastily, — 

"  Mistake  me  not,  Signora, — I  have  no 
honour  for  the  'bandit,* — the  headlong  pro- 
fligate, or  wilful  son  : — but  may  we  not  strive 
by  kindness  to  irradicate  vices  such  as  these, 
— that  after  all  are  the  spontaneous  growth 
of  this  degraded, —  ruined  land:  the  lava 
blood  of  our  high-daring  youth  can  find  no 
safer  outlet.  It  scorches  and  destroys  simply 
for  want  of  space  for  healthy  motion: — ^there 
is  a  better  spirit  ripening  in  Comaldi,  that 
yet  shall  show  a  nobler  valour, — I  honour 
not  the  bandit,  but  the  patriot" 

The  look  of  the   Signora  was  as  that  of 
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one  who  has  perceived  a  distant  light  in  the 
hour  of  darkness  and  of  danger,  and  knows 
not  as  yet  its  meaning : — ^pale,  piercing,  and 
shadowed,  both  with  hope  and  fear. 

"  We  are  alone'' — observed  Zaconi,  glanc- 
ing at  his  wife,  and  then  towards  the  door  ; — 
she  nodded  :~- 

"Yes;  —  then,  lady,  if  you  doubt,— al- 
though an  awful  'oath,'  lies  like  a  palsy 
on  my  tongue, — ^yet  you  shall  know  my  pur- 
pose."— 

In  the  next  instant,  Zaconi  had  drawn 
a  small  black  hilted  stiletto  from  his  vest, 
and  touching  his  hand  with  its  point,  he 
drew,  with  the  drop  of  blood  that  had  started^ 
a  crimson  cross  on  the  marble  table  at  which 
they  were  sitting — and  intersecting  it  with  a 
second,  traced  with  a  piece  of  charcoal,  he 
paused. 

"  I  knew  not  this,** — said  the  Signora,  with 
evident  emotion,  but  firmly.  "  My  son  then 
has  joined    the    interdicted    and    dai^erous 
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sect  of  the  Carbonari  :^-and  you  too,  Signior, 
are  of  the  initiated, 

''This  new  prospect  is  but  as  the  gleam 
before  a  storm — a  thing  more  to  fear  than 
hope — and  yet,  if  mistaken,  the  object  still 
is  noble,  and  freedom  often  consecrates  the 
name  of  rebel.  In  such  a  cause  the  worst 
had  consolation ;  but  perhaps  while  yet  we 
speak,  he  for  whom  we  feel  so  deeply,  may 
be  no  more ; — or  is  pining  in  the  dungeon 
of  Montrano/' 

''You  dream,  Signora; — the  C!ount  and 
Comaldi  are  intimate  as  brothers: — he  has 
sworn  to  win  him  to  our  cause*  The  proud 
Montrano  is  the  best  soldier,  and  the  boldest 
swordsman,  of  all  Italy : — ^were  he  our  leader, 
we  should  need  no  wall  besides  the  Alps, 
and  be  again  a  nation ! " 

"  I  speak  but  as  a  '  mother,' " — replied  the 

Signora,  meekly. 

"  With  all  his  faults,  I  love  my  son : — 
my  intelligence  is  indirect,  is  dark  and  doubt- 
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ful — but  tlus  much  at  least  is  certain; — 
between  him  and  Montranoj  there  has  been 
cause  of  quarrel  !*-in  the  hot  indignant  spirit 
of  his  race,  he  sought  some  intenriew, — I 
know  not  how  or  where ;  but  since,  there 
have  been  no  tidings  of  Comaldi," 

Her  doubts  of  Zaconi  having  been  thus 
removed,  the  Signora  conversed  with  him 
still  further,  and  confidentially  in  reference 
to  her  son.  She  spoke  of  his  passion  for  the 
beautiful  Gabrelli: — detailed  the  particulars 
of  her  strange  and  accidental  meeting  with 
Blandford,  together  with  the  plan  of  his  in- 
tended disguise  ;  and  mentioned  the  as  yet 
immature  scheme  for  circumventing  Montra- 
no  within  the  walls  of  his  own  castello. 

Wild  and^  desperate  as  all  this  sounded 
in  the  ear  of  the  circumspect  and  patient 
Zaconi,  still  he  gave  it  that  attention  that 
a  manly  sympathy  with  a  mother's  sorrows 
might  well  inspire — ^and  supported  her  with 
what,  as  he  considered  it,  the  far  more  im« 
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portant  hope^  that  the  far  extended  and 
dreaded  fraternity  of  the  Carbonari,  would 
search  into  the  fate,  and  if  sufficient  cause 
should  arise,  would  arenge  the  death  of  the 
young  and  brave  Comaldi. 
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CHAPTER  VI. 


"  Puck.  Captain  of  our  fairy-band, 
Heleni,  is  here  at  band ; 
And  the  youth,  mistook  by  me. 
Pleading  for  a  lover's  fee ; 
Shall  we  their  fond  pageant  see? 
Lord,  what  fools  these  mortals  be !  " 

A  MmSUMMER  KIOIIT*8  DREAM. 


The  petty  road-side  ostello  (or  inn)  of  the 
Appennines  at  which  the  Thespian  troop, 
with  their  '  Prima  Donna  *  Gabrelli,  had 
halted^   to   await  the  return  of  their  envoy 
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from  the  castello  of  Montrano,  was  at  once 
so  small  and  so  dirty,  that  they  were  happy 
to  bivouac  under  the  shade  of  some  linden 
trees  that  grew  beside  it;  and  to  leave  its 
garlic-smelling  rooms,  its  dust,  and  vermin 
undisturbed. 

The  spot  chosen  for  this  rural  rendezvous 
was  just  such  a  one  as  we  should  select 
for  a  gipsying  party  here  in  England. 
Chequered  with  the  moving  shadows  of  over- 
hanging foliage,  with  turf  beneath,  that  trod 
soft  and  smooth  as  a  mole-skin  to  the  foot; 
a  sparkling  brook  on  one  side,  that  seemed 
to  talk  some  incomprehensible  language,  so 
loud  was  its  babble,  as  it  flashed  and  bubbled 
over  a  bed  of  bright  and  variegated  pebbles ; 
or,  in  the  deeper  turns  of  its  sinuous  course, 
sunk  out  of  sight,  concealed  by  the  luxuriant 
growth  of  aquatic  plants  and  flaunting 
flowers,  that  trembled,  as  if  animated  with 
some  mysterious  consciousness,  as  the  gush- 
ing   waters    passed     rapidly    between    their 
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tangled  atema.  The  wood  of  ancient  cedars 
in  the  back  ground^  stretching  around  their 
gaunt  and  giant*  hranchefi»  gpcaced  with  a 
grand  and  feathery  foliage,  filled  with 
crooning  doves ; — there  painted  with  the  sun 
beams,  or  opening  into  vietas^  just  sufficiently 
romantic  in  the  wild  and  sombre,  aa  to  make 
us  think  of  love  and  moonlight. 

Such  was  the  locale ;  and  luckily  the 
surface  of  the  ground  was  vei:y  prettily  di- 
versified with  those  litjtle  ups-and«<lown8^ 
fairy  riugs,  and  mimic  hiUB,->*heaven  fore- 
fend  the  thought,  not  ant-hilb,— *that  may 
tempt  a  lady  to  make  a  cushion  of  the  soft 
and  verdant  lap  of  earth. 

These  grassy  sofas  were^  too>  in  very 
general  request  There  reclined  a  dama, 
whose  embonpoint  being  rather  too  signi- 
ficant to  suit  persouifipations  of  virgin  lan- 
guishment  and  sorrow  under  the  promptings 
of  the  tragic  muse,  was  now  contented  to 
enact  Queen    Dido,  and    had    doubtless    un 
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grand  capadte  for  the  cavern  scene.  A 
little  farther;  and  squatted  on  his  haunches 
like  a  squirrel  with  a  nut,  sits  a  fellow  in 
the  buffo  line,  practising  a  feat  of  balancing 
with  pipes  and  straws.  Behind  him,  stretched 
on  his  back,  with  fair  rotundity  of  paunch, 
and  snorting  like  a  grampus  in  his  sleep, 
lies  a  musician  of  the  band;  dreaming,  per- 
chance, of  double  drums  in  accompaniment 
to  the  basBoon-'Hke  hum  of  the  nasal  solo 
he  so  liberally  distributes,  while  his  arm 
swings  up  and  down  with  the  regularity  of 
a  pendulum. 

That  frolicsome  urchin  of  a  boy,  swag- 
ging  down  the  canvas  that  has  been  boomed 
out  from  the  top  of  the  caravan,  which 
stands  in  the  way-side,  loaded  with  the 
scenery  and  theatrical  properties,  is  the  pet 
and  plague  of  the  whole  community.  A 
delightful,  prankish,  little  fellow  in  the  main, 
but  with  a  precocity  of  intellect  that  often 
takes    him   a   little   beyond    their   wishes; — 

f2 
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for  his  tricks  are  like  the  monkey's,  who 
unroofed  his  master's  house  to  pelt  the 
sparrows, — decidedly  droll,  but  rather  too 
practical. 

He,  too,  is  of  '  the  profession,'  a  Cupid 
par  excellence,  and  equally  ctu  fait  as  a 
demon! — and  &ith,  no  wonder  either,  for 
we  often  find  that  the  first  is  but  the  *  second ' 
in  disguise. 

'  Ah,  who  the  deuce  is  that  mountain  of 
a  dwarf  ?'— (forgive  the  Hibernicism)  for,  ew 
verite,  no  other  term  would  convey  the  neces- 
sary idea;  for  though  his  perpendicular  ele- 
vation reaches  the  full  altitude  of  a  proper 
man !  yet  his  proportions,  or  rather,  his  £ft»- 
proportions  are  all  those  of  the  '  little  people', 
that  even,  while  they  are  in  the  world,  seem 
not  of  it;  for  every  thing  is  out  of  size 
for  their  diminutive  perfections.  Nature  has 
given  them  no  chance  of  a  fit  in  the  great 
storehouse  of  her  handicraft;  and  they 
wander  up  and  down   among  the   sons  and 
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daughters  of  the  earthy  like  a  mouse  in  an 
elephant^s  cage,-* who  is  as  much  a  '  beast' 
as  the  sagacious  monster  himself!  but  is 
nevertheless  in  momentary  hazard  of  being 
squashed  bodily,  if  it  should  happen  to  slip 
between  the  elephant's  toes;  and  besides,  in 
such  a  presence,  ~  it  is  positively  too  little 
to  be  seen. 

Pardon  the  digression, —  the  prodigy  we 
speak  of  was,  sans  doute,  sufficiently  deve- 
loped in  the  article  of  size,  which,  by  the 
bye,  on  the  authority  of  Hogarth,  is  one 
of  the  attributes  of  the  sublime !  —  if  it 
cannot  constitute  beauty; — but  then  the 
tout  ensemble  was  so  preposterously  droll, — 
for  the  head,  though  of  the  common  size, 
looked  hardly  bigger  than  a  cannon-ball, 
from  the  puff-like  expansion  of  the  bosom, 
which  had  quite  the  contour  of  that  of 
the  pouter  pigeon,  while  the  shoulder-blades 
rode  up  behind  like  the  folded  wings  of  a 
bat;  the  whole  giving  to  the  upper  part  of 
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the  figure  a  strange  preponderance  over  the 
lower,  which,  although  of  singular  symmetry, 
yet    appeared    insignificant    from    the     cod 
trast. 

The  dress  was  a  stage  costume,  of  black 
and  crimson,  something  after  the  fashion  of 
the  furies  in  Don  Juan:  the  features  had 
been  painted,  if  they  were  not  still  more 
made  up  and  unreal;  their  expression  was 
a  studied  repose,  even  to  vacuity;  while 
there  was  a  strange  animation,  and  at 
times  an  anxiety  in  the  eyes,  that  made 
them  seem  as  if  they  belonged  to  a  diflferent 
body. 

This  extraordinary  personage  was  quite  as 
oddly  employed; — for  he  was  conversing, 
and  evidently  on  familiar  terms,  with  a  young 
and  charming  girl ! — ^in  a  word,  with  the  fair 
Gabrelli,  and  never  had  she  appeared  more 
beautiful. 

The  trunk  of  an  aged  willow,  weather- 
stained   and    covered  with  green  and   silken 
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lichens,  had  fallen  so  as  to  form  a  little 
island  in  a  wide  and  shallow  part  of  the 
brook;  and  to  this  spot,  in  a  girlish  frolic, 
Gabrelli  had  waded,  for  the  water  was  not 
ankle  deep;  and  having  left  her  hose  and 
slippers  (as  she  thought  unnoticed  on  the 
bank),  she  was  now  sitting  on  the  moss^ 
grown  timber  as  on  a  throne,  with  her  feet 
raised  coyly  from  the  surface  of  the  stream, 
that  as  it  rolled  in  glassy  darkness  under- 
neath them,  caught  the  broken  reflections 
of  a  form  that  Phidias  might  have  sighed 
to  equal. 

"  Oh,  the  little  torment !  —  he  has  stolen 
my  calzetiaj  and  will  leave  me  as  bare-footed 
as  a  pilgrim.  Dear  me! — ^Will  nobody  catch 
him? — I  am  grown  too  giddy  with  looking 
at  the  water  as  yet  to  venture  back/' 

The  cry  for  assistance  only  provoked  the 
attention  that  she  wished  to  avoid;  and,  as 
often  happens  in  matters  of  more  annoyance, 
every-body  laughed,  but  nobody  came. 
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The  mirth,  too,  soon  grew  quite  up- 
roarious, and  not  without  a  cause ;  for,  having 
privately  stuffed  Oabrelli's  silken  hose  out 
to  their  full  proportions  with  dry  moss,  and 
equipped  them  with  the  slippers,  the  little 
imp  of  mischief  now  returned  in  triumph 
with  what  might  seem  a  singularly  *  hand- 
some pair  of  legs,*  dangling  from  the  end 
of  a  willow  wand  like  a  trophy  in  the  air. 

Poor  Gabrelli  looked  down,  and  blushed, 
and  even  trembled  with  offended  modesty; 
but  all  in  vain:  the  watery  barrier  pre- 
vented the  instant  execution  of  her  ven- 
geance; and  in  the  mean  time  the  child, 
having  with  a  grotesque  ingenuity  placed 
the  sham  legs  to  ride  astride  on  the  branch 
of  a  tree,  had  ran  out  of  sight  in  a  mo- 
ment. 

More  mortified  than  the  jest  might  fairly 
warrant,  the  charming  Gabrelli  sulked  and 
pouted  wofuUy.  There  was,  however,  one 
who    was    exempted    from    her   indignation; 
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and  who,  as  it  seemed,  could  not  have 
assisted  her  in  reclaiming  the  provoking 
calzetia. 

This  was  the  stravaganza  of  a  man  we 
have  previously  described ;  and  as  the  lady 
and  her  friend  were  sauntering  here  and 
there  in  the  enjoyment  of  some  confiden* 
tial  topic,  a  distant  whisper  might  be  heard 
buzzing  about  from  right  to  left,  of  ''  Beauty 
and  the  beast"  If  the  lady  remarked  aught 
of  this,  (schooled  perhaps  by  the  experience 
of  the  morning,)  she  very  wisely  suffered 
it  to  pass  without  complaint;  and  as  to 
her  goblin-like  companion,  as  he  wa  a 
stranger,  and  not  supposed  to  understand 
Italian,  there  was  nothing  wonderful  in  his 
silence,  and  the  jest,  if  not  the  better,  was 
the  safer. 

The  friends  had  wandered  sufficiently  for 
from  the  encampment  of  the  troop,  to  es- 
cape the  remarks  of  prying  eyes  and  the 
curiosity   of   listening  ears,   when    they    fell 


112  THB  PICAROON. 

upon  a  track  that  branched  off  in  the  direc- 
tion of  the  cedar  wood. 

It  so  often  happens  that  danger  is  so  far 
the  child  of  delight,  that  we  seldom  meet  with 
the  one  without  the  other!— or,  rather  that, 
like  the  Siamese  twins,  they  admit  not  of  se- 
paration. The  rose  must  be  snatched  from 
amidst  its  thorns;  and  that  far  sweeter 
floweret  of  the  heart,  entrancing  Love!  hath 
ever  had  its  anxieties  and  sorrows,  itA' pains 
and  penalties,  which  augment  with  the  in* 
creasing  strength  of  passion,  as  shadows 
deepen  into  blackness  with  excess  of  light. 

Even  '  Friendship,'  when  existing  between 
the  sexes,  hath  no  less  its  perils.  Like  the 
magician's  '  girdle,'  cool  and  safe  to  the 
initiated,  but  scorching  fire  to  the  unbe- 
believing!  those  should  have  icy  hands  or 
steadfast  hearts  that  dare  essay  it. 

Its  pleasures  are  as.  the  changing  moon* 
light;  mild,  yet  intense,  and  covering  the 
ru^edness  and  emptiness  of  life  with  bright 
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and  softening  charms^  which,  even  if  illusive, 
are  precious  not  the  less;  for  imaginary 
excellence,  when  thus  enjoyed,  is  in  itself 
a  solid  good; — the  hope  that  lay  beyond,  if 
never  granted,  entails  no  disappointment: 
it  was  but  as  the  vapour's  wandering  light, 
that  only  shines  at  distance, — that  never  can 
be  caught,  and  never  warms. 

But  if  we  turn  aside,  to  follow  the  de- 
lusive Demon  of  the  Fen,  forgetful  of  his 
tangled  brakes  and  suffocating  floods ! — or 
gazing  on  the  midnight  witchery  of  the 
moon,  when  she  walketh  through  the 
heavens,  like  a  bride,  bright  in  the  glory 
of  her  purity,  and  think  not  of  the  yawning 
pits  her  shadows  veil. 

And  far  more  perilous  than  these, — if, 
fascinated  with  unreal  hopes,  we  drink  in 
sweet  perdition  from  the  eyes  that  seem,  and 
only  seem,  to  shadow  back  our  joys,  spark- 
ling with  emotions  fathomless  and  wild.  If 
thus    presuming,  we  break   the    brittle,    icy 
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bonds  of  prudence,  and  view  the  future  as 
the  '  tempter'  paints  it 

But  no; — ^the  moral  is  self-evident:  we 
will  not  hunt  it  further,  and  have  only 
taken  the  field  thus  far,  with  the  purpose 
of  showing,  that  if  Blandfbrd  was  a  lucky 
dog  thus  to  engross  the  young  Gabrelli,  sur* 
rounded  with  the  softening  influences  of 
earth  and  heaven,  he  was  only  in  the  greater 
danger,  as  the  absent  lover  of  any  woman 
must  be,  when  chance  and  obligation  have 
enmeshed  his  fancy  in  the  coils  of  one,  if 
not  so  '  dear,*  yet  quite  as  fair.  Jealousy 
and  scorn  may  be  excited  even  by  a  look, 
and  an  honest  admiration  be  mistaken  for  a 
vain  obtrusive  passion. 

Gabrelli  had  been  explaining  that  the 
gaiety  which  Blandford  had  impeached,  arose 
from  the  strength  of  her  faith  in  the  vetUura 
fortuna  of  her  lover,  rather  than  from  a 
want  of  due  anxiety  for  his  non-appear- 
ance. 
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Oh  no;'*  — she  exclaimed,  with  a  pas- 
sionate earnestness,-*-''  I  cannot  for  a  moment 
bring  myself  to  think  of  Comaldi's  absence, 
as  connected  with  his  mother^s  dark  repul- 
sive fears.  No ;  the  truant  hangs  his  garland 
on  some  more  fascinating  shrine,  but  that 
will  be  but  for  a  season :  like  a  haggard 
falcon^  he  will  soon  grow  weary  of  the  liberty 
that  hath  no  resting  place  of  comfort,  and 
sigh  again  for  that  affection  that  years  have 
won,  and  truth  hath  sanctified.  Yes,  thank 
the  holy  Saints!  our  mutual  hopes  will  pros- 
per; for  they  have  ever  been  in  honour,  as 
in  love." 

Blandford  sighed  and  heavily,  as  he  fell 
into  an  involuntary  contrast  of  Gabrellis 
confidence,  with  his  own  uncertainty ;  and  he 
felt  as  if  there  was  a  hollowness  in  the 
very  heart  of  his  hope.  This  fear  was  as 
the  worm  that  cankered  the  gourd  of  the 
prophet;  and  he  blamed  himself  for  having 
listened    to   what   he   now   thought   a    false 
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delicacy,  in  having  left  his  affection  unde- 
clared, and  thus  perhaps  riing  the  knell  of 
his  dearest  wishes;  and  at  last  he  might 
only  find  Carema,  to  discover  that,  in  igno- 
rance of  his  devotion,  she  had  learnt  to  love 
another. 

The  hideous  disguise  he  had^  assumed, 
the  perilous  adventure  that  lay  before  him, 
^-all,  in  such  a  case,  would  end  in  confu- 
sion, if  not  in  shame;  for  love,  like  war, 
hath  little  honour  but  in  success! — Even  if 
so  it  was,  he  had  gone  too  far  to  re- 
cede; and  the  tender  melancholy  of  these 
thoughts  soon  rendered  him  silent  and  self 
absorbed. 

The  young  Gabrelli  noticed  this  depres- 
sion; and  guessing  its  cause,  she  kindly 
strove  to  provoke  him  into  gaiety  by  the 
vivacity  of  her  conversation; — but  in  vain. 
She  next  essayed  those  little  girlish  tricks, 
that  'tease*  and  'please^  simultaneously: — 
pelting  her  moody  companion  with  the  buds 
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of  flowers ;  and,  while  standing  at  a  safe  dis- 
tance, drawing  the  rough  and  bearded  viper- 
grass  across  his  solemn  chin. 

In  spite  of  all,  however,  the  obdurate 
Blandford  remained  as  grave  as  Charon;  — 
until  at  last,  wearied  out  with  these  abortive 
efforts,  and  herself  grown  sentimental  with 
the  disappointment,  (for  the  cause  was  one 
that  woald  not  admit  of  anger),  Gabrelli 
slipped  her  delicate  little  arm  under  that  of 
her  unshapely  cavalier,  and  both  sauntered 
forward  as  innocent  and  vacant  as  the  babes 
in  the  wood,  before  the  discovery  of  their 
desertion.  For  the  extraordinary  space  of 
fifteen  minutes  !  Gabrelli  had  actually  pre- 
served a  sympathizing  silence,  which  her 
companion  had  only  broken  with  two  or 
three  sighs, — the  last  was  unusually  pro- 
found. 

"Now  tell  me  truly,  Signior  Inglese!^ — 
said  the  little  charmer,  who,  like  many  of 
her  orofession,  knew  English  passing  well; — 
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''Come,  confess  :"  —  and  she  hung  all 
her  weight  upon  his  arm  to  arrest  atten- 
tion. 

**  Yes,  and  without  occultezza  (secrecy) : 
was  that  awful  sospiro  merely  from  the  weight 
of  those  tremendous  pads  that  add  dignity 
to  your  shoulders,  and  are  in  themselves  a 
penance  worthy  Cain  ! — or  was  it  a  little 
touch  of  the  heart-ache,  the  trutezza  dolere  ? — 
Come,  come,  confessareJ*^ 

''What,  you  would  not  turn  a  sorceress, 
and  raise  the  shivering  spirit  of  the  Picra 
Verita, — quite  nudato!  Fie,  Gabrelli;  stop 
till  you  are  la  monaca,  the  veil  would  hide 
your  blushes; — and  besides,  how  intolerant; 
may  not  my  heart,  like  other  prisoners, 
sometimes  complain,  without  an  inquest  ex- 
traardinario  !  ** 

'•  Well,  Siguier  Gravezza! — I  am  glad 
that  you  have  the  grace  to  smile  at  last: 
I  see  that  it  might  be  dangerous  to  press 
you   too   closely   touching    the   condition    of 
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the  little  prisoner  we  allude  to; — and  be- 
sides, where  is  the  use  of  applying  the 
torture,  when  his  tremors  already  evince 
his  guilt! — Cappita! — (well  a-day),  how  hard 
it  beats ; ''  and  with  an  innocent  sisterly  free- 
dom, Gabrelli's  little  hand  was  pressed 
upon  his  breast. 

Blandford  took  it  in  his  own,  and  as  he 
noted  its  extreme  delicacy,  perchance  some 
unbidden  and  confused  ideas  crossed  his 
mind ; — at  least,  as  if  to  change  the  subject, 
he  remarked  abruptly, — 

''  What  think  you,  Signora,  was  the  first 
word  that  I  learned  in  Italy?** 

"  Nbn  importa  ;" — replied  the  smiling  Ga- 
brelli,  with  a  careless  air. 

"  Non  importa," 

*'  Nay,  decide  not  until  you  have  power 
to  judge;  it  was  basciare!'* — and  throwing 
his  arm  around  her  waist,  Blandford  had 
given  Gabrelli  a  practical  translation  of  the 
tenn  before  she  had  time  to  blush.'* 


120  THE  PICAROON. 

"  Oh,  the  traditore  /" — exclaimed  the  sweet 
Ballerina, — her  cheeks  now  crimson  as  the 
lips  just  pressed. 

"  Tu  PerfidoT^ — and  then,  springing  to 
a  distance,  she  added  with  an  arch  provoking 
smile, — 

*'  Yes,  and  after  all  you  are  as  mistaken 
as  you  are  false-hearted,  Signior  Inglese:  — 
instead  of  Basciare,  to  Kiss,  doubtless  you 
meant  Basseitare,  to  Kill! — for  a  second 
such  a  squeeze  had  indeed  been  fatal.'' 

Now  the  whole  of  this  incident,  with  its 
concomitants,  was  certainly  very  naughty^  as 
the  little  girls  say  at  school  when  they  steal 
a  plum.     Yes,  it  was  very  incorrect; — scan- 
dalously  inconstant;  —  and,   far    more  awful 
yet,   it  was   ^unfashionable!^ — but  still  after 
all,  it  was  '  human  natur.* — ^Yes,  of  all  the 
obstreperous  children  in  breeches  or  without 
them, — ^the    little    urchin    with    the    prickly 
darts,     as    every   body    knows,   is    the   mos 
unruly,  the  most  unlucky. 
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•  At  churchy  be  as  demure  as  you  will, 
yet  may  'Master  Cupid'  pluck  you  by  the 
sleeve;  and  oh^  profanity!  the  timid  little 
saint  then  kneeling  by  your  side,  all  wrapt 
in  holy  musings,  becomes  so  delicious  in 
your  fancy, — so  much  a  heaven  in  herself, 
that  you  have  but  an  indifferent  chance  of 
thinking  of  a  better. 

Or  speed  to  the  august  and  awful 
Courts  of  Justice; — and  behold,  'the  Little 
God  of  gay  desires '  is  there  before  you ! 
Wait  but  a  moment,  and  you  may  convict 
him  in  the  very  act  of  incendiarism. 

All  men  know  well  enough,  that  the 
*  big  wigs '  of  the  bar  are  singularly  inflam- 
mable, without  our  adverting  to  the  incident 
of  the  north,  that  reverberated  to  the  south ; — 
so  let  them  pass.  No,  'the  Lad  with  the 
butterfly  wings'  is  often  more  ambitious  still; 
and,  nothing  daunted,  will  let  fly  his  arrow 
at  a  bolder  quarry. 

The    coy    reluctant  witness    at    the    bar, 
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that  stands  alone,  blushing  in  her  yirgin  in- 
nocence, with  brow  so  noble,  and  eloquence 
so  clear  and  seraph-tongued  in  speaking  to 
the  truth.  Yes,  '^my  lud''  has  laid  down 
hisr^pen :— a  sudden  flush  of  admiration  lights 
his  pale  cheek  and  ranishes  as  quickly, — 
and  presently  .he  resumes  his  spectacles,  and 
writes  more  rapidly — ^in  reality  to  conceal 
his  agitation  :— the  spell  is  on  his  heart ! 

Faith,  it  is  high  time  to  put  the  drag  on 
the  wheel  of  our  imagination,  for  we  hare 
been  hurried  into  a  double  digression; — first 
in  matter,  and  then  in  spirit:  for  what  had 
we  to  do  with  'love'  in  the  incident  of  'the 
stolen  kiss?  *  Absolutely  nothing : — ^the  whole 
affSur  was  no  more  than  the  thoughtless 
badinage  of  a  giddy  mcHnent ;  and  so  let  it 
rest. 

The  monosyllable  is  easily  written,  but 
not  always  so  easily  accomplished, — and  it 
must  be  confessed,  that  the  dainty  spirit 
Amorotto,  when   once  his   head  is   on    the 
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ascendant,  is  not  so  easily  laid  as  the  tremb- 
ling exorcist  may  perhaps  imagine. 

'^I  sound  a  'truce/  and  will  stand  on 
the  parole  of  honour  for  future  good  beha- 
viour/'— said  Blandford  gaily ,  as  he  advanced 
towards  his  fugitive  companion.  But,  no  ;— 
whether  from  coquetish  alarm,  mere  capricei 
or  a  deeper  feeling,  —  the  young  Gabrelli 
eluded  his  approach  with  all  the  graceful 
agility  of  a  persecuted  sylph. 

Timid  of  giving  offence,  and  equally  un- 
willing to  be  thus  kept  in  abeyance,  Frank 
now  tried  to  allure  her  by  intreaty,  and  then 
attempted  to  overtake  by  stratagem ;  but  find- 
ing that  neither  would  succeed  without  a 
degree  of  eagerness  that  might  indeed  offend, 
he  made  up  his  mind  to  take  the  matter 
coolly,  and  sauntered  on  as  slowly  as  before. 

Gabrelli,  too,  with  a  tantalizing  playful- 
ness, and  turning  every  now  and  then, 
danced  backwards,  and  sang  with  a  wild 
capricious  air.    One  thing  was  certain— sha 
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had   mistaken    her    way,    and    bad    already 
began  to  penetrate  the  confines  of  the  forest. 

Interspersed  with  rising  knolls  and  brakes 
of  foliage,  every  succeeding  step  hurried 
them  into  a  scene  still  more  remote,  and 
hushed  in  a  silence  more  profound.  The 
path  but  little  trod,  was  now  so  overgrown 
with  grass  and  broken  in  upon  with  the 
trailing  stems  of  shrubs  and  flowers,  as  to 
be  scarcely  discerned.  The  little  birds,  too, 
seldom  disturbed  in  these  their  secret  sylvan 
haunts,  were  strangely  tame,  and  scarcely 
ceased  to  sing,  as  they  rose  with  a  momen* 
tary  flutter  and  then  resumed  their  bower. 

Shut  in  on  every  side  by  umbrageous 
screens  of  foliage,  the  very  air  was  motion- 
less in  its  stillness,  and  overloaded  with  the 
perfumes  of  the  wild  blossoms  that  exhaled 
their  sweets  around  with  a  voluptuous  inten- 
sity. The  over-arching  foliage  of  some  mag- 
nificent and  detached  cedars,  now  spread  a 
broader  shade,  rendering  the  light  more  t^- 
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der  and  subdued*  The  long  and  tangled 
grass,  too,  was  exchanged  for  a  fin^  short 
turf,  of  a^  velvet  hue  and  softness,— and 
here  and  there,  richly  tinted  lichens,  and 
the  gaunt  denuded  roots  of  perished  trees, 
rose  in  a  picturesque  confusion  on  the  eye. 
Deep  in  the  far  extended  shadowy  vistas 
opening  round,  virere  rifted  trunks,  all  hoary 
with  old  moss,  and  with  strange  distorted 
branches,  black  and  broken,  and  which  thus 
seen,  half  hid  '  in  a  vapoury  gloom,  dark, 
tall,  and  giant-limbed,  might  seem  to  fancy 
the  guardian  Genii  of  the  forest* 

Forgetful,  in  her  girlish  enthusiasm,  of 
aught  beyond  the  frolic  of  the  moment,  Ga- 
brelli  still  advanced,  charmed  with  the  rich 
sublimity  that  rose  around  her  like  a  vision 
of  some  unreal  world. 

Onward  she  passed;— and  as  she  moved 
with  a  light  capricious  grace,  Blandford  half 
fancied   her  one   of  those   etherial  forms  of 
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Spiritual  existence,  that  the  sages  and  poets 
of  antiquity  have  shadowed  in  their  bright 
immortal  dreams. 

Onward  she  passed;  the  brooding  dark- 
ness gathering  deeper  under  the  glocNoi  of 
interlacing  branches  and  multitudinoas  leaves, 
until  the  scene  was  wrapped  in  a  dim  and 
amber-tinted  twilight,  mild  and  rich  as  the 
gleams  which  fall  from  the  emblazoned  oriel 
of  some  old  monastery,  gorgeous  with  lights 
lof  purple  and  of  gold. 

Caught  unawares  by  some  slight  impe- 
diment, Oabrelli  stumbled  ;-Hihe  stru^led  to 
recover  her  feet  for  an  instant,  but  in  vain, 
as  with  a  gentle  roll  and  a  faint  scream  she 
fell  on  the  soft  and  yielding  turf. 

She  had  received  no  hurt,— there  was  no 
chance  of  injury, — ^but  the  disorder  of  dress 
and  attitude, — ^the  total  abbandano  inevitable 
at  such  a  moment:  —  these  to  the  coy  and 
delicate  Oabrelli  were  even  worse ;  and  nearly 
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fainting  with  the  thriUing  emotions  that  hur- 
ried on  her  heart,  the  little  beauty  lay  for 
awhile  inert  and  passive. 

Alarmed  for  her  safety,  Blandford  in  a 
moment  was  kneeling  at  her  side,  with  feel- 
ings as  harried  as  her  own.  Perceiving  at 
a  glance  that  she  had  sustained  no  harm 
except  the  fright,  his  first  care  was  rather  to 
lull  her  fears  than  to  attempt  to  raise  her, 
— 'when^  swift  as  flashing  light,  a  black  snake 
glided  from  the  hollow  of  a  rotten  root  on 
which  he  rested,  and,  hissing  as  it  passed, 
glided  beneath  the  limbs  of  the  prostrate 
Gabrelli.  A  moment  more,  and  it  had  risen 
half  coiled  and  menacing  beside  her  throat! 

The  creature  was  fierce  and  deadly, — and 
yet,  perchance,  that  dangerous  reptile  had 
awakened  Blandford  from  a  fascination  still 
more  &taL 

To  smite,  pursue,  and  destroy  the  writhing 
enemy,  were  labours  soon  accomplished ;  and 
in  the  meantime  the  overthrown  donzelUtta 
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had  so  far  recovered  her  serenity  and  feet, 
,  that  little  trace  of  the  past  was  now  remain- 
ing,  except  the  mingled  tears  and  blushes 
that  betrayed  the  confusion  of  her  recollec- 
tions. 

Blandford's  congratulations  were  hardly 
given  in  the  saito  voce  that  suited  the  occa- 
sion, when  a  fresh  interruption  arose  in  the 
wild  halloa!  that  hailed  them  from  the  depth 
of  the  forest;  and  soon  two  or  three  of  the 
corp$  dramatique  came  running  out  of  breath 
with  the  joyful  news  that  the  eomunanza  (the 
company)  would  be  received  at  the  Castello 
of  the  Count  Montrano  with  all  due  consi- 
deration and  liberality. 

To  them  this  intelligence  was  indeed  de- 
lightful, and  they  already  began  to  feast  in 
luscious  anticipation  on  the  collared  wild 
boar,  the  venison  pasties,  the  prime  becaficasy 
and  other  delicious  vettovagUare  that  they 
were  to  devour  at  the  especial  cost  of  the 
Count,  and  under  the  providence  of  his  chief 
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domestic^  the  worshipful  **  maggiordomo!* 
But  how  different  were  the  thoughts  of  Bland- 
ford  and  Gabrelli. 

To  them,  though  in  accordance  with  their 
wishes,  yet  still  the  intelligence  was  a  theme 
exciting  deep  emotion,  and  an  anxiety  suffi- 
cient to  change  the  flush  of  youth  to  pale- 
ness on  the  cheeks  of  either. 

Averse  to  every  kind  of  violence  or  decep- 
tion, Gabrelli  had  little  heeded  the  planft 
laid  down  for  the  liberation  of  her  lover,-^* 
indeed,  as  she  knew  the  intimacy  which  had 
existed  between  Comaldi  and  the  Count, 
she  had  already  acquitted  the  latter  in  her 
heart  of  any  ill  design  against  him;  and 
buoyed  up  with  the  generosity  and  warmth 
of  her  own  feelings,  she  indulged  a  fond 
presentiment  that  he  would  assist  her  in  the 
recovery  of  the  truant  Corualdi,  who  she 
imagined  to  be  pursuing  one  of  those  extra- 
vagant freaks  for  which  his  youth  had  been 
already  too  notorious.    Still  she  was  uneasy: 

o2 
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the  views  of  Blandford  had  not  been  suffi- 
ciaitly  explained: — she  had  heard,  indeed, 
that  he  loved  a  ward  of  the  Count's, — ^and^ 
with  all  the  woman  in  her  heart,  she  had 
been  easily  won  over  to  countenance  an  ad- 
venture for  the  advancement  of  an  honour^ 
able  love*  The  advice  of  the  Signora  Cor- 
naldi  had  doubtless  had  its  weight  to  the 
same  effect;  but  still  she  was  uneasy;—- she 
bad  heard  of  Montrano's  desperation  in  mat- 
ters of  gallantry;  and  if  the  Signor  Jnglese 
were  discovered,  her  own  interest  and  Cor- 
naldi's  might  be  implicated. 

The  fears  of  Blandford  were  of  a  deeper 
import: — ^not  only  was  the  promised  entree 
of  the  Castello  the  crisis  of  his  fate,  but  the 
many  stories  which  he  had  heard  during  his 
sojourn  with  the  $altimbanques  (strolling 
players),  relative  to  the  enterprize,  generosity, 
and  noble  bearing  of  Montrano,  whose  clue- 
racter  for  the  amoroso  was  equally 
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and  all  these  contributed  to  constitute  him 
a  formidable  rival. 

What  he  had  heard  too,  relative  to  the 
dark  and  dangerous  in  the  Count's  disposi* 
tion,  was  just  enough  to  create  suspicion  and 
alarm, — but  it  went  no  farther.  That  Mon* 
trano  had  associated  with  men  of  desperate 
fortunes  and  ruined  reputation,  was  evident: 
— ^but  his  motive  to  Blandford  was  unknown, 
and  might  be  nothing  more  than  that  ambi- 
tion, which,  in  violent  and  gloomy  times, 
will  shape  a  noble  purpose  from  the  worst 
materials. 
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CHAPTER  VIII. 


•'  Hope  fiU«d  with  flowan  Iier  eork-tree  hnk. 
And  lighted  its  hefan  with  t  glow-worm's  spark  j 
Then  Lore,  when  he  saw  her  hark  flj  Ast, 
Said  lingering  Time  will  soon  he  passed ! 

Hope  out-speeds  Time/' 

HOAE. 


Deep  and  bitter  were  the  thoughts  of  Mon- 
trano,  when  reflecting  on  the  consequences 
that  might  flow  from  his  interview  with  Mar 
dalena.  Scarcely  indeed  had  it  passed,  wheo, 
from  the  confusion  of  his  mind,  it  seemed  as 
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something  un^bstantial ! — as  one  of  those 
phantasmagoria  of  the  nighty  when  the  vexed 
spirit  writhes  under  the  consciousness  of  a 
benumbing  influence  from  which  it  strives  to 
rouse  but  cannot  wake. 

A  crowd  of  vague  ideas,  branching  from 
the  present  to  the  future,  rushed  through 
his  brain,  dim  and  broken  as  drifts  of  whirl- 
ing vapour  :-^and  yet,  amid  their  changing 
shades  of  darkness,  one  strong  illusion  faded 
and  brightened,  but  still  in  outline  was  the 
same.  It  wore  a  look  of  witching  beauty,—- 
but  mingled  with  a  fierce  and  fell  revenge 
that  sunk  into  the  bosom  with  a  pang  en- 
during and  corrosive : — ^the  consciousness  that 
one  short  hour  had  enthralled  him  with 
the  destiny  of  a  woman  as  subtle  as  re^ 
morseless. 

And  yet  in  imagination,  it  seemed  but 
yesterday  that  Madalena  was  a  gentle  girl,— 
simple  in  fancy  as  the  graceful  flower  her 
needle  wrought.    A  pretty  trifler,  smiling  as 
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a  cloudless  morn  in  May,  and  guileless  as 
the  petted  (awn,  that  often  gambolled  at  her 
side,  and  took  its  evening  meal  so  eagerly, 
—as  if  the  bread  came  sweeter  from  her 
hand  I 

But  those  young  feelings,  and  the  inno* 
cent  delights  they  nourished,  were  for  ever 
fled.  The  green  and  tender  leaves  of  spring 
dry  up  and  blacken  in  the  sammer^s  ardent 
heat: — and  so  the  heart  of  woman,  scorched 
in  the  glow  of  fierce  unholy  passion,  becomes 
all  cold,  insensible,  and  stony. 

While  under  the  entrancement  of  her 
voice,  the  ^  artificial '  fervour  of  Madalena's 
blandishments  had  escaped  the  notice  of 
Montrano,  lost  as  he  was  in  the  delirium  of 
the  moment:  but  now  the  delusion  was  no 
more :  and  although  the  precise  intention  was 
not  apparent,  yet  he  felt  convinced,  that  the 
ftlse-hearted  dissembler  had  some  deep  pur- 
pose for  the  future,  when  she  so  artfully  in- 
volved Um  in  a  secret,  which,  as  she  knew, 
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woidd  cover  him  with  ruin  if  divulged.  Mon- 
trano  remembered  too,  that  she  who  had 
dared  to  plunge  so  far  in  evil  might  venture 
deeper,  and  stamp  the  singeing  brand  of  shame 
even  on  her  own  fair  brow  !  if  that  the  deed 
would  make  the  victim  more  completely  hers. 
And  knowing,  feeling  ibis, — he  thought  with 
a  shudder  on  his  friend^ — the  unsuspecting 
brave  Anselmo. 

Excepting  one ;— ^and  that  a  deadly  damn- 
ing secret !— «nd  one  by  a  strange  mysterious 
link  enchained  to  this,  which  might  prove 
as  rife  with  evil, — ^with  such  exceptions,  the 
lawless  actions  of  Montrano's  former  life,— 
were  such,  that  in  one  sense  he  had  little 
scruple  to  avow.  They  smacked  of  the  bas- 
tard-virtue valour.  Some  in  their  origin 
were  as  generous  as  wild :— -and  others  im* 
bued  with  a  political  purpose  that  wore  the 
shape  of  patriotism,  and  thus  in  a  sense  were 
noble.  At  best  or  worst,  Ihey  were  his  own 
free  deeds !  and  he  was  ready  for  the  future, 
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as  in  the  past,  to  smile  at  fear.  But  now 
he  felt  enthralled,  and  juggled  into  evil  be- 
yond his  purpose  and  his  wish.  The  insi- 
nuations too  that  pointed  at  Carema,  but 
added  fire  to  the  force  of  a  passion,  that 
difficulties  had  ever  rendered  more  intense. 
Her  purity,  her  unpresuming  sweetness,  and 
mild  confiding  candour,  these  from  the  con- 
trast were  dearer  to  his  hopes  than  ever, 
and  seemed  as  glimpses  of  a  heaven,  that 
might  redeem  the  ruin  of  the  past. 

Perchance,  he  had  been  precipitant;  and 
built  his  hopes  too  hastily  upon  her  favour. 
The  thought  had  comfort,  and  he  resolved 
to  lean  upon  it  for  awhile,  and  trust  to 
time,  to  still  the  wilder  tumults  of  a  love, 
that  might  defeat  its  object,  by  the  assump- 
tion of  too  bold  a  front.  Above  aU,  he  saw 
the  necessity  of  hiding  his  thoughts  from 
Madalena,  who,  if  lulled  with  the  idea  that 
he  had  grown  indifferent  to  the  friend  she 
would  betray,  might    remain  inert  until  the 
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arrival  of  AnBelmo,— or   some    other   chance 
gave  him  a  fair  occasion  to  shake  her  off. 

But  with  all  these  sage  resolutions^  that 
seemed  in  theory  easy,  there  came  the  prac* 
tical  difficulty  of  execution — ''  the  hardness 
to  dissemble '' — and  that  when  most  the  heart 
was  yearning  to  be  free,  and  felt  a  reviving 
power  in  the  sincerity  of  its  emotions.  The 
converse  of  each  passing  day  was  in  itself 
a  task  that  bore  down  the  former  gaiety  of 
the  County  and  rendered  him  so  far  cautious 
and  reserved,  that  the  wily  Madalena  began 
to  consider  it  as  arising  from  a  real  indif- 
ference towards  the  unimpassioned  Carema; 
and  equally  deluded  by  her  vanity  as  to  the 
seductions  of  her  own  beauty,  she  grew 
carelessly  confident  of  that  future  influence 
and  wealth,  which  she  had  resolved  to  pos- 
sess,— either  as  the  secret  mistress  of  the 
Count,  or  if  the  Capitano  could  be  got  rid 
o/^— as  his  wife: — so  indeed  that  the  'result' 
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were  obtained,  the  means,  whether  the  pnbUc 
or  the  private  were  in  her  estimation  much 
the  same. 

Thus  fiur  safe,  though  but  in  idea; 
Madalena  had  no  longer  a  wish  to  ward 
off  the  baser  ruin  that  yet  might  fall  upon 
Carema,  whose  yery  virtues  were  grown  ac- 
cusing angels,  and  hateful  in  her  sight : 
she  was,  therefore,  careless  from  the  revCTge 
of  envy;  and  indulging  her  indolence,  spent 
half  the  day  in  her  chamber,  while  the  Count 
might  amuse  Carema, — ^leaving  chance  or 
treachery  to  work  the  rest 

With  a  penetration  still  more  searching 
than  her  own,  Montrano  divined  at  once 
the  abhorred  intention  of  Madalena's  ab- 
sence, and  naturally  resolved  to  turn  it  to 
advantage,  on  grounds  that,  as  he  trusted, 
would  reverse  her  vile  intentions,  and,  as 
he  hoped,  reward  the  virtue  he  resolved  to 
practise. 
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Thus  far  the  Count  was  worthy  of  the 
passion  he  professed ;  but,  unfortunately,  the 
leaven  of  former  thoughts  was  not  so  en- 
tirely dissipated,  but  that  at  times,  when 
he  felt  his  chance  grown  desperate,  darker 
projects  rose  remotely  on  his  mind, — waiting 
as  it  were,  and  ready  to  be  challenged. 

While  thus  environed  with  unseen  pmls, 
— «8  the  mariner  who  slumbers  in  a  leaky 
ship,  to  awaken  perhaps  no  more  but  in 
etemity,*-^e  gentle  Carema  had  found  each 
passing  day  but  all  too  brief  for  the  con- 
templation of  the  many  novelties  of  art  and 
nature,  that  the  luxuriance  of  the  climate, 
and  the  kindness  of  Montrano,  presented  to 
her  attention. 

Accurate  copies  of  the  triumphs  which 
art  has  won  from  nature,  the  marvels  of 
the  easel  and  of  the  sculptor's  studio,  were 
thronged  around;  each  delicate  and  glowing 
with  those  minuter  beauties  that   time  will 
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ever  steal,  and  yet  embodying  all  the  gran- 
deur and  the  grace  of  its  original.  These 
were  onoe  the  exclusiTe  treasures  of  the 
great;  but  this  is  past,— and  let  us  ble^s 
the  happier  times  that  giye  them  to  the 
admi»tion  of  the  crowd. 

Deeply  sensitive  to  those  delicious  im- 
pulses that  these  immortal  relics  of  the  olden 
time  inspire,  Montrano  delighted  to  enlarge 
Carema's  comprehension  of  all  those  heart- 
pervading  sympathies  of  nature  that  constitute 
their  magic. 

"  It  is  not," — he  would  tell  her, — **  the 
'  imitation '  of  visible  objects  that  consti* 
tutes  the  charm  we  seek; — the  uninitiated, 
the  vulgar,  the  peasant,  and  the  child,  may 
be  excused  their  admiration  of  the  mechanical 
dexterity  that  makes  the  level  canvas  cheat 
the  eye  with  the  attributes  of  form  and 
colour.  The  taste  for  what  are  called  mei« 
objects  of  '  still  life '   is   often  little  better. 
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The  '  mere '  portrait,  too,  is  hardly  more ; 
except,  as  when  treasured  by  tenderness,  it 
becomes  dear  as  the  life-blood  of  the  heart! 
"^the  talisman,  that  brings  us  back  the 
crushed  affections  that  the  grave  has  swal« 
lowed:— or  that  cheats  all  distance,  and  re- 
stores the  absent,  as  in  the  wizard's  glass, 
to  feast  our  eyes  with  smiles  and  coy  en- 
amoured glances,  that  we  have  sighed  for  in 
our  dreams,  and  awakening,  mourned  to  find 
them  not  realities. 

''  The  supremacy  of  art  lies  in  a  charm 
beyond; — the  spell  that  Grenius  mutters  to 
the  elements ;  the  surging  winds,  the  heaving 
waters,  and  contending  agencies  of  light  and 
shade.  She  speaks;  —  and  straight  before 
our  startled  gaze,  some  grand  terrific  con- 
flict of  their  varied  power  is,  as  it  were, 
created  in  a  new  and  permanent  form.  The 
tempest  in  all  its  majesty  of  rage  and  death, 
hell  of  storm-tossed  waters,  terrible  and 
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grand.  Again  she  speaks,  —  and  all  the 
horrors  of  slaughtering  armies,  steeped  in 
pools  of  gore,  are  present  to  our  eyes;  al- 
though, thank  Heaven,  the  wholesale  'mur* 
der'  is  but  an  empty  show,  to  cheat  the 
eye  and  vex  the  heart. 

**  But  Genius  has  potent  influences  stiU 
more  abstruse,  and  of  a  more  contagious 
sympathy;  as  when  she  clothes  the  lifeless 
stone  vnth  sensibilities  that  sink  into  our 
breasts  like  music;  giving  the  smiles  that 
intellect  exalts  with  high  beneficence, — the 
god-like  wisdom  that  can  command,  yet 
never  tyrannize  ; — or,  as  when  rife,  with  a 
superhuman  energy  of  life,  and  grace  in* 
effable,  yet  fixed  for  ever  as  if  in  action^ 
frozen  on  its  pedestal,  —  the  Apollo  stands 
the  wonder  of  a  world. 

''  And,  caresgima^ — are  there  not  soft  en* 
trancing  forms  that  seem  of  breathing  flesh, 
in    which    the    cold    and    semi-transparent 
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marble  rivals  her  the  brighte&ti  fairest,  frail- 
est creature  of  the  earth! — she,  who  wan- 
dered in  the  garden  angels  guarded,  and 
yet  could  not  escape  perdition/' 

''The  Lady  Madalena — "  and  so  saying, 
Fazzello  paused  at  a  nod  from  his  lord. 
The  name  seemed  but  too  appropriate  to  the 
allusion  of  Montrano  to  her  who  first  brought 
sin  and  sorrow  to  the  world ;  and  both 
Carema  and  himself  at  the  moment  exchanged 
a  glance  that  seemed  to  say  so.  It  was  in- 
stantaneous and  involuntary ;  but  it  was  one 
of  those  circumstances  that  cannot  be  re- 
called ;  and  Montrano  saw  with  some  sur- 
prise, and  more  chagrin,  that  his  ward  had 
in  some  way  discovered  more  of  the  specious 
Madalena  than  he  could  well  account  for. 

**  The  Lady  Madalena  would  await  your 
Excellenza's  leisure  in  the  southern  cham- 
ber;''— and,  as  Fazzello  finished  his  message, 
he, 'too,' seemed   to  assume  an  unusual  im- 
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pressment '  of  iMnner ; -^this  was,  howevet*, 
lost  in  a  moment  at  Montrktio's  frown,  as 
he  immediately  passed  off  to  seek  the  prof*- 
ferod  inteniew. 

Left  alone,  and  somewbttt  raffled  with' the 
untoward  maiidate  that  had  so  abruptly 
broken  through  Montrano*s  obserratibns,  on 
subjects  which  were  eveiy  day  becoinihg'  the 
more  interesting',  frooi  opportunity  and  i^tuSy, 
Carema  sought  her  chamber;  and  In  its 
silent  retirement,  fefil  insenstMy^liiitb  ft  train 
of  thought  that  'stai^l^d  aM  Mahn'M^heV.    ' 

Tke  ligbteit  ttrMcis  liAert'fteartbigrlftakesl! 
consequenoes  ;  •  ad'  fesrthertf'  gtve^W^  crrroW 
steadiness  of  fliglfl  r< — %ild  io  if  )rti][>p6ned, 
Aat  the  unusual  air  of  FazsAHo;  'fn*  iSie 
deli  vary  of  the  message;  fais  s^6mf&g'^i*6'n)i- 
deuce  iintt  .:it  would  not  admrt  of  *8fefify  ;**and 
his  curiosity  iti  noting  the  deide&lfdift*  'of 
his  lord  :-«these,  as  it  might  seem  insig- 
nificant items,   now  tfalew  a  light  on  o&er 
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iDcidents,  which  at  the  moment  of  thtir 
occarrence  were  overlooked,  and  until  the 
present  time  forgotten. 

Efer  lenient  when  judging  of  the  faults 
of  othen,  and  ready  to  doubt  all  indirect 
aspersions,  Carema  had  felt  dissatisfied  with 
regard  to  the  character  of  Madalena. 

The  extravaganza  of  a  dream,  the  seem* 
ing  self^betrayal  of  a  look,  that  might  per- 
chance have  had  a  far  different  origin  from 
the  one  supposed :— these  were  not  the  sort 
of  evidence  that  she  could  well  explain  to  a 
third  person  z—and  yet  with  that  moral  in- 
stinct which  often  makes  us  act,  and  rightly 
too,  before  we  have  time  or  means  to  judge, 
— she  had  on  these  very  grounds  condemned 
her  once  beloved  Madalena,  of  ingratitude  to- 
wards Montrano;  and  of  a  levity  not  the 
less  suspicious,  because  that  it  was  combined 
with  the  mysterious  and  the  impassioned. 

Under    these    impressions,   the   endearing 
confidence  of  former  montVs^  (oa  we  had  be- 

VOL.    III.  H 
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fore  remarked^)  'fafad .  ceased.  But  ^atiU  Ca- 
t)^a  imagiiMdf  that  tb^  lyouBfUess  afiectioii 
of  Madtlena  for  Anaelmo  nu^t^  after  the 
eToat  of  their  a|:|»oachipg  manjagc^  serye  as 
a  baUaat  to  her  thoughts.  The  very  exUteuce 
of  that  affectiop  was  indeed,  in  her  eatisia- 
tion>  a  proof  that  Madalei^a  was  atiU  capable 
of  better  things,  than  Uie  sinister  brood- 
ings  that  had  receatly  seemed  to  occupy  bee 
thoughts. 

Bat  all  this  was  now  as  a  dream  ;*-«s 
nothing !  The  look  of  the  Count,  pn  receiv- 
ing the  message  of  Madalena;  his  prompt 
obedience  to  the  call,  which  had  so  evidently 
absorbed  his  thpHghts,  as  to  render  him  un* 
conscious  of  bis  'neglect'  of  herself,  not  to 
term  it  '  the  rudeness  *  of  his  sudden  de- 
parture. 

And  in  what  a  different  sense  did  she 
remember  the  glances  of  a  secret  n^.eaoing^ 
which  she  had  seen  exchanged  between  them. 
Again  she  had    no    proof! — ^but   the    strong 
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sartaiBe  that  sow^  pofls^gdeel  Oaremaj  mocked 
at  cdiifinnKtion.  With  all  a  womati'ft  quiek 
intelligeiice^  eke  feit  coiiTi&ced  tbat  Madalena 
bad  (ensnared  ihb  Count ;  and  if  so,  she  was 
base  and  wicked  to  an  extent  that  Carema 
shuddered  to  contemplate.  She  covered  her 
face  with  her  hands  in  shame  and  abhor- 
T^face  at  the  tiionght  :^*-^aul  then  a  monm*- 
ful  abstraction  arose,  that  sought  relief  in 
tdars. 

IVot  that  Carema  sorrowed  for  the  conse- 
quences that  might  ensue,  were  a  vain  in- 
triguing woman  to  be  overtaken  by  the  pu- 
nishment that  ever  follows  guik!  No;  her 
thoughts  were  with  the  betrayed  confiding 
lover,— the  brave  and  warm-hearted,*^-*if  the 
'erring^  Anselmo. 

She  mourned  too,  that  Montrano  should 
have  fallen  so  unworthily,  as  to  become  the 
dupe  of  one,  whose  smiles  he  should  have 
shunned,  as  fraught  with  treachery  and 
shame ! 
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And  yet  >  there  arose  a  .  daubt ;  foif>  al- 
though there  was  an  unusual  confidence  on 
the  one  side,  and  a  conscious  subserviency 
on  the  other>  in  the  demeanour,  of  Madalena 
and  the  Count ;  yet  it  was  evident,  that 
the  attentions  of  the  latter  had  little  trace 
of  love  ;-**at  least  it  was  far  froni  that 
entrancement  of  the  senses,  which  ennqbles 
and  refines !  and  which  Montrano  wa^  him* 
self  fond  of  describing,  as  the  only  fcuom  trf 
'  passion/-^which  a  man  of  the  higher  en- 
dowments would  either  enter^n,  pr  seeji.  to 
inspire. 

Could  not  the  Count  then  be  rou^^  to 
a  sense  of  what  was  due  to  his  own  hpnour^ 
and  to  the  absent  Anselmo  ? — If  she  had  been 
of  the  other  sex,  Carema  felt  assured,  that 
she  should  have  found  the  task  an  easy  one. 
But  with  the  remembrance  that  she  was  a 
woman,  she  felt  a  blush  upon  her  cheek, 
even  with  the  mere  idea  of  a  personal  refe- 
rence to  the  subject.    Her  delicacy  forbade 
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it  altogether;— it  was  abhorrent  and  impos- 
sible !-— 

And  jret,  her  present  comfort  seined  to 
depend  on*  her  making  some  effort  to  arrest 
the  fatnre  evil  which  hung  upon  her  con- 
science, as  something  which  it  was  her  duty 
to  avert  Her  own  deeply  ardent  and  impas- 
sioned nature  too,  had  found  much  to  rest 
upon  in  the  chivalry  and  wild  enthusiasm  of 
Montrano.  He  seemed  to  have  all  the  warmth 
and  gen^[t)sity  of  her  old  friend,  the  Doctor ; 
with  a  grace,  a  gaiety,  and  a  vivacity,  per- 
haps only  to  be  found  in  the  denizens  of  the 
bright  and  balmy  Sonth !— her  own  entranc- 
ing Italy. 

Could  she  persuade  the  Count  to  revisit 
England  in  her  society,  during  the  intended 
visit  of  Anselmo ;  —  leaving  the  unworthy 
Madalena  to  make  her  peace  as  best  she 
might? 

This  plan  seemed  feasible ;  and,  perhaps 
insensibly    to   herself,    the    thought    of    her 
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such  a "  thus  exclaimed  the  joyous  Ro- 
salia, as  she  entered  the  apartmenty  and  at 
first  too  much  out  of  breath  to  complete 
the  sentence. 

''  Dear  me ! — Such  a  prodigioso  monstruoso 
stupendo  of  a  gobbo  f*  (hunchback), — and  Ro- 
salia actually  danced  with  the  exhilaration  of 
her  own  wild  fancies. 

**  Gently,  Rosalia ;  the  cedar  floor  sounds 
hollow  as  a  drum :  we  shall  alarm  the  cas- 
tello!  —  but  tell  me,  what  is  the  maryel  of 
to-day  V 

*'  The  answer  were  simple  enough,  Signora, 
if  the  gobbo  were  nothing  more  than  what 
he  seems,— -a  man!  but  his  wide,  scraggy, 
overlapping  shoulders  ride  so  high  above  his 
head,  that  I  have  a  shrewd  suspicion  that 
he  has  a  pair  of  imp-like  wings  between 
them ;  just  as  a  humming-beetle  wears  his 
flying-particulars  packed  up  beneath  his 
shell,  and  out  of  sight: — and  then  you  know, 
Signora,  a   '  flying-man  '  must  be  a- — and 
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then  again,  the  gobbo^s  eyes  are  so  particu- 
larly  wicked,  that  I  am  sure! — and  then,  he 

a 

cannot  speak  a  single  word  of  Italian  like 
a  christian;  so  that  certainly,  if  he  were  to 
die  as  a  good  catholic  should  be  glad  to 
do  at  any  time, — ^he  would  lose  his  chance 
of  Heaven,  for  want  of  being  able  to  ask 
San  Pietro  to  turn  the  key,  and  let  him 
in/' 

**  How  can  you  laugh,  Rosalia  ? — It  were 
a  sight  rather  to  affright  than  to  amuse/' 

''  Not  quite  so  bad  as  that,  either, 
Signora;  for  when  I  looked  below,  I  thought 
that  I  had  never  seen  such  a  handsome  pair 
of  legs  in  my  life! — such  a  manly  gusto, 
such  grace,  and  elegance  of  movement." 

''  Why  this  is  prodigiaso  indeed,  Rosalia. 
You  have  transformed  your  demon  into  an 
angel !" 

"  Only  half  way,  if  you  will  please  to 
remember,  Signora.'* 

''  Well,  and  after  all,  had  your  prodigy 

h2 
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any  name^  >or' catting  ?«-M|fM' he  %  ^nt  «r  a 
dwarf  t^' 

^  I  did  not  inquire  into  tiie  finrt  matt«r, 
Signora^^*H)nly  guessed  at  the  second  ^^^todd 
as  to  the  third,  it  is  daDbtfs^  too;  for, 
howeiwr  oorvsot  his  humam  prpportiona  may 
be,  his  shoulders  are  gigantic  wA  a  iren- 
geance/*  '  ■  - 

^  Well  then,  for  once,  Rosalia,  yovr'  heart 
is  3^ur  own  still!— nsad  e¥eA  if  bs  has  the 
wings  of  a  griffin,  he  will  stand  too  chance 
of  flying  away  with  it/'  »• 

"  And  yet  '  chance '  is  a  very  desperate 
thing,  Signora:— one  nerer  knoWs  ^at  the 
wind  may  blow  in  one's  roadl««-<8  the  lady 
said  who  married  the  dwlurf  in  ii»  •  fairy 
tale,  and  carried  bet  hasbaftd  to  bed  in  her 
taufF,  lest  he  should  tumble  down  atairs, 
and  be  broken  by  the  way." 

''  Nonsense,  Rosalia.'' 

<' Certainly,  if  you  say  so^  Sigtibm; — 
but  for  myown  part^  I-thittk  4h«t  the  lady 
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proverb  ?-—Taith,  that  those  who  take  oare 
of  %  dittk  shall  possess  move^  But  indeed 
*xk4uM*  is  a  Tbry  odd  sort  of  thiag>  Sig- 
aora:-^I  was.  going  to  infoTHi  you  that 
^tthattoe'  happened  to  pop  me  down  cm. a 
sofii,  'at  .the  very  side  of  this  stranger,^— this 
magnifko  of  a  gohbo.** 

^^'iJNl9t^Sfffp0rta,  as  you  woukd  say,  Rosalia; 
*-ufor^  madcap  a^  you  are,  thiere  was  no  cha^ice 
of' love  'On  either  side,  for  you  have  stc^ted 
that  your  prodigy  could  not  speak  a  syllable 
of  ItaUan.". 

'f  Indeed,  Signora,  you  must  not  use  that 
ml.ucky  woril .  *■  chance,'  for  one  can  never 
eahlulaile  upon  its  extent,  or  its  inflnenGfe**^- 
F^r  insteneey  Signior  Gobbe  seemed  able 
enough  to  muke  love,  or  siMiiething  very 
much  like  it,  without  thi&  use  of  a  word." 

"  Indeed !" 

*'  Oh,  yes,  Signora^  I  WM  taUdng  of 
4uite  :a  *dHSerent  subject  j^^and,  to  eonffi^s 
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the  fact,  I  was  telling  Fazzell^  ef  your  kind 
visit  to  the  poor  woman  whoia  the  Count 
rescued  from  the  floodi  and  some  other  little 
particulars  of  that  nature^ — when,  on  turning' 
to  uuUe  my  bonnet,  for  it  was  exceedingly 
warm,  all  at  once  I  saw  &at  man*nuMister. 
of  a  gobbo  looking  down  upon  me  aa  if  he 
would  have  swallowed  me  alive  T' 

<'  Do  not  say  another  word,  Kosalia; 
your  story  is  enough  to  give  one  the  hydro- 
phobia— without  the  bite." 

*'  But  indeed,  Signora,  there  was  no 
biting  in  the  case — no,  nor  even  a  ki» 
either,  ^although  I  understand  the  acciasa*- 
tion  of  your  look;  but  still  I  axn  certain 
(although  I  should  be  sorry  to,  be  vain), 
that  I  never  saw  a  man's  eyes  so  brilliant 
with  affection  in  all  my  life!— -His  counte- 
nance was  so  handsome,  too^-*so  radiant 
with  delight,  that  I  really  forgot  his  seara' 
nua^  shoulders,  and  almost  every  thing 
besides." 
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^*  What  not  jovit  old  beau,  FaizMld,  -who 
WEB  of  the  party>  I  hope,  Rosalik?" 

•**  No,  indeed,  Signom;  the  ilaacy  gal- 
laot  took  care  <»f  that  !-^  I  am  sure  that 
he  was  jealous^  the  simpleton;  for,  vrould 
yon  believe:  it,  Signora  1  —  1  was  smiling 
with  my  owti  thoughts^  and  feeling  parti-* 
cularly  comfortable,  when  all  at  once  hid 
Exc^Uenza  rang  the  bell,  and  up  started 
Fazidk)  to  answer  it,  when,  (I  am  sure 
that  it  was  done  on  purpose,  and  to  make 
me  look  in  humoured  against  my  own 
intention)  he  trod  upon  my  toe,  and  put 
me  to  at)  agony  of  pain." 

''I  shomld  have  thought  that  the  leaving 
you  alone  with  your  new  amatofe  had  in  itself 
been  a  quite  sufficient  punishtttent;*' 

''  I  am  afraid  that  I  forgot  to  tell  you. 
Signers,  that  the  Oobbo  came  here  with 
the  Santimbanque^f  and  indeed,  it  is  a  thou^ 
sand  pities  that  be  has  euch  a  caineFs  back, 
he  might  otherwise  have  made  a  lord 
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6r  %  fnnc^  at  my  iime  without  4  haomeiil's 
fltuidy*  O  ytty  Stgnoni)  .1  found  Un.  quite 
the  gentleman  in  hit  atienti<mft  to  me  after 
the  accident  He  handed  me  a  ghsa  iif 
fratdT  with  ae  mudb  grace^  and  stood  while 
I  drank  it,  with  Bueh  a  delightfml  ear  of 
sympathy  in  every  featuve^Muid  theOH^welli 
I  haidly  meant  to  epeak  of  il»— tmt^  sinee 
that  I  have  gone  so  fhr,  I  IihU  teenliei 
the  rest.  Do  you  knew,  Signora,  tbM  osf 
ey%  happened  to  rest  bat  for  a  numiekit  on 
a  Maltese  ehain  he  wore^  when)  smiUng  al 
my  childish  euriosityy  he  laid  it  in  my  haadf 
and  forced  me  to  accept  it«^— Is  it  not  hBa»> 
tiful,  Signora?" 

''  The  meehanicfd  skill  shown  in  its  4mp* 
struction  gives  it  Valuey  oerteinlyi  Roealia*'* 

And  so  saying,  Carema  took  ihe^hain^ 
end  having  viewed  it  for  a  idobmbO  with 
the  csreless  attention  givai  Id  a  tx^^  eke 
was  about  to  return  it>  v4ien  fA^  chanced 
to  notice  ihat   the  links  ttti  one !  of  its  eiH 


treosities-  had  b^en  injuredi  ftnd  repaireid 
with  knots  of  oUamge-^olotirod  «ilk.  '  TttYHiiig 
paie  and  tremblings  tibt  bore  it  to  the 
ba[(xmy,  for  the  adrantage  of  a  9tP0nger 
light;  and  gazing  upon  it  with  a  wild  and 
wrapt  att^tioD)  ehe  iexolaimed>  in  d0ep  and 
smothered  accents^ 

'^  Yes^  it  is  the  6aiiie;~I  cannot  be 
deceived  l^^t  is  the  same  that  once  was 
BUndfofdV 

'^  Come  hither,  Rosalia ;  I  would  not  rob 
you  of  your  chain,  and  yet  I  fain  would 
keep  it  for  a  while.  It  is  a  strange  acci- 
dent, but  these  repairs  were  my  own  woik; 
— a  playful  penance  imposed,  for  having 
made  them  necessary  at  a  time  when  the 
chain  was  the  property  of  a  friend  whom  I 
may  never  see  again* 

^  IKnibtless  he  has  since  been  exposed 
to  dangers;  for  «  plot  was  laid  against  his 
life,  and  secret  practice  may  still  go  far  to 
peril  it.     This  little  golden  toy  may  be  the 
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meanB  of  revealing  much: — we  will  lay  it 
by  awhile,  and  await  the  issue;  and  in  the 
mean  time,  Rosalia,  do  all  you  can  to  dia- 
cover  who  this  strange  is. — Oh  God!  he 
may  have  shared  some  fatal  crime! — Give 
me  a  glass  of  water,  Rosalia;  for  my  very 
heart  grows  faint  with  thick  coming  fanta- 
sies, that,  after  all,  may  prove  as  false  as 
they  are  now  tormenting." 


THE  PICAROON.  161 


; 


CHAPTER  IX. 


"  She  waa  a  fonn  of  life  and  light. 
That  Been,  heeame  a  part  of  aight, 
And  roae — ^where'er  I  tumed  my  eje* 
The  Moming  Star  of  memoxy ! " 

BYROlf. 


The  Signora  Comaldi  had  remained  for  many 
days  under  the  roof  of  Zaconi,  without  hav- 
ing received  the  promised  communication 
from  the  castello ; — and  when  at  last  it  came, 
it  left  her  more  hopeless  and  desolate  than 
ever. 


The  letter  of  OabrcdK  bad  eridently  been 
wiittea  under  die  eeifKlelueioki  of  a  youthful 
mindy  unduly  confidant  m  tiboea  presenti- 
ments that  hope  inspires,  but  which  a  moie 
matured  experience  would  have  detectol  as 
ftdlacions.  Still  the  young  Balhrina  had 
been  prompt  and  searching  in  her  inquiries; 
and  the  result  in  one  particular  might  be 
considered  as  decisive:-^ Coiirtaldi  was  not, 
as  supposed,  a  prisoner  within  the  walk  of 
the  castello. 

Notwithstanding  the  secrecy  imposed  by 
the  Count  on  the  members  of  his  household, 
Grabrelli  had,  by  bribing  one  of  the  lower 
domestics,  been  enabled  to  discover,  tmd  to 
visit,  the  dungeon  of  Kenrick  ;  and  as-  there 
was  ho  other  captive^  it  became  evident  that 
Comaldi  had  not>  in  this  way  at  least, 
suffered  from  the  vengeance  of  Motittano. 

Her  personal  applications  to  the  Gonnt 
too^  had  been  bold  and  urge^t,-^but  here 
had    arisen    the    delusion  :  —  Montrano   htfd 
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ta$ttly '  *eM<9wag«d  cbe  ssppositkm'thilt  she 
htA  volunteered^  and  on  «o  better  data  than 
mere  imaginatioBi ;  Tia.-^hat  Cornaldi  had 
gone  ofT  privately  to  Rome. 

There  was  another  statement  in  her  letter, 
•though  of  little  interest  to  the  Signonu  It 
waa  a  playful  remark  to  the  effect,  that 
'her  friend^'  the  Signior  Ingkse,  had  cer- 
tainly -loit  his  mts  in  .one  of  his  native 
fbga; — for-  having  entertained  a  suspicion 
that  his  amante  was  not  insensible  to  the 
atteDtiona  of  the  Coant,  he  had  net  taken 
a  single  stqp  to  approach  her^ — and  would 
therefore  only  have  to  Uame  himself,  if 
fthe  in  tum^  left  him  eventually  in  the  lurch. 
''And  yet/'— Galmlli  wrote,— 

"  The  Signior  Inglese  is  quite  a  galantt 
irat;o  vigorosa,  on  other  occasions  ;^— and 
although  of  no  use  aa  an  actor,-— yet  he  has 
paiiited  us  soaie  charming  scenes,  which, 
aa  he  is  not  an  Italian,  is  perhaps  the  greater 
wonder/' 


Ij64  TOePKTA'ROOK.' 

No-  .Bootter  bud  •  tbe  Signora  r^Rl  the 
letter^  than  the  idea  of  her  son^s  deatli  pos^ 
seated  her  mind  to  4iie  exelusiao  of  ^tery 
other  supposition :— she  even  deemed  all  fur- 
ther search  unnecessaiy,  while  with  an  awful 
vow,  she  consecrated  her  future  life  *  to  the 
pursuit  of  vengeance. 

During  the  season  of  her  doubts  and 
anxieties,  nothing  could  have  exceeded  the 
kindness  and  attention  which  she  had  re- 
ceived from  Zaconi  and  his  family:— biit 
now,  when  her  melancholy  had  frozen  into 
despair!  and  her  trembling  hopes  were  ex- 
changed tot  the  stem  and  remorseless  breath- 
ings of  revenge !-»- the  proud,  impassioned 
Dama^  found  a  sudden  and  unexpected  want 
of  sympathy. 

The  partiality  so  recently  expressed  for 
her  son  by  Zaconi  was  perfectly  sincere; 
but  the  hasty  rage  which  then  might  have 
made   him  the  champion  of  her  cause,  was 

0 

shorn  by  riper  thoughts,  of  half  its  fierce- 
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ness;^— ^nd  even  if  Coraaldi  had  fitllea  by 
MQ^tmQO>  the  olyeet  of  Zaconi  was  rather 
tp  excite,  by  his  death,  a  wboleaobie  fear 
io  the  breast  of  the  Count,  by  stirring 
up  the  br^ands  to  demand  vengeance  for 
the  death  of  their  leader,  than  to  cause,  or 
suffer  its  infliction. 

In  fine,  his  object  was  to  make  Montrano, 
at  any  ^risk,  a  member  of  the  car&07ian,-*-and 
to  thiis,.  all  other  views  were  of  course  sub* 
servient. 

Something  of  all  this  he  had  ventured 
to  hiiit  to  the  Signora;  but  the  anger  that 
flashed  in  her  eyes,  and  the  bitter  smile 
that  quivered  on  her  lip,  at  any  thought 
of  Montrano's  escape  from  the  rain  and 
torture  she  panted  to  inflict,  were  fearful 
to.  behold; — and  he  soon  saw,  that  the  at- 
tempt to  moderate  her  feelings  was  altogetheiP 
futile. 
.  Day  after  day,  and  the  widowed  mother 
still   sat    alone   in    her  quenchless  anguish. 


pbnnitigt  sihinge  sch^mte  of  Vetigeancer— 
her  eyes  fixed  on  the  ground ;  her  cheekft 
snnk  and  pallid  ,*— and  her  hands  depending 
lisUess  by  her  sides,  as  if  the  body  had  gro^m 
half  dead  in  the  torpor  of  a  self-consnmiiig 
hatred. 

Utterly  regardless  of  the  preservation  of 
her  own  life!  there  were  times  when  the 
Signopa  thought  of  being  herself  the  instru- 
ment of  her  design,  and  of  forcing  her  way 
into  the  presence  of  the  prond  Montrano, 
^nd  plunging  the  steel  into  his  heart!  — 
but  then,  there  was  the  risk  of  interruption — 
of  rescue  ;-^-and  she  maddened  at  the  idea 
of  a  failure. 

To  win  her  point  by  stratagem, — and  to 
excite  the  troop  of  brigands,  once  led  by 
Comaldi,  to  avenge  his  death!  this  seemed 
the  most  feasible  plan :  but  their  fears  of, 
and  attachment  to  Montrano  intervened ; 
and  more  ths^  all,  the  lukewarmness  of 
Zaconi^  whose  aid  would  then  be  most  essen- 


tial;  ^p4  without  lyhese  assij^taaee,  so  fm 
at^  lefis;ty  sbe  kj;iew  oot  how  to  commupucato 
vvith  the  scattered  bandits  of  the  moua-: 
taios. 

Such  were  the  meditations  that  harassed 
and  absorbed  her  with  a  wild  and  feveviah 
anxiety, — until  at  last,  as  it  seemed  in  pity 
to  her  sorrows,-^or  there  were  times  whiea 
her  sullen  despair  gave  way  to  words,  and 
she  had  importuned  him  with  vehemoieey 
and  even  with  rage! — Zaconi  promised  his 
assistance,  so  far  as  to  open  for  her  the  comrr 
munication  she  desired  with  the  brigands. 

Still  there  were  delays,-^— and  a  consider- 
able time  longer  had  elapsed  before  the 
wished  for  chance  occurred. 

It  had  been  a  sultry  day,  and  Zaooni, 
with  his  wife  and  little  ones,  were  seated 
in  their  garden,  enjoying  the  eyening  breeze, 
as  it  wafted  around  them  the  luscious  sweets 
nesa  of  the  vines  which  weve  then  in  full 
bloom; — and  gazing  with  hearts  as  still,  on 
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the  rich  reflections  of  a  tranquil  sea,  when 
a  passing  stranger  caught  a  moment's  at- 
tention. 

He  was  a  muscular  and  well  built  man^ 
of  something  more  than  the  common  height, 
and  wore  the  holiday  dress  of  a  peasant;— 
a  costume  in  itself  showy  and  picturesque, 
and  now  still  more  so,  with  the  addition  of 
a  plume  of  eagle's  feathers  stuck  across  the 
straw  cappellane;  he  had  too,  a  military 
sash,  which,  judging  from  its  costly  quality, 
had  once,  doubtless,  been  the  property  of  some 
officer  of  rank. 

"  What  hoa,  friend ! " 

So  shouted  Zaconi,  as  the  stranger  pas- 
sed;— ^but  being  either  in  too  much  haste 
to  stop,  or  not  thinking  the  call  more  than 
a  momentary  salutation,  he  had  gone  on, 
and  that  too  quickly  to  hear  a  second 
call. 

"  Request  the  Signora  to  follow  me,** — 
said  Zaconi,  hastily:*— 
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"  I  will  await  her  near  the  fort." 

Thus  speaking  as  he  passed,  he  hurried 
after  the  stranger,  whom  he  had  recognized 
as  one  of  the  parties  whom  he  had  before 
looked  out  for. 

Feeling  as  if  the  hope  inspired  by  the 
summons  had  bestowed  fresh  strength,  the 
Signora  immediately  obeyed  it;  and  in  a 
few  minutes  she  was  opposite  the  place  ot 
rendezvous,  where  she  found  the  young  ban- 
dit (for  such  he  was),  standing  before  her 
uncovered,  and  evidently  in  a  glow  of  ani- 
mation, at  finding  himself  in  the  presence 
of  one  who  was  so  nearly  related  to  the 
daring  chief,  whose  wildest  mandate  he  had 
ever  felt  it  an  honour  to  obey. 

"  This  man  may  be  trusted,  Signora," — 
said  Zaconi,  with  deference. 

''  He  is  now  on  an  errand  of  charity  that 
calls  for  speed." 

"  It  is  well  !  "—said  the  Signora  faintly, 
for   her   heart    was   full,    and    she   felt    dis* 

VOL.  III.  I 
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honoirred  by  Ihe  contaminating  league  i»he 
was  about  to  fonft  with  the  Tery  meii,  whom, 
untU  now,  she  had  ever  decried  and  spurii- 
ed  S**^Th6  idea,  too,  that  she  was  '  calling 
the  thoughtless  de^rado  beibre  her  from  a 
deed  of  mercy  to  one  of  *  blood/  struck  home 
with  a  sense  of  self-acciksation,  that  half  un- 
nerved her.  But  no !  she  rallied  r^^tfae  wild 
justice  of  revenge  re-strung  each  jjabse  with 
energy >-*-and  from  tiiat  moment^  the  Signora 
Comaldi  never  paused,  or  faltered,  at  the 
revolting  horrors  of  her  path. 

''  He  is  going  to  the  cottvent  to  crave 
some  consecrated  water,  and  to  engage  the 
prayers  of  the  holy  Sisterhodd  fti*  one  of 
his  comrades  who  has  been  wounded,  and 
who  now  lies  spent  Ottt>  and'  nigh  unto 
death.  The  visit  is  one  of  danger  to  him- 
self, for  he  may  be  remarked  by  the  zafo 
(police),  but  he  thinks  not  of  this; — ^young 
as  he  is,  Geraldo  holds  the  <  iaith ! ' " 

'^  His  state  is  the  more  blessed/' — replied 
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the  Signofa  with  a  «igh,— and  obsemng  an 
unexpected  expresaioa  on  the  coantentnce  of 
Za^Hi^  she  added  :«-^ 

''What  meana  that  smile  of  incredulity 
and  dcom?  Is  it  not  well,  my  friend,  that 
a/ sinner'  should  hold  the  faith?" 

''It  were  indeed,  if  the  practice  foUow* 
ed/' — replied  Zaeoni  dryly. 

''But, come,  Signora;  you  must  prepare 
for  a. rugged  journey^,  and  commence  it  too 
before  nudnight ;,  an  .  hour  after  dark :  and 
this  good  fellow,  Geraldo,  will  meet  you 
just  where  the  road  turns  round  the  hill, 
outside  the  town,  with  mules  and  an  escort 
for  the  fldouo^ins^  .'-^My;  wife  has  a  female 
domestic  top,  that  shall  attend  you.  For 
the  rest,  Stgnpra,  you  must  depend  on  the 
relentless  spirit  you  jobjey :— *!  wash  my  bands 
of  the  affair."    .    . 

'^  You  will  not  attem{^  ta  circumvent  me, 
Signior  Zaeoni  V 
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The  question  was  put  with  a  keen  and 
penetrating  glance,  that  seemed  to  read  Za- 
coni's  inmost  soul!  His  colour  came  and 
went  for  a  secondi  and  then  he  answered 
bluntly,— 

<^  I  shall  not  take  any  part  or  lot  in  the 
matter,  Signora,  unless — unless  the  Count 
Montrano  becomes  a  Carbonari!  Say  he 
were  so  ;-^  and  then,  by  Heaven,  his  life 
wece  'safel^-^aye,  though  the  daggers  of 
yonder  blood-stained  band  were  many  as  the 
Btubbk  of  the  field, — and  eaeh  bold-  heart 
would  risk  a  life  to  rifle  his/' 
>  /^^'Your  seal  is  grown  pot^t .  in  words, 
my  worthy  friend,"  replied  the  haughty  Dama, 
"with  a  smik  of  deep  sancasliic  meaning*  It 
was  not  however  observed,  for  the  shadows 
of  tfae  night  were  on  her  cheek,  and  the  at- 
tention of  both  was  soon  too  much  engaged 
in  other  matters  for  them  to  pursue  the  con- 
versation. 
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The  journey  of  that  eventfnl  night  was 
one  of  much  fatigue^  and  of  some  danger, 
as  it  led  through  one  of  the  virildest  of  the 
mountain  tracks  of  Calabria.  It  was,  how- 
ever, short,  and  the  excited  state  of  her  mind 
rendered  the  Signora  insensible  to  aught  be- 
sides. 

The  moon  did  not  rise  until  long  aft^r 
midnight,  but  it  was  shining  brightly  on 
the  more  elevated  portions  of  the  mountain 
scenery  around  them,  when  one  of  the  two 
bandits  in  attendance  pointed  out  a  long  and 
slender  column  of  smoke  arisincr  irom  the 
gorge  of  a  hollow  glen  lying  immediately  to 
the  right,  and  so  deep  and  lost  in  shadow, 
as  to  present  nothing  more  to  the  eye  than 
an  irregular  mass  of  blackness  dashed  in 
athwart  the  foreground  of  the  landscape. 

This  profound  and  murky  chasm  was,  it 
was  said,  to  prove  the  termination  of  their 
route ;  but  as  they  began  to  approach  it,  so 
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precipitous  was  the  descending  road,  that,  at 
times,  the  very,  moles  they  rode,  trembled 
with  infitinctiye  fear  as  they  began  to  find 
themselves  cramped  up  fi»r  room,  and  ba- 
lanced as  it  were  on  the  ledge-fike  path  that 
wound  beside  the  yawning  precipice  they  had 
to  traverse;  and,  short  as  was  the  distance, 
the  toil  and  peril  of  the  way  seemed  end- 
less. 

These  difficulties  were  at  last  sunnoanted, 
and  the  party  debouched  on  a  narrow  valley 
of  veidant  turf,  with  here  and  there  a  single 
evergreen-oak,  low,  and  altogether  stunted 
from  the  want  of  warmth  and' light,  for  the 
beetling  cliffs  left  but  a  still  more  narrow 
glimpse  of  sky  above. 

On  the  one  side  ran  a  gurgling  moun- 
tain stream,  and  following  its  course  for  some 
three  or  four  hundred  fittboms;  the  waters 
widened  into  a  black  and  circular  pool.  On 
the  near   side  extended  a  broad  terrace,  or 
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shelf  of  rock,  overhung  with  a  cavernous 
dome-like  hoUow  space  above,  scooped  out,  as 
it  seemed,  from  the  bowels  of  the  precipice, 
which  towered  up  beyond  it,  m  vast  and 
fearful  masses  of  honey-combed  and  perished 
rock.  Beneath  this  shelter,  if  such  it  might 
be  termed,,  were  the  bandits  carousing  around 
their  midnight  fire. 

The  troop  had  been  feasting,  and  were 
consequentlyf  as  yet,  tolerably  silent ;  but  as 
the  biffieadoes  were  now  dispatched,  and  wine, 
cigars,  and  liquors^  began  to  circulate,  the 
pealing  song  aad  merry  chorus  roared  in 
broken  echoes,  like  a  torrent  through  the 
rocks. 

Herself,  of  a  high  and  daring  tempera-* 
*inent,  the  Signora  began  to  feel  a  something 
of  the  wild  enthusiastic  fervour  of  the  scene : 
— ^but  as  the  weary  mules  drew  nearer,  and 
the  confused  objects  became  more  distinct, 
the  savage  character  of  the  tumultuous  or- 
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gies  then  proceeding,— became  but  too  appa- 
rent, 

* 

In  front, — a  booty  lately  captured  and  Just 
parted,  was  laid  out  in  distinct  shares.  Two 
watches,  a  snuff-box  with  jewelled  lid :  a  te- 
lescope, some  gold  doubloons,  and  packages 
of  fine  linen  :^again,  linen,  with  a  necklace 

* 

of  brilliants,  and  a  pair  of  ruby  clasps. 
Farther  on,  lay  rich  suits  of  clothes,  with 
Other  sundrie3,  and  among  them^^  a  travelling 
cap,  the  lining  of  which  was  stained  with 
recent  blood. 

Beside  some  of  these  heaps,  and  evident- 

* 

ly  intended  as  marks  to  show  their  owners, 
were  three  or  four  stilettos,  stuck  upright  in 
the  ground;  and  farther  on,  lay  a  broken 
trunk,  with  other  empty  packages.  Near 
these  were  sleeping  two  over-wearied  men,  of 
dark  and  sun-burnt  aspect,  and  soiled  with 
gore  and  dust:  —  a  third  lay  just  behind 
them,    half  doubled   up,   and   with  his  face 
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downwards; — at  rest,  and  for  ever!  Borne 
wounded  from  the  fray,  his  comrades  had 
laid  him  down  to  die,  and  there  he  was 
beyond  their  future  hopes  or  care. 

Moi-e  to  the  centre  sat  a  swarthy  mis- 
creant, to  whom  mere  physical  power  had 
given  a  sort  of  bad  supremacy.  Beside  him 
was  a  flask  of  the  dark-red  brandy  of  the 
mountains,  .hot,  and  strong  as  fire  ! — and  on 
his  knee,  with  a  grasp  of  iron  force,  he  held 
a  young  fair  girl, — pale,  but  still  beautiful, 
even  under  the  pressure  of  an  anguish  that 
in  its  dread  intensity  was  grown  all  dumb 
and  stoical: — the  black  and  rifted  rocks  had 
found  no  echo  to  her  shrieks  !^-and  she  would 
not  repeat  them :— but  perhaps  the  very  power 
had  passed  away,  for  she  had  struggled  all 
too  long — and  vainly. 

Judging  from  the  torn  and  tattered  shreds 
that  yet  remained, — her  dress  had  been  as 
costly  even  as  her  form  excelled  in  elegance 

i2 
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and  maiden  grace:  Even  now,  the  ruffian 
raised  a  brimming  bom  of  the  potent  ^irit 
to  her  lips,  and  as  she  shrunk  away,  he 
forced  the  ressel's  rim  "betwixt  her  teeth, 
and  pressed  the  fiery  draught  upon  her. 

*«  Hold  thy  hand !  hoW,  villain  r*-HBXiilaim- 
ed  the  Signora,  as,  leaping  fhmi'^the  saddle 
of  her  mul^,  she  rushed  ainong  them. 

*^tf  there  stand  any  IhSire  who  lefv^d  tiie 
brave  Cornaldi — strike  l^^own  with  tbe  nn&- 
dreant:  down!  He  brings  die  curse  <sS  de- 
mons on  those,  who,  however  guilty,  have 
yet  before  been  menf 

'*  It  is  the  mother  of  the  lo^  Cornaldi  1 " 
whispered  many  voices. 

**  It  is  fit  we  show  her  deference.*  Mur- 
raldo,  let  go  the  girl!" 

The  hell-hound  cowered  beforr  the  gathetv 
ing  band  in  fear  and  hatred,  and  soon,  though 
sullenly,  obeyed: — but  how-ftxed  the  victim 
of  his  past  brutality  ? 
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But  «a41y»-^very  sadly!  With  fa,inting 
limbs  that  baifdly  boie>  her  fairy  weight, 
she  stood  and  trembled,  under  the  sense  of 
new  found  liberty -*- but  found  too  late;  for 
with  it  came  a  thought  that  chilled  all  hope^ 
all  life! — Her  eyes,  grown  dry  and  leaden 
with  past  sorrow,  again  beamed  .with  a  gentle 
light,  and  for  a  moment  ahe  looked  a  grati- 
tude beyond  all  words  upon  her  unexpected 
friend :  —  and  then,  sighing  with  %  deep 
convolsiye  heav^e,  her  eyes  fell  mournfully 
upon  henaelf,  as  she  stood  alone  in  her  half- 
nakedness  and  girlish  beauty. 

Those  that  hung  around  and  might  have 
saved, — ^had  parted  and  drawn  back;  for 
now  her  upturned  glance  was  rapt  and 
holy  as  an  angel's  gazing  on  the  throne 
of  God ! 

They  saw  no  more; — ^for  on  the  instant, 
that  fair  and  outraged  form  of  breathing  love 
liness  had  sunk  for  ever  beneath  those  deep 
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dark  waters.  One  heavy  plange^  and  all  was 
past : — there  rose  no  cry ;  no  sound ; — no, 
not  a  bubble;  but  the  extending  circles 
spread  and  closed  upon  themselves  by  im- 
perceptible degrees,  as  Time  is  swallowed  in 
Eternity. 
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CHAPTER  X. 


"  Deceitful  thing ! 
Know'st  thou  that  I  can  clip  thy  wanton  wing  t 
In  wordfl  alone  I  am  not  wont  to  chafe : 
Look  to  thyself— nor  deem  thy  falsehood  safe !  " 

THB  CORSAIR. 


When  Madalena  had  sent  her  hasty  sum- 
mons to  request  the  presence  of  Montrano, 
it  was  to  communicate  the  contents  of  a 
letter  which  she  had  received  from  Anselmo ; 
and  in  which,  with  all  the  confidence  and 
fervour  of  a  happy  lover,  he  had   informed 
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her^  that  he  would  shortly  visit  the  castello 
with  a  friendly  Padre,  who  would  bestow 
the  nuptial  benediction  in  its  long  neglected 
chapel. 

But  three  short  months  before^  and  Ma* 
dalena  had  read  that  intimation  with  rapture 
and  with  gratitude ;  but  now  the  flash  t>f  an 
unholy  fire  had  curdled  the  milk,  of  human 
kindness  even  at  hef  hearty — rand  on  Uie 
entrance  of  Montrano,  she  was  laughing  in 
derision,  at  the  evident  traces  of  an  over* 
powering  emotion^  betrayed  in  the  writing 
of  the  enamoured  Anselmo. 

**  See,  my  Lord !  ''---^^sclaimed  the  &ir  dis* 
sembler,  as  she  placed  the  open  letter  in 
his  handy  and  stood  jleaning  with  asbow 
of  endearment  on  his  shoulder: 

''See  how  a  greedy  &ncy  in  imagination 
steals  the  pearl  before  the  shell  has  been 
fished  firom  the  caverns  of  the  ocean !  The 
simpleton    knows   not  the  shadow  from  the 
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substance;  he 'thinks  that  '  wofds*  are  Love! 
—  and  to  nse  One  of  his  own  salt-water 
phrases,  '  would  dncfbor  on  a  fog-bank/  And 
look,  my  Lord,  what  is  beyond !  Was  ever 
anything  so  absurd ;  so  utterly  preposter- 
ous?" 

**  I  read  the*  wotds,  btit  not  in  your  sense, 
Madalena ;— ^to  me,  they  appear  -full  of  pro* 
priety  and  meanibg.  He  states  his  fixed' in- 
tention of  renouncing,  and  for  ^ver-^the 
lawless  courses  to  ^hich  (like  mine^)  his 
youth  has  been  too*  much  devoted; — and 
for  the  future,  he  resolves  to  hold  fast  to 
the  sure  supports  of  honesty,  and  ta  win 
by  desert  the  smiles  of  Virtue  !  What  is 
absurd  in  this  ?  -^-'  have  not  I  done  the 
same?—" 

*^  In  your  Eiccellenza's  case,  it  hath  been 
'perfect  wisdom,'  etK>ugh  has  nought  to  win! 
—  and  danger  without  honour  were  emptier 
than  the  bubble  blown  by  a  child  !  Uiat  bursts 
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in  the  sunny  ray  that  gives  it  hue  and  splen- 
dour, and  wets  the  idle  fingers  that  would 
grasp  it.  But  for  the  slender  —  or,  rather, 
the  empty-pursed  Anselmo,  to  vapour  and 
talk  large  of  honesty ^  is  a  gratuitous,  a  need- 
less folly! — ^As  well  might  an  unwashed  Ra- 
gazza  call  herself  a  Princess,  and  smile  com- 
placence on  a  Cardinal!  The  man  who  thinks 
to  buy  a  bride  with  'Virtue,* — hath  worn 
his  wit  without  a  tag,  it  will  not  lace  his 
own  giubbone — ^let  him  shiver  in  the  world 
alone;  he  cannot  give  another  what  he  has 
not  for  himself! — a  'wife!'  let  him  not  keep 
a  dog/' 

Montrano's  brow  darkened,  and  looking 
fiercely  on  Madalena,  with  one  of  those  pe- 
culiar glances,  which  the  vulgar  call  Jitre 
occhiacci,  or  the  stare  of  the  evUrtyt^  — 
and  which,  in  the  instance  of  the  Count, 
arose  from  a  momentary  dilatation,  and  a 
fiery  brightness  of  the  organ  of  vision   fol- 
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lowing  a  sudden  determination  of  blood  to 
the  brain,  on  occasions  of  mental  excite* 
ment, — ^he  said  solemnly  and  firmly 

"  If  you  Hve,  Signora,  you  shall  '  live ' 
to  be  Anselmo's  bride !  " 

"  If  I  liveT' — responded  Madalena,  evi- 
dently rapt  with  the  dark  insinuation  the 
supposition  might  imply  : — 

«  If  I  live  ! " 

As  if  not  heeding  her,  Montrano  conti- 
nued— 

''  The  brave  Anselmo  has  sailed  right 
merrily  over  many  a  summer  sea,  then  smooth 
as  glass!  although  within  its  dark  unfa- 
thomed  womb,  the  spirit  of  the  storm  but 
slumbered  ! — and  navies  might  have  foundered. 
Such  be  *  thy  smiles  '  to  him, — without  a 
shadow  or  a  trace  of  the  deep, — the  damned 
perdition  that  passions  such  as  thine  may 
soon  involve  !  " 

Madalena    would   have  spoken,    but   as- 
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tounded  with  -rage  and  fear,  her  qaiveriog 
lips  refused  a  soand,  and  again  the  deep 
and  sonorous  voice  of  Moatrano  rolled  its 
accusing  thunders  on  her  ear. 

'*  Woman,  beware, — I  read  your  thoughts 
in  your  confusion ;  you  have  woiked  too 
far  upon  my  weakness;  but  dream  not  of 
a  power  as  yet  beyond>«— and  one  that  yoo 
shall  never  reach  !  It  is  his  '  wealth/  and 
not  Montrano,  that  has  made  you  what  you 
are — the  treacherous  flaunting  weed,  that 
poisons  where  it  should  have  jiourished*** 

**  Hear  me,— « it  boots  not  how, — but  be- 
twixt Anselmo  and  myself  there  holds  a 
bond  of  two^lbld  interest,  and  if  either  let  it 
go,  then  both  are  ruined.  Offending  An- 
selmo  in  a  point  so  vital,  he  would  break 
with  me:— and  then  the  fortune  that  you 
^ prize'  is  gone, — has  perished  beyond  all 
hope  ! 

*^  Meet  bimi  &&  I  have  said,  a  '  smiling ' 
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bride, — although  a  false  one!-^Oh,  that  me- 
mory were  as  frail  as  thou  art, — and  that  it 
bore  no  record  of  the  past. 

**  Yes ;  meet  the  man  who,  as  he  knows 
thee  not, — may  lore  thee  still ;  and  be  to 
his  worii  heart  a  lulling  cafan,  even  if  thou 
canst  not  be  a  joy:«^be  this,  and  thou 
shalt  still  have  fortune; — aye,  the  'gold!' 
for  which  thou  hast  periled  soul  and  body 
too,  so  readily." 

Montrano  passed  away,  and  Madalena 
felt  as  if  relieved  from  a  weight  that  had 
crushed  her  to  the  dust.  The  self-delusive 
hopes  that  she  had  bought  so  dearly  had 
sunk  beneath  her,  and  left  her  with  no 
alternative  but  to  follow  the  advice  so  sternly 
given  ;  and  all  that  she  had  gathered  for 
her  pains,  was  but — 

"  The  late  repentance  of  that  honr, 
When  Penitence  hath  lost  her  power 
To  tear  one  terror  from  the  grave, — 
And  will  not  soothe,  and  cannot  save.** 
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But  a  few  days  had  elapsed,  and  a 
second  private  courier  of  the  Count's  arrived 
with  letters,  and  after  some  hours  one  of 
them  was  laid  before  Carema. 

The  delay  was  odd ; — had  it  been  tam- 
pered with? — ^The  suspicion  was  uncomfort- 
able; and  the  more  so,  as  it  came  too  late 
for  that  examination  that  might  have  cleared 
up  the  point;  for,  in  her  haste,  Carema  bad 
broken  the  seal  without  a  moment's -pause, 
or  even  a  second  glance,  when  the  first  had 
shown  her  that  the  superscription  was  in  the 
hand  of  her  old  friend  the  Doctor* 


««  Clifton  Wood. 

'^  Methinks,  Carema,  that  the  formality 
of  a  letter  destroys  its  social  charm.  The 
set  bow  and  declaration  are  well  enough 
with  the  acquaintance  of  yesterday;  —  but 
with  our  old  familiar  friends,  with  those 
whom  love  has  enthroned  in  our  ''  heart  of 
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hearts/'  >  protestations  were  indeed  a  folly. 
No  9  I'll  have ^  none  on't. 

^'  Again^  this  talking  on  paper  is  but  a 
blank  and  '  black '  affair.  Oh,  for  the  light 
of  those  dear  eyes  that  glanced  a  sunshine 
of  -happy  thoughts,  and  made  the  dullest 
eloquent  with  an  inspiration  not  their  owd« 
And  then,  to  lose  the  chance  of  playing 
the  conjurer,  too,  upon  occasion^ — and  that 
with  so  sweet  a  subject ;  when  one  might 
raise  the  dainty  spirit  of  a  blush  so  easily; 
shading  each  expression  to  the  tint  that 
made  it  beautiful,  but  not  too  warm.  Heigb- 
ho !  that  the  few  golden  hours  that  a  bachelor 
might  hope  to  glean  from  the  arid  desola- 
tion of  his  lonely  path,  should  be  so  snatched 
away  and  lost» 

'^  But  fie  on't !  —  I  have  fallen  into  the 
worst  of  epistolatory  follies,^the  low,  mean 
vice  of  selfishness;  and  in  one  of  the  most 
contemptible  of  its  grades  too, — ^the  maudling 
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sentimeixtal,  ,  Well,  to  sin  against  conviction 
requires  a  heroism  in  the  pause  of  eisil  tli^t 
even  tbe  absolute,  8Qul-and*bo4y»  case-har- 
dening of  a  '  medical  practioe/--that  combi- 
nation of  every  imaginable  physical  a^ 
mental  horrori  will  hardly  give  one  nerve 
enough  to  essay^— «t  least  before  a  lady. 

''  Did  you  ever,  meet  with  wj  thing 
80  bad  7 — as  the  last  sentence  I  .  aiean, 
Carema.  But  the  fact  is,  my  dear  child, 
that  I  have  all  the  while  been  ^dgetting 
about  from  right  to  left,  aixd  trying  to  rua 
away  from  myself,  but  it  won't  dor-^— no, 
no ;-  as  Launcelot  Gobbo  says,  '  my  con- 
science is  a  very  unreasonable  sort  of  a 
conscience:' — and  this  secret  hangs  abput 
the  neck  of  it  with  the  weight  of  a  mill- 
stone on  a  noose ; — so  that  if  I  stay  •  long 
enough,  it  wiU  throttle  me  before  I  have 
the  chance  of  a  plunge: — so  to  leap  clear 
of  all   impediments,  I  will  confess  at  once 
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that  I  have  done  your  old  friend,  young 
Blandfbrd,  a  gross  injustice. 

"  Poor  fellow]!  he  has  indeed  been  deeply 
injuted,  and  his  life  endangered,  by  false 
and  malicious  evidence ;  which,  I  am  ashamed 
to  acknowledge,  I  might  probably  have  de- 
tected at  the  time,  had  I  had  the  grace  to 
have  listened  tq  his  own  straight-forward 
pleadings,  or  to  your  spirited  protest  in  his 
favour; — ^but  no;  an  over-weaning,  conceit- 
ed prejudice,  made  me  the  dupe  of  the 
man  I  most  despise,  — -  the  solemn,  hypo- 
critical trickster,  Kenrick.  And  now  that 
we  are  all  in  arms  to  do  poor  Blandford 
justice,  both  the  accuser  and  the  accused, 
the  innocent  and  the  guilty,  are  strangely 
absent, 

*'  We  have  received  an  important  letter 
from  a  Captain  Grant  of  the  navy,  who 
holds  a  command  on  the  West  Indian  sta- 
tion, and   who  writes  to   say  that  he  shall 
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be  able  to  recover  Frank's  large  paternal 
property; — he  adds,  that  he  had  left  our 
injured  friend  at  Palermo,  and  that  he  has 
not  been  able  to  gain  any  tidings  of  him 
since. 

''  As  you  may  imagine,  we  have  sought 
his  uncle  too,  but  virith  very  different  mo- 
tives ;  and  with  some  rather  mysterious  cir- 
cumstances, on  which  we  wait  a  second 
answer,  the  result  has  been  the  same. 

"  We  have  our  anxieties,  my  dear  friend, 
and  deep  and  thrilling  ones  they  are,  con 
ceming  yourself.  I  was  going  to  say  some- 
thing else  ;  but  your  good  Guardian  has 
just  laid  his  hand  upon  my  arm,  and  tells 
me  in  a  whisper,  *  that  those  who  write 
too  largely  on  some  subjects  have  little 
chance  of  being  read  at  all  in  the  intended 
quarter;' — but,  verbum  sapienti  sat  est,  I 
obey  the  mandate ;  and  although  **  cabined, 
cribbed,    confined,"   as    a    correspondent,  by 
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these  prudential  sunnisea^  I  wai,  nevertheleis, 
with  all  freedom  and  perspicuity,  my  dear 
Miaa  Damley, 


€€ 


Ever  faithfully  youre, 

''  David  M'Mara. 


»i 


If  Carema  felt  happy  that  Frank's  West 
Indian  property  had  been  recovered,  it  was 
on  his  account  alone;  for  her  emotions 
were  far  more  deeply  and  warmly  aroused 
to  find  that  he  had  been  sojourning  so  near 
her  as  at  Palermo, — and  if  so,  had  he  not 
pursued  her? 

The  very  idea  was  a  confinnaticWMk^  hi* 
love,— and  the  burning  blushes  of  a  sympa- 
thetic passion  glowed  on  her  cheek  ;<^but 
only  for  a  moment :  for  scarcely  had  her 
bosom  swelled  with  the  pleasure  of  the 
thought,  before  the  recollection  of  the  chain 
damped   every   feeling  of  delight   with    the, 

VOL.  III.  K 
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fear  of  his  baviog  been  plundered,  or  per- 
haps murdered;  suspicions  which  the  thea 
disturbed  state  of  the  country  rendered  by 
no  means  improbable. 

The  inquiries  made  by  Rosalia,  too,  had 
been  most  unsatisfactory ;  as  her  new  firiend, 
the  gobbo,  could  not  be  won  to  give  her 
any  direct  answer  on  the  pcnnt  in  question. 
Ctfrema  had  entertained  some  thoughts 
of  seeing  the  maA  herself,  but  she  was 
told  that  he  was  become  absent  and  suUen 
in  his  manner ;  and  besides,  he  had  recently 
suffered  from  an  inflammation  of  the  eyes^ 
or  at  least,  he  wore  a  large  shade  oyer  them, 
that  seemed  to  say  as  much,  and  suflSciently 
inferred  that  the  present  was  no  very  timely 
opportunity  for  the  investigation,  eren  if  she 
chose  to  attempt  it. 

Still,  upon  the  whole,  this  hidden  affec- 
tion lay  lighter  on  her  heart,  with  the 
recollection   that    Blandford    had    recovered 
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reputation,  fortune,  and  friends;  and  then 
the  energy  of  his  character  seemed  a 
guarantee  for  his  safety,  for  it  would  battle 
through  a  thousand  diflSculties; — ^mdeed,  in 
every  yiew,  she  was  more  comfortable,  and 
not  half  so  desirous  of  persuading  her  guaiv 
dian,  the  Count,  to  undertake  the  voyage  to 
England  as  she  had  been. 

Still  flushed  with  the  late  intelHgence, 
and  half  confused  with  conflicting  thoughts, 
Carema  had  for  some  time  remained  in  the 
saloon,  unengaged  and  self-abstracted,  al- 
though a  volume  of  the  immortal  Tasso  lay 
before  her, — when  Montrano  entered;  and  s6 
quietly  as  not  to  be  observed  until  he  was 
seated  at  her  side. 

<'  What,  Signom,  have  you  no  sympathy 
for  the  sorrows  of  Rinaldo?-^or,  perchance 
your  fency  has  been  rapt  with  meditations 
still  more  sadly  sweet,  and  you  have  mused 
on   the  fate  of  the   poet;    on   him,  whose 
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only  crime  was  a  too  ambitious  loTe!— ^ 
Tasso!  there  is  a  dungeon  darker  far  than 
thine;  —  a  fate  more  stemi — that  of  the 
heart  without  one  ray  of  hopCi — and  the 
wild  beatings  of  a  passion,  that  fean  anni- 
bilation  from  a  word, — and  feeds  upon  its 
own  despair.'' 

The  look  of  Montrano  was  eloquent, 
with  a  fond  and  gentle  melancholy,  that 
seemed  to  imply  a  meaning  more  personal 
than  the  words  would  render.  Indeed,  Ca- 
rema  could  not  doubt,  but  that  he  had 
spoken  of  himself!  of  something  that  his 
youth  had  suffered.  She  even  told  him  so, 
and  with  a  wann  and  friendly  interest. 

Smiling  mournfully,  the  Count  took  her 
hand  with  an  air  of  confidential  respect 
that  hardly  admitted  of  interruption; — ^nor 
was  Carema  inclined  to  offer  it,  as  she 
had  not  any  idea  that  the  action  could  be 
construed    into    aught    but    courtesy.      The 
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hand  that  pressed  her  own  was  cold  as 
marble;  and  the  tone  in  which  Montrano 
spoke  was  deep,  but  subdued  as  with  an 
effort  that  mastered  emotions  stronger  than 
the  words  embodied. 

**  O,  mignone  mia  !  I  speak  of  feelings  once 
my  own;-— and  would  it  were  no  parable! 
the  same  transporting  thoughts  that  fired 
my  bosom  then  are  glowing  still  within  the 
heart  that  knew  no  joy  without  them ! — that 
deemed  them  lost  for  ever;  and  yet  that 
thrills  again  with  measureless  delight,  to 
find  the  altar  rekindling  with  -a  tenfold 
flame,  that  seemed  but  heaped  with  ashes." 

A  rekindling  warmth  shot  indeed,  sudden 
as  a  flash  of  electricity,  through  the  before 
cold  hand  that  held  Carema's.  She  blushed, 
and  withdrew  her  own  instinctively,  with  a 
sense  of  the  Count's  excitement;  but  not 
for  a  moment  aware  that  it  centered  in  her- 
self. 
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**  Yes,  the  soft  entrancemeDt  eiiTiioned 
mei  as  with  a  halo  of  unsabstantial  hope. 
Even  when  yet  a  boy,— «he  whose  gentle 
voice  was  more  thaa  music;  whose  smiles 
were  more  than  life ! — she  deemed  my  passioa 
but  a  *  Xionj  of  fancy/ — the  light  amusement 
of  an  idle  hour,  that  might  be  thrown  away 
as  easily  as  won. 

''  I  knew  not  this; — and  leaning  on  the 
soft  perdition  of  her  kindness,  I  loved  more 
ardently  than  ever! — and  in  that  false  se* 
curity,  I  built  bright  airy  dDeai99  of  futnie 
joy,  such  as  two  hearts  may  fx^easuxe  fn>m 
the  world,  and  prize  beyond  it 

^*  At  kiAt  I  spoke  more  plainly,  as  I 
might  nwo:  and  she,  who  was  the  Angel 
of  my  destiny,  turned  coldly  hom  me  with 
a  proud  disdain,  that  seemed  to  wonder 
that  one  so  young  was  grown  so  ripe  in 
boldness.  She  mocked  the  agony  of  my 
complaints,    and    made    the    secret,    earnest 
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pleadings  of  my  passioa  a  common  jest  for 
the  babble  of  Palermo  ! 

**  I  bore  it  all,— <as  men  who  smile  at 
torture !  and  with  a  faith  augmented ;  for 
beauty  such  as  hers — yes,  for  she  was  then, 
as  thou  art  notetf  Carema,  all  soft  and 
balmy  as  an  opening  flower,  and  scorn 
and  cruelty  seemed  forced  and  foreign  to 
one  of  such  mild  excellence;  to  one  so 
calmly  sweet  and  holy  in  the  even  tenor 
of  a  guileless  soul. 

'^  Yes!  I  thought  so  then,  deceived  by 
that  delirium  that  gave  me  not  a  chance 
to  see  myself,  as  others  might  behold,-T- 
a  raw  and  slender  stripling,  with  aspirations 
far  beyond  his  age,  whose  hopes  seemed 
less  than  vanity,  and  in  their  desperation 
but  the  more  absurd.  And  so  they  were : 
it  was  as  if  the  callow  nestling  of  the  cloud* 
wrapt  eyrie  should  dare  the  eagle's  flight 
without  her  plumes. 
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**  Well,  she  of  whom  I  speak  was  wooed 
by  one  that  mated  with  her  own  maturity 
of  years;  and  as  he  loved  with  all  since- 
rity, she  loved  again,  as  well  she  might : 
— I  feel  its  justice  now ;   but  then«^ 

**  Ah,  it  matters  not  to  trace  the  storm 
and  fury  of  the  thoughts  that  followed! 
and  they  the  kindred  too,  who  might  have 
soothed  my  youthful  sorrows,  but  goaded 
them  to  madness!  —  They  drove  me  into 
exile,  where,  shunned  by  all  but  men  as 
wild  in  wickedness  as  I  was  in  misfortune; 
I  felt  a  pride  to  conquer  evil  by  itself, — 
and,  of  what  they  called  disgrace  and  ruin, 
I  built  the  fortune  that  soon  outbraved  their 
malice. 

''  But  I  anticipate  too  far:  —  in  the 
mean  time,  I  once  returned,  drawn  home 
by  filial  piety,  to  mourn  a  father's  bier. 
I  came,  and  found  myself  an  alien  in  that 
sweet    home    that    had    nursed    my    happy 
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childhood.  I  found,  indeed,  that  I  had  not 
been  forgotten: — ^no,  the  cold,  false  para- 
sites, that  had  nerved  my  father's  arm  to 
launch  my  youth  adrift,  had  guided  too  the 
trembling  hand  of  age  to  write  me  down 
the  c&nnAertVect— and  as  iar  as  they  had  the 
power,  I  found  myself  manufactured  into  a 
Tery  beggar,  by  all  the  grave  formalities  of 
law. 

''  But  this  was  nothing:  —  soon  after- 
wards I  came  again,  and  had  the  mad- 
dening chance  to  meet  with  her  that  I 
had  loved.  We  met  as  friends,  for,  by  a 
happy  accident,  I  had  been  her  husband's ; 
and  she  was  mine,  within  the  circle  of  a 
coy  reserve,  and  schooled  my  heart  to  pa- 
tience with  angelic  virtue;  and  I  had 
triumphed  over  all  the  follies  of  the  past, 
had  she  but  thought  it  possible.  Her  doubt 
of   me   was   treachery   to   herself,    and   left 

x2 
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me,   though  inpocentj  yet   still   to  be^r  the 
penalty  of  guilt. 

"  No  matter  for  the  rest: — my  veiy 
breath  grows  hot  an4  faint  upon  the 
thought. — She  died! — and  then,  still  true  to 
the  affectioQ,  that  from  the  first  had  been 
with  me  far  more  than  passion,  I  mingled 
a  deep  and  honest  grief  with  his  who 
mourned  her  with  a  dearer  name,  but  not 
so  longi — ^for  he  too  died. 

**  Her  only  child,  a  daughter,  liyed  aa 
orphan.  She  was.  an  infant  then,  and  left, 
to  the  care  of  one,  himself  too  youiig  for 
such  a  charge;  and  so,  in  very  love,  the 
smiling  treasure  was  sent  to  those  who, 
tended  her  with  more,  advantage ;— and  he,, 
of  whom  I  speak,  became  again  the  rest-: 
less  wanderer  upon  the  earth  without  ^ 
home  that  he  bad  been  before: — and  rolling 
years   passed  on,   without  a  dream  of  that 


TH£  PICAROON,  203 

transporting  hope  that  now  beams  radiant 
on  his.  soul,  and  has  arisen  when  he  waj» 
most  despairing;  as  from  the  desolate  and 
frozen  ocean  of  the  north  the  aurora  boiealis 
glows  with  brighter  tints  than  paint  the 
sunset  skies  of  southern  climes. 

*' O  cava  mia! — that  fading  smile,  those 
veiled  and  humid  eyes,  confess  without  a 
voice  that  I  am  understood, — at  least  in 
part;  and  for  the  rest— oh,  no!  in  niercy, 
venture  not  a  word! — The  time  we  hold  is 
ever  fraught  with  bitterness  enough:  the 
breath  we  draw,  and  that  far  dearer  life 
of  hope,  is  ever  doubtful  for  the  morrow;, 
then  why  fore-judge  the  future? — there  is 
a  charity  in  that  uncertainty;  and  silence  is 
an  easy  boon  of  mercy/' 

The  request  was  scarcely  heard,  and. 
yet  was  Carema  silent  Overpowered  with 
conflicting  thoughts,  and  speechless  in  her 
wonder,  she    had  no  answer  but  her  tears. 
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There  was  a  tender  lecoUection  of  her 
mother  tooj  that  mingled  with  her  own 
more  deep  emotions  and  checked  precipi- 
tance. 

How  had  Montrano  suffered?  Yes,  even 
with  the  desperation  he  had  loved.  His 
passion  had  been  indeed  all  rash^  and  pre* 
mature  as  was  the  ardour  of  his  youth; 
but  then,  that  love  was  not  in  itself  the 
less  sincere,  or  less  noble  the  self-abandon- 
ment that  proved  it  And  what  had  been 
the  penalty  ?— domestic  ties  all  sereied,  and 
for  awhile,  a  princely  fortune  broken  down 
and  cast  to  strangers  >-^nd  worse,  far  worse 
than  these,  the  stem  necessity  to  struggle 
through  the  ignoble  crowd,  the  violent  and 
base,  by  a  force  superior  to  their  own, 
and  gaining,  after  aU,  the  precedence  of 
might,  rather  than  that  of  honour. 

There    was    a.  soft    indulgence  too   that 
nestled  in  Carema's  breast,  and  pleaded  f<»* 
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Montrano!  —  the  partiality  and  sentiment  of 
gratitude  that  woman  ever  feels  to  him  that 
truly  loves ;  yes,  though  her  heart  were 
passionless  as  ice,  it'  were  an  outrage  on 
our  common  nature,  to  doubt  that  strong 
regard,  that  deep  respect,  that  such  an 
oflPering  must  ever  claim  from  her,  who, 
conscious  of  her  own  sincerity,  feels  all  its 
value  in  another. 

Montrano,  too,  was  in  the  prime  and 
vigour  of  his  age,^noble  in  mien,— of  a 
free  and  manly  nature;  and  Carema  could' 
not  but  remember,  that  many  a  proud 
Italian  Dama,  in  spite  of  all  his  faults, 
(as  far  at  least  as  she  had  guessed  them), 
would  have  smiled  delighted  at  the  offer. 

She  felt  all  this,  and  yearned  in  friend* 
liness  and  gratitude  to  tell  him,  that  her 
affections  had  long  been  given  to  another. 
But  no;  the  burning  blush  of  maiden  mo- 
desty grew   deeper  with  the  thought, — and 
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with  the  determination  to  be  at  least  thus 
just|  she  had  not  then  the  power  to  give 
her  thought  an  utterance. 

More  beautiful  in  that  confusion  than 
he  had  ever  seen  her,  Montrano  gazed  en- 
tranced upon  her  charms !— and  in  the  fond 
delusion  of  an  enraptured  hearty  he  deemed 
her  all  his  own. 

A  moment  more,  and  he  had  blessed 
her  with  a  lover's  transport!  but  as  the 
ecstatic  thought  shot  tenfold  life  through 
every  limb, — ^the  page,  Fazzello,  entered  hasti- 
ly; nor  heeding  look,  nor  word  of  check, 
came  boldly  forward. 

"  Your  Excellenza's  pardon, — but  there 
waits  one  without,  whom  you  have  ever  hdd 
in  high  esteem,  and  who  comes,  as  he 
affirms,  with  tidings  that  will  not  brook 
delay  : — he  bade  me,  on  my  life  !  not  dally 
for  an  instant/' 

Fazzello's    looks,    even    more    than    his 
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words,  implied  some  deadly  danger!  but 
Montrano  had  lingered  still,  if,  on  turning 
round,  he  had  not  seen  that  it  was  in 
▼ain,— as  in  the  interim  Carema  had  re- 
tired. 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


Macbglk — Wbtte'er  tkoa  art,  for  thy  good  oaution,  tliaiiks ; 
Thou  hut  harp'd  my  foar  aright : — ^bat  on*  word  mora. — 


Wiuh^H0  will  not  bo  eonmanded  i^h&n'u  anothor. 
Mora  potent  than  the  first  1 


In  ihat  antique  study,  we  have  before  de- 
scribed with  its  matchless  bronzes  and  gor- 
geous hangings, — sat  Montrano,  with  his 
unexpected   guest.      The  latter  was   Zaconi ; 
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and  the  vehemence  with  which  he  spoke, 
showed  an  over-charged  and  restless  state  of 
mind. 

*'  You  treat  the  danger  lightly,  Count ; 
but  thus  to  reason,  and  with  ruffians  such 
as  these!  were  idle:  —  ay,  as  to  bid  the 
fiery  drift  of  JEIdsl  stem  the  rushing  wind  ! — 
They  have  wetted  their  diners  with  the 
oath  upon  their  lips,  that  never  yet  was 
sworn  in  vain/' 

''You  mistake  me,  Zaconi! — I  question 
not  their  ma/tcf,  but  I  doubt  their  power! 
Though  they  would  sting  as  eagerly  as 
breeding  adders,  they  cannot  harm  me  here; 
unless,  indeed,  they  delve  like  rats,  and 
burrow  under  these  old  walls." 

''  They  will  draw  lots,  my  Lord,  and  he 
to  whom  the  chance  may  fall,  will  seek 
your  life,  though  sure  to  lose  his  own.  No 
matter  what  the  difficulty,  or  what  the  dan- 
ger!  the  man  so  doomed  is  forced  to  brave 
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it; — and  if  he  ahrink^  or  fail,  hie  comrades 
will  hew  him  piecemeal  to  the  earth  with 
lingering  tortures.  Believe  it  not!  escape 
is  but  for  a  time.  They  will  scale  the  giddy 
rampart;  swim  the  moat;  or  stab  yon  by 
the  altar!  or  In  the  open  fidd:  all  placet 
are  grown  fatal,  when  we  must  cope  with 
men  drunk  with  the  *  desperation '  of  despair ! 
They  say,  that  the  blood  of  the  brave  Cor- 
naldi  calls  aloud  for  vengeance :— Aor  is  there 
a  bandit  troop  in  Italy,  but  what  would 
share  the  risk  in  such  a  cause.  My  Lord, 
with  numbers,  and  so  leagued,  none  can 
contend; — you  are  already  doomed.'' 

"  If  so,"*-said  Montrano  bitterly, — "  why 
say  a  word  about  it,  uiJess  you  knew  a 
way  to  blot  the  book  of  fate,  and  hide  the 
record? — ^Tell  them,  that  Comaldi  rushed 
upon  his  death,  and  met  no  more  than  his 
desert! — Nay,  let  them  come  as  he  did, — 
one   by    one,    eager    and    armed    for    mur- 
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der! — and  each    shall    share    the    saifte    re- 
ward." 

''They  say,  my  Lordi  that  had  he  fallen 
without  treachery,  his  death  had  not  been 
thus  concealed! — ^The  proud  old  Dama,  his 
mother,  too,  has  maddened  them  with 
thoughts  of  vengeance !— -«nd  as  I  said  before, 
to  a  man  they  are  sworn,-— and  ready  for 
the  deed." 

"  Santo  Paolo !  you  mock  me  at  the 
best,  Zaconi.  If  all  is  fixed  and  pre-or- 
dained, beyond  the  chance  or  hope  of  pause 
or  fidlare, — ^why  then  to  talk  of  it  were 
idler  than  the  prattle  of  a  child.  But 
come,  as  we  are  old  friends,  we'll  yet  be 
merry  while  we  may,  and  drink  a  toast  to 
death '!«^ 

"  What,  hoa !  Fazzello  :  —  a  flask  of 
wine/* 

Although  it  was  half  against  his  incli- 
nation, yet  Zaconi  accepted  this  social 
challenge,    aware   that   his   intelligence    was 
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more  likely  to  work  by  reflection  on  so  bold 
a  spirit  as  Montrano'Si  than  if  urged  more 
strongly  at  the  moment.  Nor  was  he  mis- 
taken. Montrano  drank  with  a  zest  that  was 
more  affected  than  real;  and  it  was  soon 
easy  to  perceiTS,  that  he  was  thinking  deeply 
and  sternly  on  the  fhture. 

<'My  Lord/'  said  Zaconi,  after  a  long 
pause,  during  which  he  had  obsenred  that 
the  mind  of  the  Count  was  thus  inyolved-— 

''  I  have  bethought  me  of  a  way  to 
throw  a  damp  upon  their  rage,  and  one 
that  would  assuage  it  as  suddenly  and  surely 
as  oil  dropped  on  the  ruffled  wat^«  stills 
their  beating !  Their  oath  of  vengeance  is 
subject  to  another  of  still  more  commanding 
import.  The  men  we  speak  of  are  CSarbo- 
nan. 

^'Tbey  do  yotir  party  honour/'  said  the 
Count,  sarcastically. 

''But  what  is  the  bath  of  which  you 
speak?" 
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ti 


The  one  that  bids  us  to  relinquish  afl 
private  feuds  that  may  interfere  with  our 
great  cause— until  that  is  lost  or  won!— « 
Become  a  brother  of  our  plot;  a  Carbonari ! 
and  you  are  safe/' 

Montrano  passed  his  hand  across  his 
brow^  as  one  oppressed  with  half-remembered 
thoughts. 

''  I  have  a  doubt  that  never  yet  pos- 
sessed me.  What,  if  I  became  so  for  awhile 
-*or  rather  seemed  to  be  so  ? '' 

Zaconi's  eyes  flashed  with  all  the  fire  of 
a  thwarted  partisan's. 

''  Seemed ! "  he  repeated  with  a  startling 
emphasis, 

^'  Seemed ! — Oh,  it  were  all  unworthy  of 
the  brave  Montrano,  to  wear  the  name  of 
patriot  as  a  made!  The  holy  cause  of  free- 
dom demands  a  martyr's  singleness  of  soul : 
— the  sword  that  has  been  steeled  in  'vir- 
tuous   resolution ;'«— the   fortitude    to   suffer. 
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with  a  purpose  steady  and  prevailiQg  as  the 
ocean's  rising  tide." 

**  All  this  is  noble,  and  yet  it  is  no  more 
aubstantial  than  the  bravery  of  a  dream." 

Thus  said  Montrano,  speaking  inwardly, 
and  as  if  his  thought  had  become  audible 
unawares. 

''I  have  another  doubt,  Zaconi: — not  of 
your  zeal,  but  as  to  the  advantage  to  be 
gained,  were  all  your  hopes  achieved!  Say 
that  the  foreign  interference  were  withdrawn, 
that  keeps  our  people  tame,  our  nobles 
humble;  would  not  our  ancient  animosities 
again  '  cry  havock,  and  let  slip  the  dogs 
of  war ; '  and  that  amongst  oursdves  ?  And 
what,  Zaconi;  what  would  be  the  issue? — 
By  Santo  Paolo,  the  very  canaglia,  la  plebeo 
—the  fierce  tyrannic  mob  would  tread  us  in 
the  dosf 

''  Not  so,  my  Lord :— ^1  have  not  the 
time,   or  wish,  to  weaf  the  splendid  diains 
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of  '  brief  authority.'  The  many-headed  mul- 
titude are  far  too  jealous  to  let  their  fellows 
mount  aliove  themselves  by  that  low  selfish- 
ness, that  would  but  press  them  down  in  the 
attempt  No;  those  that  look  above  them, 
and  beyond  them,  must  be  by  nature  taller: 
ill  other  words,  they  must  have  the  talent 
and  desert  that  claims  the  right  to  govern, 
by  the  best  of  all  prerogatives, — the  force  and 
energy  of  innate  character." 

*^  Tush,  Zaconi ! — this  is  the  fond  delusive 
cant,  that,  like  the  harlot  of  the  Hebrew 
story,  who  lulled  the  giant  into  slumber, 
while  the  Philistines  stole  his  locks  of 
strength, — in  turn  has  cheated  every  land 
into  that  scrambling  struggle  in  which  some 
military  despot  rises  into  greatness,  even  by 
the  viced  which  surround  him,  and  which, 
when  subverted  by  his  sword,  become  his 
stepping-stones  to  power. 
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**  Nay,  knit  not  thy  brow  8o  heavily,  Za- 
coni.  The  change  that  makes  a  nation  hap- 
pier,  is  ever  to  be  wished  and.  blessed;-' 
but  this  depends  not  on  the  artful^  d^mar 
gogue,  or  ever-changing  mob,  but  on  the 
growth  of  that  intelligence,  which,  if  it  sproyt 
at  all,  spreads  round  about  on  every  sid^ 
resistless  in  its  own  vitality,  and  idl  per- 
vading as  the  sweet  herbage  of  the  spring 
that  with  its  impartial  blessing  crowns  the 
valley  and  the  hill  with  food  and  beauty. 

"  The  revolution  that  depends  on  viofence 
is  ever  brief  in  its  result,  as  sanguinary  in 
its  struggle.  A  change,  not  perfect  in  itself, 
but  leading  on  to  others,  often  worse  than 
what  it  had  supplanted.  In  the  old  days 
of  gothic  gloom,  when  the  hearts  of  men 
were  hard  as  the  iron  mail  they  wore,  the 
fiat  of  the  sword  was  deemed  the  choice  of 
God  !  and  nations  bowed  before  it    But  this 
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has  passed,  and  never  will  return.  The 
^chance'  of  war  is  now  no  longer  sacred: 
it  serves  the  gamblers  in  a  loan,  far  more 
than  those  it  proffers  to  protect  6r  to  ayenge. 
Besides,  the  yictory,  be  it  claimed  by  which 
it  may,  is,  after  all,  a  thing  of  sordid  cal- 
culation more  than  of  honour, — depending 
on  the  sums  that  hire  and  betray ;  that  give 
to  either  side  the  greater  numbers  and  the 
better  food, — ^those  great  essentials  that  con^ 
stitute  the  physical  superiority  which  leads 
to  ibe  result.  I  have  lived  in  the  selfish 
world  too  long — to  share  in  follie^  such  as 
these,  Zaconi/' 

''  Metbinks,  my  Lord,  for  one  so  delicate 
in  thought,  your  practice  has  been  of  the 
roughest!  Yet,  forgive  me: — a  little  private 
warfare^  got  up  sub  rosd,  on  our  own  ac* 
count,  must  be  overlooked  in  a  pkHanthnh- 
pisif  too  soft  of  heart  to  probe  the  festering 

VOL.  in.  L 
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caneeroQs  wound  that  unexcised  will  rot 
fiwtty  the  titalff  of  the  Btate/ 
'  ^  C&fyo' di  tttglio!*  you  bare  me  there, 
Zaoom!  But  pau^e  a  moment,  man.  Hie 
Kttle'  skirmishes  you  speak  of,  what  were 
they  but  reprisals  on  the  common  foe?  In 
breaking  through  the  fetters  a  foreign  force 
imposed  upon  our  commerce;  I  struck  at  the 
soul  of  tyranny,  without  the  chance  of  that 
defeat,  which  those  who  touch  its  iron  car- 
cass, with  strength  no  more  than  your  dark 
brotherhood  possess,  bring  down  in  thunder 
on  themselves. 

^'  And  then  again,  Zaconi ;  if  you  allude 
to  the  confusion  that  I  have  hurled  on  those 
who  first  had  ruined  me,  —  the  friends  that 
fattened  on  my  losses  when  an  exile:  then, 
by:  Santo  Paolo,  that  hath  pleased  me 
well ! 

*  Colpo  di  tsgUo— a  cu$^ng  bUm. 
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'^  But  these  things  are  all  past ;  and  those 
ungrateful  dogs,  the  bandits  and  the  rest^ 
whom  I  have  <  often  richly  paid  for  little 
service ;  now  they  would  rend  the  hand  that 
fed  them,  would  they  ?  A  Carbonari  ?  No  ;^^ 
aU  ruffians,  as  they  are,  I've  thought  of  a 
way  to  quiet  them  at .  once»  Gk>ld  !  gold  ! 
Zaconiy  shall  silence  every  oath;  ay,  though 
they  were  numberless  as  shine  the  rising  stars 
of  night," 

''  Yet  think,  my  Lord,  that  gold,  when 
weighed  with  gold,  but  finds  a  level.  The 
haughty  mother  of  Cornaldi  has  bribed  them 
deeply  for  the  blow;  and  there  are  some 
among  them  too,  who  loved  her  son  with 
that  wild  love  that  mutual  danger  rivets 
strong  as  death !  and  these  are  doubly  armed 
against  you.  Flight ! — a  second  exile !  or  to 
become  a  Carbonari:  —  there  is  no  choice 
beyond  them," 
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'''  Hark  ye>  Zaconi :  delay  them  for  awhile ; 
—ay,  keep  the  hornets  oS  me  for  a  sea- 
son (I  know  thou  canst  do  that),  and  I 
will  thank  thee.  This  accident,  at  such  a 
time  as  this,  is  doubly  cursed; — for  man,  I 
had  given  my  wearied  heart  a  holiday,  and 
learnt  to  be  as  joyous  as  a  child,  in  the 
rich  hopes  that  even  now  have  bound  my 
brow  with  myrtle,  lliou  hast  heard  of  my 
first  love-^so  true  and  yet  so  fatal !  but 
this  is  rich  in  all  the  other  wanted.  The 
sweet  enchantress  too,  who  rules  my  des|i- 
ny^'— she,  may  the  holy  saints  be  blessed! 
is  all  my  own! 

,  '' Now,  as  thou  firt  my  friend>  Zaconi, 
«  tried  and  tme  ooe>  kc;ep  these  wild 
dogs  at  bay,  at  least,  until  after  w^  are 
wed.'V 

''Some  dozen  days,  perchance  a  nKmth 
at  most,  I  may  restrain  them..  Thus  much 
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at*  feast,  ril  pioinkife  ycHiy  Aiy-MB*^— that 
yoU  shair  hive  ''^doni^'  gfec^nd'  n^lioel  1;»efare 
the  ittatdi  li  laid  to  did  iraia' ofrj  oiischief 
that  tiiey  hw^e  dug  beneath  yoUr^Ssetl'  iBi«t 
think  oP  this  again,  Montrano^-^joia  osith 
the  Garboitari,  and  you  a?e^«afe!".      .    '» 

''  I  will^  await  yout  aecond  notic6yr  good 
Zaconi ;  and  then,  perchance,  the  deep  blue 
ocean,  and  the  loud  surging  breeze,  may 
bear  my  bride  and  me  to-  some  far  haven 
of  the  west,  beyond  the  flight  of  these 
sharp-slinging  summer  flies. 

**What  hoa! — another  stoup  of  wine, 
Fazzello.  ^ 

*^  The  lowering  storm  that  we  have  spo- 
ken of,  Zaconi,  has  drifted  to  the  offing, 
as  we  have  often  seen  when  sailing  on  the 
deep;  it  may  pass  by:  at  least,  we  have 
time  *  to  turn  the  glass,'  and  watch  the 
sand  run  low.     Come,  All   to  the  brim,   Za- 
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coni ! — I'll  give  thee  a  swinging  toast  anon, 
shall  drive  the  tingling  blood  through  every 
vein,  and  make  thee  young  again;-— ay,  by 
Santo  Paolo  I    and  we'll  be  merry  yet  " 
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CHAPTER  XI. 


"  These  Tiolent  delights  ha^e  yiolent  ends. 
And  in  their  triumph  die ; — like  fire  and  powder. 
Which  as  they  kiss  consume.*^ 

SHAKESPEARE. 


Carema  had  seldom  felt  more  happy  than 
when  escaping  from  the  presence  of  Mon* 
trano  on  the  entrance  of  Fazzello.  The 
intended  explanation  was  indeed  most  ne- 
cessary ;   and  her  resolution  to  make  it   was 
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stren^tbened  .by  reflection :  but  still .  it  wa^ 
deli^btful  to  think, ,  that  she  c^mM  pow  dp 
89,  at  some  ,  future ,  opportunity,  •calmly  «9nd 
at  lei^ur^'-^and  .  without  ,tha  dangjy^  of 
speakir\g  unguajrdedly^  which,  in  thj;  hurry 
of  the  ^mon^ent.  she  ini^ht  probably,  .have 
donQ. 

On  the  next  day,  .and  as  she  tliought 
very  fortunately^  at  least  as  it  regarded  ..her- 
self, the  Count  was  absent.  ,  And  yet  at 
times,    a    mournful    impression ;  crossed    her 

mind,  as  she   tbopght   of   the  many  happy 

*     ■ .  '  '■ '       .       .     ' " '. 

hours  which  she  had  spent  in  his  society, — 

and  that  it  would  be  long,  very  long,  before 

the    same    free  social   intercourse    could    be 

renewed,    if   ever:  —  but   occupation   .is    the 

best  antagonist  to  melancholy;  and  as  ^she 

resorted    to    her    drawings   and    her    ^>ooks, 

much  of  her  wonted  .serenity  returned. 

The  works    of  art  with   which   the  Cas- 

< 

tello  was  so  richly  furnished,  were  too  much 
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associated  with  the  past,  not  to  excite  some 
pensive  feelings  ; — but  a  walk  on  the  ram- 

I 

parts,  in  the  free  and  stirring  breeze  of  the 
morning,  with  the  distant  view  of  the  sha- 
dowy Appennines,  were  most  grateful, — ^nay 
positively  exhilarating ;  and  still  more  so 
was  the  prattle  of  the  gay-hearted  and  ca- 
pricious Rosalia,  whose  native  grace  and 
endearing  qualities  had  won  deeply  on 
the  sensitive  Carema.  '    ^  ' 

As  Rosalia  happened  to  be  of  gentle 
parentage,  and  in  right  of  lier 'mother,  *  who 
was  (ke  ehi  tien  casa  of  the  Castello,  some- 
thing more '  diaft  a'  domestic,  there  was 
nothing  ott/re' in  her  being  *  something'  of 
a  'pet:— but  we  may  observe,  en  ' passaru] 
that  lMi:^s  Darnley  was  both  too  welt  bred 
and  too  well  disposed,  to  treat  ^  subordi- 
nate of  her  own  sex,  with  that  cold-hearted 
distance,    and     silent    hauteur,    with    which 

-the  '  would  be  ladies,'  of  a-  secoodary  grade, 

l2 
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atteB^t   to  -  coyer  (^er    tbeir  owii  inugDifi- 
-cance.  -     . 

r  -  • 

On  »the  present  ocoasion,  RooiUa  had  a 
8uly[eQt.i2f  ixu>re  tiu^  uaual  interest  in  the 
f^pproadbdog  nnptiala  of  Madalena.  Hie  mag* 
nificeoce  of  the  dnsssps^ — ibe  intended  feaait- 
logs,  daucingSy  maskings,  and  .rerdingi;^ 
aU,was  described  with  a  naiveU^  and  figr 
njficance  of  tone^  as  ^delightful  as  they  woe 
unusual  .  Rosalia's,  gaiety  was,,  however, 
dashed  with  a  feehng  of  som^ing  almost 
verging  on  fear,  when  she  began  to  qpesk 
of  Miidalena,  whom  she  described  as  lost 
for  hours  in  solitary  musings,  and  now  all 
pale  and  spiritless, . 

**\  never  saw  a  bride, — I  mean  a  bride 
that  '  is  to  be/  in  my  life  before,  Sigooia ; 
and  really  it  has  given  me  the  oddest  sen- 
sation in  the  world !— J  can't  imagine  whsl 
she  can  have  in  her  head  to  XoA.  so  grave 
about  1— and  then  the  Capitano  is  so  hand- 
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soine;  whibh  mkke^  it  very'^iitgiilar  indeed. 
I  thinki  to  be  sure,  that  one  might— yes, 
one  miglit -^  haver  little  ti^in6ri^;  dtid  Aying 
fjBtnciea  hoW  aridUhen,  vrith  a '6?gh,^— Keigho^ 
—between  \^hiles,'  and  then«'  ft  rlb6k'  dl;  to 
pensterotOy  were  it  only  to  show^one'ft  a^ixt* 
sibility;  which  is  certainly  the  most  ilifte^ 
resting  quah'ty  that  a  woman  tSati  p^^sebs* 
Bnt  oh,  Santa  Mt&ial  I  had  forgotteh  t 
and  th^  strangest  thing  in  the  world  "too, 
Signora  I  —  who  would  believe  it?  but  that 
over-grown  animal  of  a  gobbo  managed  to. 
way-lay  me  in  the  north  corridor  lasr 
night/'— 

*'  And  what  then,  Rosalia  ?  " 

"  Why,  first  of  all,  he  stopped  me  short, 
Signora,  and  then " 

**  Yes,  and  what  then,  Rosalia  ?  "    . 

''  Dear  me,  you  are  making  a  jest  of  it 
all  the  while,  Signora ! — and  yet  I  can  as- 
sure   you,   that   it    was   the    most  improper 
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% 


thing  tin  the  world !  quite  shocking^  and 
audtcious  beyond  meawre*" 

''.If  tt  was  so  very,  bad)  4o  not  say 
another  word  about  it,  Roealia.**      •  > 

'^  Yes|.  indeedf  but .  I .  muat,  «Sigiiorai  aK* 
though  I  am  perfectly  aware  '  of ^thtfi  tns^oitr 
ance  of  '%ecreoy  to  ^l  parties  in  sueh  an 
instance  >. and,  bA  I  eaid  before^  itwiia  the 
most  improper  thing  ia  the*  woiid  !  — Do 
you  know,  Signora,  that  after  he  had  stop- 
ped me  short  in  the  dark  corridor,  and 
caught  hold' of  me,—- — " 

'f  Caugjht  hold  of  you,  Rosalia  ?  " 

^Yes,  indeed  'he  did,  Signora: — but  it 
was  something  a  great  deal  ^worsife  tJban  that  I 
do  you  know,  that  he  even  told  me  that 
he  tnUit  haw  an  interview  with  you,  and 
l^uite  alone  too,  this  very  night,  in  the  garden 
of  the  fountain/* 

"Yes,  that  was  odd,-— -very  odd  indeed,'* 
said  Carema,  musing ;— ''  but  I  had  thought 
of  something  else/' 
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'  '<  Clear  me,  I  thoaght  it  quite  absurd,  and 
altogether  preposteroub*/  *Sighdra !  and  what 
made  me'i^f  mad-  at  the  time  was, — that 
Signior  Gobbo  smiled  under  the  shadoiiir  of 
his  great  isfaouldei^,  jdst  as  if  he  h&d^  no 
doubt  abbtot 'the'>mattet;  Imc}  that  ^  he^  held 
a  charter  to  be  <ru<4e^-^and  yel  *«gatny  after 
all;  whut  can  it  signify?  for  ^f^coiirde  you 
Will  not  attend  the  summons^  SigAora/' 

'  ^  I  km  not  quite  so  ^tlre.  of  that, 
RofialilL" 

**  Then,  if  you  do,  -  Signorai  I  shalP  stand 
sentinel  on  tlie  upper  turn  of  l!he  marble 
staircase,  and  tlren  I '  shall  hear,  even  if  you 
scream  no  louder  dian  a  mouse's  squeak ! — 
and  if  you  do,  oh,  then  I  shall  scream 
myself,  till  the  Castello  re-echoes  like  a 
bell ! " 

^*  I  have  little  doubt  of  that,  Rosalia*;  but, 
believe  me,  there  is  no  danger : — ^the  Gobboj 
as  you  call  him,  has  heard  of  my  curiosity 
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about  the  chain,  and  thinks  to  amusef  me 
by  some  wonderful  story  of  its  discbvery, 
that  might  tempt  me  to  reward  him.  Lay 
my  Spanish  mantle  in  readiness^  Rosalia ;  1 
shall  certainly  keep  the  appointment" 

Withcwit  a  glimpse  of  CaremaV  secret 
rootive,  (which,  we  may  wtiisper,  w&d  a  dis- 
tant hope  ^f  hearing  somethiikg  of  Kandford,) 
this  redoliition  appeared  to  Ressilid  as  most 
singular,  if  not  improper : — ^ahd  she  became 
exceedingly  fidg^tty  as  the  shades  of  night 
began  to  close,  and  the  hour  of  the  intended 
meeting  was  at  hand. 

The  marble  staircase  led  down  into  the 
garden  from  a  terrace,  on  the  side  of  the 
Castello,  opposite  to  the  one  from  which 
Carema  would  have  to  approach  it: — and  no 
sooner  had  the  latter  prepared  to  enter  the 
garden,  than  Rosalia  ran  off  to  ascend  the 
terrace,  and  place  herself  on  the  intended 
post  of  vanti^e. 
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After  ally  her  speed  and  vigilance  were 
unavailing,  for  hardly  had  she  touched  the 
only  door  which  opened  on  the  terrace,  than 
she  saw  Montrano  pass  it.  Unwilling  to  be 
noticed,  Rosalia  hung  a  little  baok| — and 
stepping  on  tiptoe,  advanced  as  quietly  as 
a  mousing  cat;  but  only  to  incur  a  second 
disappointment,  for,  on  getting  near  the  door, 
she  saw  that  Montrano  had  turned  the  key 
and  was  about  to  shut  it;  and,  alUiough 
she  would  have  spoken  to  have  secured  an 
«2trance, — ^nay,  even  perhaps,  have  told  her 
purpose,  she  had  not  a  chance ;  for  on  the 
instant,  she  heard  the  Count  let  down  the 
heavy  bar  that  secured  it  on  the  inside,  and 
her  defeat  was  irrecoverable. 

To  be  sure  she  might  have  screamed  to 
admiration  where  she  was,  and  alarmed  the 
whole  Castello: — but,  as  we  all  know,  that 
that  feminine  accomplishment  is  always  re- 
served for  critical  moments !  and  Rosalia  felt 
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that  she  had  not  as  yet  the  proper  cue  for 
the  exercise  of  her  vocal  abilities;  and  so 
she  began  to  saunter  back  again,  with  an  air 
as  listless  and  disconsolate  as  that  of  an 
overlooked  Baroness  at  a  drawing-room. 

In  the  meanwhile,  Carema  was  already 
in  the  garden,  and  as  it  seemed  alone,  fof 
the  walks  were  empty,  and  not  even  the 
dro%^y  hum  of  a  solitary  beetle  broke  the 
solemn  silence  of  the  hour.  The  garden  it- 
self was  wholly  immersed  in  shadow;  but 
high  above  its  sombre  foliage  arose  the 
moon-lit  towers  of  the  CSastello;  here  and 
there  the  small  and  latticed  windows  glit*^ 
tered  in  the  dazzling  sheen,  bright  as  a 
galaxy  of  gems !  while  in  the  dormitories  of 
the  shadow-wrapt  fagade  beneath,  the  glim- 
mering lights  gave  notice  that  the  night 
was  fast  advancing. 

This  last  circumstance,  trifling  as  it  was, 
threw  a  damp  on  the  spirits  of  Camera.    She 
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felt  ^he  utter  loneliness  of  her .  situation, 
and  half  regretted  the  preopitancy  with 
which  she  had  conceded  to  what  was  cer- 
tainly an  unusual  request, .  and  that  from  a 
stranger  not  altogether  above  suspicion. 

.  Again  she  listened »  b<i(  in  vain  ;-^<ill  ..was 
silent  as  the,  enphapted  ojty  of  the    desert. 

Percha|ic^9  ihe   Gobbo    had  but  trifled  with 

*,       .  ' 

her  folly;  and  with  a  self-aiy^using. flush  o^ 
indignation  ri^ng  to  .  hei^  teraplesj,  she  was 
about  to  retrace  hejr  steps,  when,  she  heard 
her  name  whispered  in  the  deep  low  tones  of 
a  masculine  voice^-r— and  jthat  of  one,  ovei^ 
whelmed,  with  the  intensity  of  his  own  im- 
passioned feelings. 

Trembling  with  a  strange  presentiment, 
and  powerless  from  the  excitement  of  the 
moment,  fixed  as  a  statue,  and  leaning  on 
an  orange-tree  beside  her,  Care  ma  stood  list- 
ening, as  with  her  very  soul,  for  some  repe- 
tition of  the  sound. 
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The  pause  had  long  continued,  and  she 
had  looked  between  the  black  and  entangled 
masses  of  feliage  immediately  beyond,  and 
bad  seen  nothing :— they  were  indeed  too  dark 
for  the  eye  to  penetrate,— when  again  that 
voice  stole  still  more  gently  on  her  ear,  and 
in  accents  that  implied  a  necessity  for  cau- 
tion !  She  knew  not  why ; — it  was  one  of 
those  blind  impulses  that  take  us  unawares, 
even  as  they  are  acted  on  before  there  is 
time  for  thought ;  but  so  it  was,  that  regard* 
less  of  all  danger,  she  advanced  in  the  di* 
rection  of  the  sound,  and  had  nearly  fainted 
on  finding  her  hand  clasped  su^dezdy  by 
one  whose  swelling  heart  had  left.no  room 
for  words.  .    . 

In  a  moment  Blandford  had  .  recovered 
himself,  so  far  as  to  be  enableid  to  make 
himself  known,  and  thus  to  relieve  her 
alarm  :-^but  still  her  unaccustomed  eye,  over- 
powered  by  the  darkness,  could  not  discover 
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her  lover*s  fonn,  or  see  his  face ;  and  perhaps, 
to  this  circumstance,  he  was  indebted  for 
that  overflow  of  tenderness^  which,  had  she 
thought  it  seen,  she  would  have  repressed*: 
^-but  no,  'the  mask  of  night  was  on  her 
cheek,'  and  the  luxury  of  returned  affection, 
the  deep  and  thrilling  joy  of  mutual  love 
came  on  her  young  and  innocent  heart, 
quick  and  piercing  as  the  flash  of  heaven. 
Still  mistress  of  herself! — as  at  least  she 
fondly  deemed — ^not  a  single  sigh  from  that 
fiiUjbeating  heart  had  told  the  tender  se« 
cret:— no,  nor  a  word,  nor  outward  token! 
afid  Carejofta  had  passed  the  fiery  ordeal 
scathless — ^had  not  a-  treacherous  tear, — one 
of  passion's  own  voluptuous  tears !  fallen 
suddenly  on  BIandford*8  hand,  still  clasping 
hers,  and  carried  the  soft  confession  swift 
to  his  heart  and  brain ! 

There  are  moments  in  this  deep  mystery 
of  human  Ufe,  that  seem  to  condense  the  blis$ 
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of  worlds  in  one  MBsatioft! — that,  eome  in 
6cstaay  and  pnas  in  sorjpow  ;«^for  all  things 
bf  the  earth  are  tainted  with  i|s  pains  and 
its  decay;  and. from  their  brightoeas  change 
into  a.  dim  and  cold  oblivion^  a&i  glowing 
flames  expire,  and  leave  but  the  ashes  6( 
their  fuek 

Conscious  alone  of  lote^s  reality,  and  that 
the  transports  of  his  sonl  were  not  a  wasted 
incense,  Blandford  '  was  yet  without  a  voice 
to  tell  his  gratitude ;— *the  emotion  swallowed 
np  itself  in  a  joy  too  vast  and  too  sincere 
for  utterance.  Carema's  trembling  hand  was 
yet  in  her  lover's  grasp,  and  his  first  wild 
kiss  of  love,  drank  the  rich  nectar  of  her 
breath, — ^when  suddenly  he  said,  in  a  deep 

and  thrilling  whisper 

♦*  Oh,  God  !    we  are  observed ! " 
The  words    were    uttered    in  a  tone  too 
low  to  reach  any  ear   but    hers, — ^but   that 
had  little  mattered :  Carema  looked  up^  and 
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h&lf  within  ihe  darkneB8>  amd  shrouded  in 
a  dim  obscurity^  erhe  saw  the  oatUne  of 
Montrano*8  form— but  all  so  orershadowed 
as  hardly  tb  be  discerned^-  except  that  a 
fierce  and  almost  sup6r4iutaian  brightness 
shone  from  the  eyes^  that  lowered  on  them 
with  an  expression  of  consuming  vengeance ! 
Alas^  tha^  such  a  feeling  might  be  >  said  to 
live,  where  injury  had  never  planted  seeds 
to  give  it  growth. 

Once  Carema  thought  that  he  would 
hav«  spokcti ;  but  nOy-^«n  indomitable  pride 
had  sealed  his  'lips,  ^and  with  a*  start  of 
Wpnder  .'and  a  glance  of  defteatatioD^  cruel 
ts' consuming  fite,  Mootrano  passed  away.  / 
<;  >  Even:  at .  the-  moment^.  Blaiidford  •  had 
stept  forward,  with  the  view  of  giving  a 
prompt  and  decisive  explanation ;  but  as  he 
moved  into  the  lighter  •  space,  the  shadow 
of  the  grotesque  and  ridiculous  figure  which 
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his  asdumed  form  presentedy  struck  htm  with 
a  sense  of  sudden  confusion. 

This  irresolution,  instant  as  it  was,  w 
fatal ;  for,  in  the  interim,  the  Count  had 
re-entered  the  Castello. 

The  thoughts  of  Carema  were  not  less 
rapt  and  lost  in  perplexity,  at  the  con* 
sciousness  of  the  new  situation  into  which 
she  had  been  hurried,  and  absolutely  she 
knew  not  how.  Her  fondest  hopes  were 
thus  far  realized  ;  but  in  a  way  that  was 
in  itself  a  disappointment; — ^it  was  all  too 
sudden  and  too  brief.  An  accident  had 
gained,  in  one  short  moment,  what,  with  a 
girlish  coyness,  she  had  longed  to  make  the 
prize  of  lingering  years.  It  was  as  if  the 
pilgrim  had  kissed  the  shrine  without  the 
trials  of  the  way,  that  should  have  giva^i 
the  unction  of  devotion  to  his  lips. 

But  if  the  past  had   been   too  prodigal 
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of  JOYf  the  future  threatened  an  equipoise 
of  sorrow ;  for  even  yet,  while  the  swiftly- 
changing  flushes  and  paleness  of  emotion 
were  on  her  cheeks,  some  three  or  four 
rough  fellows  with  torches,  and  led  by 
Fazzello,  rushed  forward  through  the  garden, 
and  hurried  off  her  lover,  with  threats  and 
execrations,  mixed  with  low  and  pungent 
jests,  that  one  so  hideous  in  deformity  should 
dare  to  love  so  far  beyond  desert. 

''  Un  gobbOf  with  a  hunch  that  might 
have  formed  a  saddle  for  the  Fiend,  if 
that  his  Airy  Prince-ship  sought  the  earth  ! 
Faugh  !  "—the  thing  was  monstrous,— quite 
disgusting  ! 

And  they  had  added  blows  to  bitterest 
words,  had  they  not  felt  the  fear  which 
Blandford's  looks  inspired,  as  they  dragged 
him  into  the  Castello. 

Perfectly  aware  that  either  resistance  or 
entreaties  would  be  futile,  Carema  had  beheld 
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all  this  in  sileut  anguish  ;  when  she  saw 
Rosalia  advancing  towards  her, — ^pale  as  one 
demented,  and  in  an  agony  of  tears. 

"  It  cannot  be  ! — I  will  not — dare  not 
think  it ! " — she  exclaimed,  as  she  approached 
Carema  ; — 

''No; — the  gobbo  must  have  seized  my 
lady's  hand  by  force, — ^the  wretch  I — I  hope 
they'll  cast  him  headlong  from  the  battle- 
ments :  —  and  they  will,  too,  if  the  Count 
will  only  give  the  word.  And  now  I  think 
of  it,  the  best  way  to  show  your  own 
'  innocence,'  my  dear  Signora,  would  be  to 
request  him  to  inflict  that  punishment  as 
a  particular  favour  to  yourself ;— oh,  yes ! 
and  then  I  am  sure  that  it  will  be 
done." 

"  *  Lmocence  /  *  —  *  Puniskmeni  / '  ••  —  re- 
peated Carema,  as  if  awakening  from  a 
dream; — 

"  What  did  you  say,  Rosalia  ?" 
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'^  I  was  only  obaeFving^  Signora^  that  it 
would  be  .the  .  beat  thu^  .ia  ;the.  war]4  if 
they  would  cast  that  abpminahle  wretch  of 
a  gobbo  headlong  .from  the  battleptent^.'^ 

^'  It  were  worse  than  death  to  think  it ! 
Fly,  Rosalia,  and  beg  the  Count  to  inter- 
dict the  execution!  I  would  empawn  my 
life  to  save  him." 

"Santa  Maria!  only  listen  !  "—exclaimed 
Rosalia;  and,  crossing  herself  with  great  so- 
lemnity, she  added,-* 

"  The  lady  is  certainly  beside  herself; 
— ^that  vile  gobbo  has  driven  her  altogether 
into  madness.  Let  him  die  the  death  of 
Regulus.  Oh,  that  she  had  never  met 
him  r 

**  You  know  not  what  you  say,  Rosalia ; 
I  see  your  wildness  now.  Fear  is  a  desperate 
counsellor,  and  might  soon  make  monsters 
of  us  all ; — and    thus    the   weak   are   often 

VOL.  III.  M 
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cruel.  I  will  within  y^-the  Count  Montrano 
is  deceived: — and  perhaps  it  were  as  well 
to  let  it  rest  so  for  the  present, — his  rage 
were  deeper  knew  he  more. 
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CHAPTER  XII. 


Cf 


■If  tlie  auuBination 


Could  tnmmel  up  the  eonsequeiMe,  and  ettcb. 
With  his  surcease,  success : — '  that  but  this  blow' 
Mig^ht  be  the  be-all,  and  the  end-all  here ; 
But  here,  upon  this  bank  and  shoal  of  time» 
We  jump  the  Ufe  to  come." 

MACBSTH. 


The  mind  already  surcharged  with  satis- 
faction isy  for  a  while,  heart-proof  against 
"the  arrows  of  outrageous  Fortune."  In 
the  repletion  of  its  overflow  of  joy,  it  has 
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no  room  for  the  life-corroding  bitterness  of 
sorrow;  no  patience  for  anxiety;  nor  sensi- 
bility to  pain.  Light  as  the  ocean's  foam, 
and  bounding  forward  on  the  mountiE^  billow 
of  its  own  delight,  it  passes  from  the  pre- 
sent to  the  future,  and  swallows  and  con- 
ceals all  that  would  oppose,  deep  in  the 
exulting  fervour  of  its  own  resistless  po¥rer. 

So  felt  young  Blandford.  The  entrancing 
certainty  of  his  Carema's  love  rendered  him 
insensible  to  the  evils  of  that  sudden  arrest, 
with  all  its  insults  and  its  riolence,  more 
than  that  it  tore  him  from  her  side. 

**  We  will  make  a  '  saint '  of  a  '  sinner ;' 
our  gallant  shall  turn  hermit  per  force,  and 
have  time  enough  to  count  his  beads." 

So  spoke  the  laughing  Fazzello,  as  his 
comrades  dragged  the  prisoner  towards  the 
dungeon  in  which  we  have  described  Kenrick 
as  already  immured. 

The  dry  fosse  through  which  they  had 
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to  passy  was  here  most  provokingly  infested 
with  over-grown  nettles  and  rock-like  masses 
of  stone-work,  that  had  fallen  from  the  half- 
ruined  wall  above.  The  advance  of  the  party 
was  therefore  slower  ;.  and  presently,  as  a 
narrow  portal  presented  itself  under  a  crum- 
bling archway  in  the  base  of  a  ruined  bas- 
tion, Eazzello  shouted  for  the  jailer. 

A  sound,  half  growl,  half  matter,  like 
the  gabble  of  a  ,turkey,  was  heard  anon,,  as 
the  surly  Bagolio  came  round  the  comer  from 
his  hut  to  attend  to  their  bdiest. 

This,  was  expluned ;  and  when  Ba- 
golio understood  that  the  Gouat  had  dedi- 
cated the  prisoner  to  his  especial  attention, 
by  way  of  showing  the  alacrity  of  his 
obedience,— no  sooner  was  the  massy  door 
unlocked,  and  sufficiently  ajar  to  admit  a 
human  body,  though  with  something  of  a 
'  squeeze,  than  he  caught  hold  of  Blandford 
by  the  shoulders,  half'-rsused   him  from  the 
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ground,  and  then  with  a  sadden  impetos 
thrust  him  staggering  into  the  centre  of  the 
gloomy  space  beyond. 

The  shock  had  nearly  thrown  him  pros- 
trate,  but  still  Frank  did  not  absolutely 
fall;  and  he  recovered  himself  in  time  to 
hear  the  savage  laughter  of  his  enemies,  and 
the  harsh  grating  of  the  lock,  as  Bagolio 
twice  turned  the  key  upon  his  liberty.  All 
this  was  not  very  pleasingi— but  the  utter 
darkness  of  his  new  abode  was  something 
less  so.  Blandford  could  not  see  a  wink, 
and  not  knowing  what  dangers  might  be 
around  him,  he  very  vrisdy  resolved  ^  to  let 
well  alone,'  as  &r  as  it  was  so;  and,  as 
standing  is  a  weariness  to  the  flesh,  he  very 
sedately  seated  himself  on  the  floor. 

Not  having  any  chance  of  using  his 
eyes,  his  ears  were  doubly  on  the  alert; 
and  so  he  listened  as  closely  and  de- 
murely as   a   waiting  maid,   who  has  heard 
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her  lady  slip  the  bolt  with  a  gallant  in  the 
chamber. 

At  first  all  was  still  as  death,  or  as 
Quakers  at  a  bridal,  when  he  fancied  that 
he  heard  something, — and  so  he  did. 

Squab,  squab  ;-^roak,  croak. 

Now,  although  no  great  dabster  at  zoo- 
logy, and  not  able,  by  the  bye,  to  distin- 
guish even  monkeys  by  their  tails ;  yet  Frank 
was  sufficiently  natural  in  his  philosophy  to 
understand,  that  for  the  *  squabbing '  and 
croaking  he  had  to  thank  his  old  friends 
the  toads,  who  came  down  with  a  heavy 
whop  on  their  bellies  at  every  jump,  and 
who,  it  was  only  polite  to  suppose,  were 
exerting  their  vocal  talents  for  his  especial 
amusement  and  gratification. 

This  last  surmise  was  not  quite  so  certain 
either;  for  at  the  next  moment  Frank  heard 
a  deep  breathing,  and  one  sufficiently  human 
in  its  sound,  to  prove  that  the  cold-blooded 


248  THE  PICABOON^ 

gentry  on  the  floor  were  die  subjects  of  some 
second  'lord  of  the  creation'  besides  him- 
self. 

Who  and  what  was  this  newly-discovered 
stranger,— 4his  inforeed  companion? 

Frank  would  have  given  anything,  except 
his  mistress,  to  have  learnt;  — but  no;  it 
was  no  easy  matter  to  discover;  and  although 
he  spoke  his  very  '  double  best '  Italian  on 
the  occasion,  not  a  syllable  in  the  way  of 
answer  could  he  extract  from  the  Monsieur 
Dumps  or  Mumps  in  the  comer,  who  either 
slept,  or  feigned  to  sleep,  so  soundly,  that 
all  the  auricular  delights  of  their  delect- 
able abode  were  solely  and  exclusively  his 
own. 

In  the  meantime,  all  danger  of  future 
repose  was  very  considerately  removed  by  the 
watchful  vigilance  of  a  little  army  of  fleas, 
who  were  become  his  body-guard  on  this 
occasion,  and  who  had  not  the  least  hesi- 
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tation  in   fleshing  their   maiden  weapons   to 
save  him  from  the  treachery  of  sleep. 

On  the  whole,  poor  Blandford  was  in 
doleful  dumps;  and,  it  must  he  confessed, 
that  he  longed  for  light  and  morning  quite 
as  eagerly  and  sincerely  as  Miss  Juliet  Ca- 
pulet  once  wished  for  night  and  darkness, 
on  a  rather  particular  occasion,  which  the 
judicious  Reader  will  doubtless  well  remem- 
ber. 

The  first  faint  glimpse  of  dawning  day 
served  as  a  summons  for  the  fleas  and  rep- 
tiles to  remit  their  laudable  exertions ;— and, 
relieved  from  the.  impressment  of  their  im- 
portunities, Blandford  fell  fast  asleep,  just 
at  the  moment  that  he  wished  to  avoid 
it. 

At  last,  when  he  did  awake,  it  was 
broad  daylight,^ — ^as  far  at  least  as  could 
be  judged  from  the  few  scattered  rays, 
admitted  by  the:  two  port-hole-like  openings 

m2 
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in  the  wall,  that  served  as  an  apology  for 
windows.  His  eye  too  was  grown  accus- 
tomed to  the  obscnrity  of  the  prison,  and 
now  the  damp,  the  vermini  and  general 
wretchedness  of  the  place,  were  more  than 
sufficiently  apparent  The  only  object,  how- 
ever, that  seemed  worthy  of  his  attention, 
was  his  fellow  prisoner,  whose  heavy  breath- 
ing on  the  previous  night  had  so  much 
excited  his  curiosity. 

This  personage  was  seated  on  the  low 
oaken  bedstead  we  have  before  alluded  to, 
and  eating  a  most  substantial  breakfast  of  wild 
boar  ham  and  cold  turkey,  with  coffee,  rich 
as  the  incense  of  Arabia !  Blandford  thought 
that  all  this  luxury  was  rather  odd  in  such 
a  place ;  but  the  roan's  dress  was  something 
stranger,  for  he  was  wrapt  and  muffled  up 
in  every  possible  way  to  keep  out  the  cold; 
and  with  such  an  infinite  variety  of  gar- 
ments, that  it  would  have  puzzled  the  most 
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experienced  sage  in  Petticoat  Lane,  to  have 
found  due  terms  for  their  description.  The 
countenance,  too,  was  equally  a  matter  of 
disguisCi  —  and  so  much  so  indeed,  that 
Blandford  had  not  as  yet  any  idea  that 
the  stranger  was  his  uncle. 

From  time,  and  perhaps  stiU  more  from 
having  been  so  long  precluded  from  the  light 
of  day,  Kenrick's  eyebrows  were  grown 
white  and  bushy, — and  as  a  conjuror  with- 
out a  beard  would  be  a  mere  nonentity; 
he  had  suffered  this  goatish  appendage,  in 
his  own  instance,  to  gain  the  most  ample 
dimensions,  and  no  man  could  be  richer  in 
that  hairy  claim  to  ven^tition ; — ^but  still 
there  was  the  same  low  malevolent  scowl 
upon  the  forehead,  and  the  same  quick  side- 
long twinkle  of  the  eye, — lying,  as  it  were, 
perdue  for  mischief. 

The  '  creature  comforts'  were,  as  we  know, 
with  Kenrick  matters  of  the  most  essential 
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moment  ;<-^aMl  the  Ittxuriant  bfeakfint  bcfian 
htm  was  actually  consumed,  to  the  very 
picking  of  tiie  bones,  iMfore  he -felt*  himself 
at  leisure  to  cast  a  glance  on  bis  recenUj 
awakened  companion;  and  when  he  did 
so,— 

Reader,  has  the  ciackling  ice  given  way 
beneadi  your  skail,--as  yon  were  dashing 
under  a  bridge  ?--or,  have  yon  in  a  momeat 
of  rustic  dattiance,  when  the  newHsxism  hay 
was  taielling  sweeter  than  a  couch  of  rosesi  felt 
the  cold  eniBsnomod  ^adder  wiiggting  to  year 
touch  ? -^Bithec  woohi  give  you  an  idea, 
and'  bat  a  faiot  one,  of  the.  pank  that  seised 
on  the  astomided  Kenrick,  when  he  saw 
that  the  stmiger  and  bia  nephew  were  the 


FuUy  conscious  of  hia  uniapenled  viOany, 
and  aware  of  the  summary  vsngeanoe  which 
in  such  a  case  he  wmM  himself  have  in- 
flicted,   Kmrick^i  vepy  icatfi .  chatteBsa  wi^ 
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involuntary  trenKnrs,  as  he  gazed  oa  the  mus* 
cular  form  of  Blandford,  and  remembered 
that  his  nephew  had  the  power  to  brain 
him  in  a  moment 

Frank,  too,  by  this  time  had  discovered 
the  person  of  his  uncle: — ^and  if  surprize 
had  at  first  suspended  every  other  feeling, 
it  was  soon  succeeded  by  a  smile  of  in* 
effable  contempt! 

Finding  himself  unharmed,  Kenrick  re* 
covered  his  serenity;  and  although  he  had 
not  the  audacity  to  address  his  injured  ne* 
phew,  yet  he  already  began  to  plot  some 
fresh  deceit.  His  object  was  at  least  to 
make  him  usefulj — and  he  thought  that  this 
would  soon  be  within  his  reach,  for  silence 
between  two  men  in  a  prison,  however  great 
their  previous  cause  for  hatred,  could  httrdly 
be  expected  to  endure* 

Both  had  now  for  hours  preserved  a  sul* 
len  '  non^interconrse,'  during  which  Kenrick 
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had  been  served  wilh  a  capital  dinner,  while 
that  of  Blandford  had  been  nothing  more 
than  a  dry  crust  and  half  putrid  rain-water; 
when  the  former,  rising  snddenly,  and  passing 
to  the  fiuther  side  of  the  dongeMii  said  with 
an  abrupt  and  daring  effort; — 

**  Hark  you.  Sir ! — ^No,  no ; — ^you  need  not 
threaten: — I  wish  not  to  speak  of  the  past, 
but  of  the  present.  If  you  love  Carema 
Damley, —  if  you  would  save  her  from 
the  embraces  of  Montrano,  you  must  be 
free  !  —  and  speedily  ; — yes,  within  twelve 
hours,— ^r  the  night  will  re-echo  with  her 
shrieks !  ^ 

Blandford  trembled,  as  the  cold  dews  of 
agony  gathered  on  his  bvow!— hut  still  he 
spoke  not. 

^*  You  hear  me  then  in  '  silence,*  Nephew ! 
What,  shall  Carema  supplicate  in  vain  ibr 
rescue? — have  you  no  pity  for  her  beauty, 
in  the  sad  betrayal  of  that  defenceless  hour? 
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I  say,  Sir,  that  you  must  escape! — I  have 
the  power,  if  you  but  aid  the  plan.  Yes, 
we  will  pass  that  iron-bound  door  without 
a .  key ! — Loosen  but  the  stones  beneath  it, 
and  the  beams  of  this  old  bedstead  would 
form  levers  that  easily  would  hurl  it  from 
off  its  hiuges." 

^'A  desperate  folly  !  "-^replied  Blandford, 
in  a  hollow  heartless  tone. 

**  The  work  were  one  of  time  and  labour, 
and  half  the  noise  it  must  occasion,  would 
bring  the  jailer  to  our  aid!  The  plan  is 
futile: — ^besides,  how  know  you  of  the  dan- 
ger you  so  darkly  hint  ?  " 

The  reply  of  Kenrick  sounded  to  Frank 
as  awfully  circumstantial  and  alanning,  al* 
though  the  worst  was  but  a  supposition 
raised  on  the  violence  of  Montrano's  passion 
under  his  recent  disappointment,  and  the 
probability  of  his  revenge.  Farther  than 
this,   Kenrick  entered  into  a  history  of  the 
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influencei  which,  in  his  pretended  character 
of  an  astrologer,  he  had  gained  over  the  ig- 
norant mind  of  Bagolio; — the  consequent 
advantages  which  he  had  already  enjoyed 
in  the  way  of  diet  and  other  indulgences; 
•—the  facilities  it  had  opened  to  him  for 
obtaining  some  interviews  with  a  disafiected 
menial  of  the  castello :— and,  more  than  all, 
that  his.  familiarity  with  Bagolio  would  give 
him  the  best  chance  in  the  world  to  dis- 
patch him !— if  Frank  would  but  supply  the 
necessary  assistance.  Without  this  last  con- 
dition, as  Kenrick  said,  the  plan  were  in- 
deed absurd ;  but  with  it,  the  deed  of  blood 
would  be  one  of  easy  and  certain  accom- 
plishment. 

The  alternative  to  Blandford  was  in 
every  sense  distressing,  as  it  involved  the 
forfeiture  of  all  his  heart  held  dear,  con- 
trasted with  the  guilt  of  the  proposed  assas- 
sination.     Yes,  guilt;— but   would   there  be 
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none  in  leaving  the  young  and  lovely  Ca-* 
rema  to  a  fate  80*utterly  revolting  ? 

The  doubt  came  like  a  Voice  from  hell, — 
that  prompted  evil^  with  a  *  show  of  good ! ' 
Frank  felt  that  it  was  so;  and  overcome 
with  the  horror  of  his  own  imaginationsi 
he  covered  his  face  with  his  hands,  and 
sobbed  like  an  infant. 

As  Kenrick  well  knew,  sorrow  leads  to 
weakness ;  and  coming  nearer,  he  said  in  a 
soothing  tone  of  voice; — 

"  Very  well,  very  right : — ^you  are  shocked, 
as  any  man  would  be  at  first;  but  then 
you  see.  Nephew,  that  it  is  what  we  cannot 
possibly  avoid : — the  fellow  too  is  a  mere 
beast!  sensual  as  a  hog,  and  already  lost 
in  the  lowest  depths  of  ignorance  and  sin ! — 
Yes,  yes,  the  blow  must  be  struck,  and  sud 

denlyl  or.  we  shall  be  left  to  rot  by   inches 

« 

here:  and  poor  Miss  Darnley, — she  will  sink 
into  an  early  grave,  with  shame  and  sorrow. 
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And   besidesy  Nephew,  the  fool  will  die  as 
easily    as    Sisera,    wli<mi    the     wife    of  the 
Kenite   pierced  through   the  tonple  with  a 
nail!    and,  look  you^  I  hare   the    sdf-aame 
sort  of  weapon,  one  that  I  wiesled  firom  tbe 
head-hoard  of  the  bedstead,  and    shaipened 
on    a  flag.      I    hare   a    nooee    of  leathern 
thongs    cut    off   my   boots    with    the   same 
instrument  too;  and  when  Bagcdio  comes  to 
pass  our  food  through  the  slide,  I  will  bid 
him  stretch  forth  his  arm,  that  I  may  read 
the  '  line  of  travel '  on  his  hand :   the  dotard 
will  obey !  and  on  the  instant  I  will  slip  the 
noose   above  his   wrist,  and  fix  him,   as  a 
bull    is  tied  to  the  ring: — your  part.  Ne- 
phew,   will   be  more    easy;    only    open  his 
veins  with  this  finely  sharpened  point,  and 
Bagolio    will    bleed    to   death,    without  the 
chance  either  of  resistance  or  of  rescue! — 
his  outcries,  remember  too^  were  but  a  jest 
when  none  could  hear  them^ — qo»  though  he 
outroared  the  thunder/' 
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The  ingratitude,  as  well  as  the  atrocity 
of  this  proposition  were  deeply  felt  by 
Blandford,  who  had  already  seen  enough  to 
know  that  Kenrick  owed  much  to  the  kind- 
ness of  the  intended  victim;  but  still  he 
returned  no  answer,  and  remained  as  befiire, 
silent  and  dejected. 

Notwithstanding  this  abstracted  mood, 
Kenrick  entertained  no  apprehension,  but 
that  his  nephew  would  peril  soul  and  body 
in  the  service  of  Carema;  and  having  there- 
fore prepared  his  murderous  instruments  for 
instant  use, — he  began  to  pace  the  floor  of 
the  dungeon,  with  an  evident  impatience  for 
the  arrival  of  Bagolio. 

After  a  while,  the  accustomed  grating  of 
the  slide  gave  notice  that  the  credulous 
jailer  was  at  hand;  and  soon  a  basket, 
well  stored  with  sumptuous  viands  for  Ken- 
rick, and  a  bottle  of  the  vile  rain-water 
and  half  a  loaf  of  brown  bread  for  Bland- 
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ford,  were  placed  on  the  shelf,  ready  to  be 
slipped  forward  thnmgh  the  opemng. 

Keniick,  with  his  instincti^  and  insatiate 
hankerings  for  the  *  flesh  pots  of  Egypt,' 
had  made  sure  of  his  own  provaider,  not- 
withstanding the  tragedy  he  meant  so  soon 
to  enact.  And  Frank's  dry  crust  was  being 
tumbled  rudely  ihroagh,  when  he  too  stepped 
forward  to  prevent  its  fiedling  on  the  damp 
and  mildewed  floor:  at  this  instant,  Koi- 
rick,  mistaking  the  action  for  one  intended 
to  assist  his  hidden  project,  made  a  sudden 
snatch  at  the.  ann  of  Bagolio,  without 
waiting  to  try  his  intended  feint,  and 
having  seized  it,  and  as  swiftly  slipped  on 
the  leathern  thong,  and  drawn  it  tight,  the 
heavy  huge  boned  jailer  was  at  once  a 
prisoner; — and,  to  use  Kenrick's  simile,  '  tied 
as  a  bull  to  the  ring.' 

The  Reader  is  already  aware  that  Ba- 
golio*8   features  did  not  constitute  the  most 
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fiatteriBg  specimen  of  '  the  human  face 
divine ; '  and  the  contortions  they  now 
exhibited  were  indeed  terrific,  as  they  passed 
from  astonishment  to  horror,  and  settled  in 
despair. 

Although  the  opening  of  the  slide  way 
was  too  narrow  to  admit  the  other  arm, 
yet  Bagolio  had  a  cpmplete  view  of  Ken- 
rick's  proceedings,  after  he  had  fettered  him, 
in  the  way  described. 

The  poor  wretch  saw,  indeed,  from  the 
first,  that  he  was  to  die;  and  as  the  wolf 
is  said  to  utter  no  complaint  when  the  fatal 
spear  is  in  his  side,— so  Bagolio  concluding, 
from  the  ferocious  glance  of  E^rick,  that 
his  doom  was  fixed;  and  having  tested,  too, 
the  strength  of  the  leathern  thong  in  vain, 
gave  himself  up  to  his  fate  with  the  deter- 
mination of  a  martyr;  and  yet  there  still 
remained  a  horror  in  the  fixed  frenzy  of 
that    despair,    which    if    once    seen     could 
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never  be  forgotten — every  muscle  seemed 
shrank,  and  the  skin  grown  flabby  and  re> 
laxed  as  with  a  stroke  of  palsy, — ^while  the 
eyes  gleamed  with  a  sickening  fading 
light,  and  the  hair  roee  upright  on  the 
head. 

Blandford  stood  at  a  little  distance,  still 
with  his  arms  folded,  and  half  wild  with 
contending  emotions,  as  he  thonght  of  the 
fate  that  might  so  soon  overtake  Carema, 
and  as  it  might  seem  content  to  let  the 
matter  pass  before  him,  so  that  he  gave  no 
active  aid. 

So  at  least  thonght  Kenrick ;  and  throw- 
ing his  weight  on  the  arm  of  his  miserable 
victim,  until  the  thcmg  cut  almost  to  the 
bone,  he  called  aloud  to  his  nephew  for 
assistance :  —  he  called  again ;  and  still 
Blandford  stood  as  motionless  as  ever, — and 
as  it  might  appear,  a  passive  spectator  of 
the  scene. 
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Grown  red  as  fire,  and  wild  with  anxiety, 
Kenrick  had  now  recourse  to  a  more  despe- 
rate expedient,  that  of  securing  the  leathern 
strap  with  his  teeth,  while  he  snatched  up 
the  pointed  iron,  and  in  a  moment  more  he 
would  have  lacerated  the  terror-shrunk  and 
trembling  arm  he  held, — had  not  a  powerful 
grasp  clutched  fiercely  on  his  hair!  and 
while  he  was  thus  dragged  backwards,  a 
shout    broke    like    thunder    on    his    guilty 


**  *  Thou  shalt  do  no  murder !' 

''  Villain !  thou  art  neither  fit  to  Ure 
nor  yet  to  die :''-— continued  Blandford,  as 
he  relinquished  his  grasp  of  the  miscieant^s 
hair— 

**  No,  not  either;  though  thou  art  now 
a  murder  lighter  than  thy  wilL^' 

''Thou  art  a  braye  young  gallant,  and 
strong  as  Hercules!  and  what  is  more,  thou 
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ha0t  done  that  for  BagoUo,  that  had  he 
twenty  lives,  they  were  well  lost  to  answer ! 
— I  tell  thee  what;  I  dare  not  break  the 
oath  that  keeps  thee  here,  f(v  I  am  deeply 
sworn  to  this  stem  duty;  but  barring  that, 
I  am  thy  servitor  in  any  matter  where  thy 
wish  may  point; — ay,  though  it  were  to 
take  the  life  of  him  who  would  ensnare  thy 
own! — Speak  but  the  word; — Bagolio  wears 
a  dagger  that  soon  shall  reach  the  bcddest 
heart  that  ever  counselled  wrong  for  thine!" 

''  Yes,  stand  and  listen!  ay,  listen  to 
the  braggart's  prate,  while  she  you  Jkiffii 
to  love  may  suffer  worse  than  death! — and 
if  she  lives, — ^breathe  only  for  the  blighted 
passion,  which,  wanting  honour,  owns  no  life 
for  thee,** 

These  words  were  sufficioitly  bitter;  but 
as  Kenrick  spoke  them,  there  was  a  mali- 
cious triumph  in  his  glance,  that  seemed  to 
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Blandford  as  if  prophetic  of  all  that  fear  might 
picture,  and  as  arising  from  some  further 
intelligence  which  Kenrick  in  his  malice  had 
still  concealed. 


VOL.  III.  N 
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CHAPTER  XIII. 


"  To  linger,  when  the  eon  of  life. 
The  beam  that  gildi  its  path,  is  gone  ; 
To  feel  the  aching  boeom's  strife. 
When  Hope  is  dead,  but  Lore  Urea  on ; 
Yet  wev  a  smile,  that  mocks  the  woe. 
Whose  kj  depths  lie  far  below." 


The  intelligence  and  elasticity  of  mind  that 
enable  us  to  straggle  boldly  with  contend* 
ing  difficulties,  so  long  as  enterprise  and 
fortitude    are   led    by   hope,  and  the    future 
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is  rich  in  the  chances  of  a  brighter  fortune, 
at  once  succumb,  and  sink  away  under  the 
pressure  of  those  sorrows  that  are  in  their 
nature  final;  that  time  cannot  alleviate,  nor 
effort  ward  away. 

There  is,  indeed,  the  stoic's  boasted 
shield,  '  indifference  /  but  this,  after  all,  is 
but  a  self^ielusion :  the  world,  our  pride 
would  cheat,  cares  not  a  straw  about  the 
matter;  and  as  long  as  the  heart-ache  is  a 
reality,  the  artificial  smile,  that  baffles  the 
eye  from  its  detection,  is  but  as  the  bandage 
on  a  festering  wound; — ^it  hides,  but  cannot 
cure. 

As  Montrano,  in  the  solitude  and  silence 
of  his  study,  sat  and  pondered  on  what  he 
could  not  but  deem  Carema's  '  disgraceful' 
intimacy  with  a  deformed  and  ignoble  ad- 
venturer, he  felt  a  greater  depression  of 
spirits  than  he  had  ever  before  experienced: 
— ^it  was  as  if  the    ancient  Greek,  who  all 
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enraptured  bowed  before  the  marble  deity  of 
Lore,  charmed  with  the  statue's  solid  and 
effulgent  beautyi  had  seen  it  change  into  a 
paltry  form  of  painted  wax, — an  image  hollow, 
base,  and  worthless. 

The  last, — and  to  him  the  dearest, — and 
the  proudest  hope  of  life  had  sunk  away,  and 
vanished  like  a  dew-drop  in  the  sun.  Nor 
had  the  *  future'  any  promise  that  might 
repair  the  injury  of  the  '  presoit;'  for  even,  if 
hereafter  fortunate  in  all  that  passion  deems 
success,  Montrano  felt  that  he  could  not 
value  the  woman,  who,  as  he  imagined,  bad 
been  so  easily,  so  quickly,  and,  above  all,  so 
meanly  won. 

'  But  her  beauty  ! ' — ^there  was  a  witchery 
in  that,  that  clung  around  the  heart  grown 
cold  to  all  besides,  as  ivy  clasps  the  sapless 
trunk  still  closer  as  ii  rots.  The  entrancing 
grace  that  with  each  changing  attitude  in* 
spired  a  deeper   admiration,  as   music   lulls 
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the  senses  with  delight ;  and  smiles  that 
melted  into  blushes,  soft  and  delicate  as 
opening  roses  once  gleamed  in  Paradise ;  and 
that  sweet  coy  and  silent  consciousness,  so 
feminine,  and  purely  chaste,  as  virgin  snows 
of  night  when  first  the  dawn  reveals  them: 
— ^  these  were  now  but  as  the  costly 
casket,  when  the  jewel  it  contained  is  lost 

• 

or  stolen; — and  Montrano  felt  as  mocked 
and  maddened  by  his  own  desires ;  —  but 
still  he  Qiirsed  them  not  the  less,  and 
darker,  wilder  thoughts  came  with  them ! — 
and  such  as  might  not  altogether  be  re- 
pelled. 

Such  were  the  perplexing  cogitations  of 
the  Count,  when  the  Castello  was  thrown  into 
a  ferment  by  .the  arrival  of  Anselmo ;  and 
no  sooner  had  the  first  ecstatic  interview 
(ecstatic  on  the  one  side  at  least)  passed 
betwixt  the  glowing  seaman  and  his  destined 
bride,  than  the  former  sought  Montrano. 
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He  found  him  alone,  ag  we  have  said, 
and  in  the  library ;  the  greeting  was  wann, 
and  now  the  joy  was  mutually  sincere, 
except,  that  soon  upon  Montrano's  leocdr 
lection  fell  the  shadow  of  a  distant  cloud, 
seen  only  by  himself  as  yet;  but  one  which, 
with  a  conscious  chill  he  felt,  might  burst 
upon  them  both  in  thunder; — the  thought  of 
Madalena. 

"Who  would  have  dreamt?'*— said  An- 
selmo  gaily,  as,  with  a  seaman's  careless^ 
ness,  he  seated  himself,  with  a  sudden  leap, 
on  the  lofty  balustrade  without  the  open 
window,  while  the  topmost  branches  of  some 
noble  trees  were  waving  in  the  wind  be- 
neath hinL 

"  Who  would  have  dreamt  that  two  such 
hi^gard  hawks  as  you  and  I,  Montrano^ 
should  have  been  so  tamed  at  once  to 
Cupid's  lure ;  and,  stranger  still,  trans- 
formed into  a  brace  of  the  most  sedate  and 
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well-disposed  of  the  virtuoso  uomim  in  all 
Italy?*' 

*'  Answer  for  yourself,  good  friend ;  I  am 
afraid  that  my  virtue  is  like  an  ill-piled 
velvet,  it  will  not  stand  the  wear;  and  when 
abraded,  looks  more  threadbare  and  awkward 
than  the  stout  dun  leather  jerkin  called  fair 
play  J  that  promised  nothing  to  the  eye,  but  in 
the  time  of  need  stood  staunch  to  its  pur- 
pose. As  I  have  often  said,  Anselmo,  half 
the  gravity  of  high  pretence  which  men 
assume  for  *  virtue,'  lacks  the  stamp  of  sin- 
cerity; shining  like  silver,  it  is  but  tinsel 
at  the  best, — a  trick  to  blindfold  Fortunei 
that  they  who  use  it  may  cozen  her  at  will. 
Still  I  shall  maintain  my  course;  come  fair, 
come  foul !— and  of  the  latter,  every  coming 
hour  brings  some  new  proof.  You  know  I 
wrote  you  word,  Anselmo,  of  that  young 
traitor,  Comaldi's  death;— well,  would  you 
believe  it  ?  his  desperate  band  now  hold  his 
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empty  name  far  dearer  than  my  solemn  oath 
that  he  was  the  aggressor,  and  practised 
for  my  life.  Honest  Zaconi  keeps  them  at 
the  bay  as  yet;  but,  let  me  whisper,  it  is 
but  for   a   time.      Ah,  Santo  Paolo !  lock 

m 

you  where  he  comes,  and  riding,  too,  at 
speed;  —  doubtless  he  brings  me  news  that 
soon  will  call  me  hence.  I  must  give  him 
instant  audience ;  and,  in  the  mean  while, 
Anselmo,  urge  on  the  bridal  of  your  long- 
loved  Madalena.  I  have  the  fat  old  Padre 
Pra  Agostino  already  here,  who  will  perfoim 
his  holy  office  at  an  hour's  warning.  There 
are,  too,  some  careless  gallants  from  Palermo 
.with  coy  young  damas,  hardly  in  their  teeos, 
that  well  may  flutter  in  the  masked  ballaima 
which,  as  I  mean,  shall  grace  the  ha{^y 
night.  1  had  much  to  tell  thee  on  another 
theme; — ^but  no,  not  now, — Zaooni  must  be 
met;  and,  in  the  interim,  Anselmo,  hasten 
to    the   company    within,    and    teach  them, 
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if   you    can,    some    shorter    road    to    plea- 


sure," 


Zaconi's  object,  as  the  Count  expected, 
was  to  give  him  the  second  warning  which 
he  had  promised,  and  which  he  failed  not  to 
interlard  with  vehement  exhortations,  urging 
Montrano  to  become  a  Carbonari.  But  all 
his  pleadings  on  this  subject,  as  before,  were 
utterly  uaavailiiig,  and  that,  although  his 
information  rendered  it  evident,  that  so  short- 
ly as  within  a  few  days  some  covert  attack 
was  to  be  dreaded  from  the  bandits,  and 
that  their  machinations  were  too  deeply  laid 
and  too  extended  for  him  to  remain  much 
longer  in  Italy  with  any  chance  of  personal 
security. 

For  the  rest  of  the  day  the  Count  was 
very  much  alone,  and  ill  at  ease  with  his 
own  ideas.  In  fact,  the  necessity,  as  he 
deemed  it,  of  masking  his  thoughts  relative 
to  Madalena,  and  of  hurrying  forward  her 

n2 
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nuptials  with  Anaelmo,  as  the  least  of  two 
evilsy.  one  of  which  was  inevitable,  did  tio- 
^lenoe  to  his  better  feelings;  and  although 
his  meaning,  if  weak,  was  kind,  yet  the  ooh 
sciousness  of  the  concealed  fiu^t  hong  on  the 
mind  of  the  proud  Montrano,^  with  a  soise 
of  degradation  that  he  knew  not  how  to 
dissipate  or  brook. 

He  spent  a  sleepless  night,— Jiis  imagi- 
nation still  filled  with  conflicting  fimcies  that 
died  away  as  soon  as  ham,  and  left  him 
infinn  of  purpose  and  desolate  of  comibrt 
as  before. 

This  was  the  morning  destined  for  the 
espousals  of  Anselmo,  and  the  Count  was 
expected  to  give  away  the  bride; — but  how 
vain  are  all  our  anticipations  of  the  future. 

Scarcely  had  the  low  and  silvery  chime 
of  the  .  camptmello  summoned  to  the  altar, 
than  Montrano  felt  as  if  the  sound  had 
given   an    actual   vilMration   to   eveiy  nerfc. 
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This  excitement  was  now  succeeded  by  a 
benumbing  influence,  that  seemed  to  steep 
his  senses,  in  the  apathy,  without  the  oblivion 
of  sleep;  and  the  voices  of  his  attendants, 
when  they  attempted  to  arouse  him  to  the 
duties  of  the  hour,  seemed  but  the  echo  of 
some  half-forgotten  thought  of  yesterday. 

It  was  plain  that  the  Count  was  ill;— 
the  wondering  domestics  so  reported,  and 
the  ceremony  proceeded  without  his  pre- 
sence. 

In  the  meantime  the  silvery  chime  had 
ceased;  and  with  it  passed  away  the  secret 
sympathy,  which  that  sweet  sound  of  holy 
ordinance  had  carried  back  to  long-forgotten 
days,  when  life  was  in  its  spring,  and  love 
was  hardly  older  than  the  rose's  bloom,  that 
yet  is  crisp  in  half-expanded  beauty. 

Yes ;— Montrano  was  now  awakened  to 
a  due  sensibility  of  the  present,  and  his 
first  care  was  to   command   the   retirement 
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of  thoee  who    had    already  witoessed  more 
than  he  desured* 

He  was  obeyed;   and  yet  Hontiano  £dt 
not  that   relief   that    loneliness   and   silenoe 
had   at    other    times    bestowed; — for   these 
tranoeJike  abstractions  weie  matters  of  for- 
mer  visitation.       No  ;     the   brain,   now   all 
OTerwTOoght,  seemed    incapable  of  rest,  and 
in  confusion,  when    Monirano  wished   most 
for  the   faculty  of    self-command.      It  was 
as  if  the    horses   yoked    to    the   thundering 
guns  of  war,  would  still  plunge  on  at  head- 
long, foandng  speed,  when  they  should  halt, 
and    give    the   chance   to   scatter    wide   the 
iron  hail  of  death,  that  mows  down  thou- 
sands in  its  course,  and  sows  the  seeds  of 
▼ictory- 

Thiswas,  indeed,  a  day  that  called  for 
all  Montrano's  enei^es.  Menaced  from 
without  by  the  desperadoes  of  the  moun- 
tains;  betrayed  (in  his  own  herpes  at  least) 
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where  he  had  '^  garnered  up  his  heart,"  by 
the  seeming  fickleness  of  Carema;  and  at 
the  same  time,  hated  by  the  guileful 
Madalena;  and,  worse  than  all,  confided  in 
'too  far'  by  the  gallant  Anselmo,  to  whom 
he  owed  so  much,  and  whom  he  had  so 
ill  requited :  —  all  this  required  watchful- 
ness, and  that  quick  thunder-flash  of  intel- 
lect that  strikes  the  necessary  blow  before 
the  glancing  eye  can  catch  the  intended 
aim.  Was  it  not,  too,  a  day  of  joy;  of 
high  festivity,  and  measureless  delight? 

''  Yes ! " —  whispered  Montrano  to  him- 
self; — 

"This  hollow  heart  shall  echo  back  the 
joy  that  it  may  never  feel  again !" 

By  this  time,  the  rite  that  should  be 
*  holy,' —  but  is  too  often  the  reverse, 
— had  been  accomplished.  The  rash  of 
hurrying  feet  was  heard  below, — the  spirit- 
rousing  voice  of  music,  in  its  high  and  airy 
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triumph,  followed  ;  -» and  preaeatijj  widi 
Clash  on  crashy  salvos  of  artillery  from  the 
ramparts,  gave  to  the  brave  Anaelmo  the 
welcome  due  to  valonr* 

All  this  was  past,  and  Montiano  wss 
abont  to  mingle  with  the  festive  rout  below, 
when  the  page  Fazzello  presented  a  letter. 

A  momentary  glance  told  the  Connt  at 
once  that  the  superscription  was  in  the 
writing  of  Carema ;  and,  goaded  by  the 
recollection  of  what  he  had  deemed  her  late 
injurio«i8  conduct,  the  letter  was  on  the 
instant  torn  into  fragments,  and  scattered 
in  the  wind.  And  now,  provoked  and  ex- 
cited by  what  in  the  irritati<m  of  the  moment 
he  had  almost  dared  to  term  '  the  triflii^ 
of  a  wanton,'  Montrano  aroused  himself  into 
the  assumption  of  that  jocund  hilarity  that 
suited  the  occasion. 

It  boots  not  to  describe  the  warlike 
shows,  the  jousts,  and  other  qports  that  were 
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arranged  to  do  honour  to  the  day.  They 
passed  with  shout,  and  jest,  and  tumult,  as 
such  things  ever  do,  and  made  the  hours 
dance  right  merrily  away,  to  the  retainers, 
the  visitors,  and  neighbouring  peasantry. 

But  those  that  felt  more  keenly,  and  had 
deeper  thoughts,  looked  on  the  bride  that 
seemed  so  wondrous  fair,  and  shone  efful- 
gent in  a  blaze  of  gems,  and  smiled  as  with 
a  resolution  to  be  pleased, — and  yet  was  evi- 
dently wrapt  in  some  strange  sorrow; — and 
one  that  was  not  the  less  intense,  because 
there  was  the  fixed  determination  that  it 
should  be  smothered  in  the  outward  guise 
of  pleasure. 

The  smiling  bridegroom,  all  confiding,  and 
more  than  happy,  in  the  glow  of  unrestrained 
Section,-— saw  not  the  shadow  of  the  cloud, 
that  lowered  above  the  Eden  of  his  hopes. 

Montrano,  too,  was  there,  magnificently 
dressed,  without  a  vestige  of  the  morning's 
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; — all  life  aiid  aoal;   the  gayest 


of  the  gay ! 

And  yet  those,  who  watched  him  nearer, 
said  that  if  his  eye  rested  by  chance, 
though  eren  but  for  a  moment,  on  the  bride, 
— his  cheek  grew  pale  as  hers,  while  the 
glance  was  dropped  as  suddenly. 

As  the  hoars  rolled  on,  they  noted  too, 
that  the  Count  became  less  guarded  in  his 
mien,  and  often  gazed  upon  Carema  with  a 
fond  distracted  earnestness,  that  seemed  to 
sue  and  threaten,  as  it  were  by  turns,  but 
which  awoke  in  her  sweet  and  pensive 
beauty  no  mark  of  interest,  except  at  times 
a  smile,  that  seemed  as  half  in  anger,  and 
yet  still  more  in  sorrow. 

As  evening  hastened  on — ^for  time,  when 
winged  with  pleasure,  speeds  the  faster — ^the 
ancient  hall  grew  dazzling  in  the  glare  of 
lights  and  flowers  numberless,  and  with  its 
bannerets  waving,  as  the  dancers  flitted  past 
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them,  each  in  a  gay  and  fanciful  costume, 
it  seemed  the  charmed  illusion  of  some  fairy 
palace. 

Music,  and  song,  and  dance, — nor  was 
there  lack  of  the  more  substantial  plea?- 
sures.  Around  were  tables  laid  with  luscious 
fruits  of  every  clime,  and  all  which  art  in- 
vents to  tempt  the  sated  appetite.  There 
was  the  oriental  sherbet,  and  the  cooling 
lemonade,  with  scarce  and  potent  wines,  for 
those  who  loyed  to  quaff  the  generous  inspi- 
ration of  the  grape. 

In  all  that  promised  pleasure,  still  Mon- 
trano  led  the  way;  and  as  at  times  the  revelry 
grew  louder,  he  pledged  the  gallants  but  the 
oftener  and  the  deeper; — and  on  the  bride- 
groom more  than  all,^as  it  was  afterwards 
remembered,  these  social  challenges  and  brim- 
ming glasses  were  urged  with  an  unwearied 
assiduity  and  eagerness. 

With   a  manly  caution,  Anselmo   drank 
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not  half  the  wine  Montrano  thought, — ^who 
still  himself  went  gaily  on  to  give  the  pre- 
cept all  the  force  of  practice;  and  soon  the 
choral  hymns  of  Bacchus  resounded  through 
the  hall,  as  they  would  drown  the  lighter 
music  of  the  dance. 

The  night  had  deepened  to  its  last  and 
witching  hour,— -when  young  hearts  beat  the 
faster,  and  maiden  glances  in  a  soft  confu- 
sion, sought  the  ground;— -for,  as  a  passing 
whisper  told,  the  Inide  had  left  the  halL 

And  now  the  music  swelled  again,  wilder 
and  sweeter  yet! — the  voluptuous  waltz  grew 
swifter  in  its  giddy  whirl;  and,  farther  ofi^ 
the  noisy  wassail  deepened  into  tumult  The 
call  on  Anselmo,  as  the  jocund  toast  went 
round,  was  now  no  longer  answered,  and 
with  flushing  cheeks  and  throbbing  hearts, 
the  youthful  gallants  pledged  his  health  in 
deep  and  overflowing  goblets  ! — But  then,  and 
veiy  oddly  as  it  seemed^  the  Lord  Montrano, 
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even  on  the  instant,  had  lost  his  wonted 
zest!  —  grew  moody,  and  though  he  drank 
the  potent  wine  as  carelessly  as  ever,  yet  no 
beaming  smile  gave  sunshine  to  the  pledge. 
The  maddening  rout  went  on,  but  soon 
Montrano  too  had  left  the  hall,  and  silently. 
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CHAPTER  XIV. 


"  Whtt,  though  I  am  not  ■plenetiTO  tud  nab* 
Yet  1  hare  in  me  aomething  dangerona. 
Which  let  thy  wiadom  lear." 


The  soft  effulgence  of  a  cloudless  moon  fell 
full  upon  the  garden  of  the  fountain: — itself 
all  hushed  in  stillest  night,  except  the  mur- 
mur  of   its    own    sweet    Waters,    and,    still 


THE   PICAROOK.  285 

more  faint,  the  air-borne  symphonies  of  dis- 
tant music  rising  from  behind  the  gray  and 
antiq^ue  towers  that  seemed  to  slumber  in 
the  sirede. 

Swift,  pure,  and  bright,  in  dazzling  jets 
and  rainbow  showers,  the  gushing  waters 
mounted,  and  mounted  but  to  fall,  beneath 
the  moonlight  sheen,  that,  as  they  rose  and 
sank,  still  seemed  to  follow  them  in  amorous 
play,  dhep  to  the  foaming  shadowy  source 
from  which  they  sprung. 

Beside  that  fountain  stood  Montrano,  his 
spirit  restless  as  its  waters ;  and  with  a  flame 
of  fire  at  his  heart,  that  all  its  coolness  could 
not  slake:  and  yet  he  longed  for  'patience,' 
and  strove  to  school  his  aching  senses  into 
the  duty  of  endurance,  if  not  submission. 

He  looked  upon  the  night, — so  glorious 
in  its  army  of  bright  stars  and  limit-less  ex- 
panse of  clear  cerulean  ether; — but  these,  in 
their  serenity,  their  majesty,   and   the  deep 
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psthoB  of  the  wifldom  they  may  teach ; — that 
teems  to  modk  the  impoteiice  of  human 
might,  and  ihowa  its  paaetons  fotile  as  an 
inftnt*8  strength, — and  its  fond  transports 
brief  and  ansuhstantial  as  the  ^oiy  of  the 
rainhow! — &ding  even  as  it  shines: — for  all 
of  what  we  boast— or  hope^  or  love!  so 
soon  must  ming^  with  the  waves  of  that 
eternity  on  vrfiich  we  veige. 

So  deqply  mused  Montrano;  bat  in  the 
Ul  perversity  of  that  wild  hoor,  these  solenm 
thoQghts  but  maddened  what  they  could 
not  change;  and,  grown  all  desperate  of  the 
future,  he  Mt  his  bosom  steeled  to  bear 
and  to  provoke,  the  worst  the  present  could 
involve* 

He  thou^t  upon  Garema; — not  as  he 
once  had  viewed  her,  the  blessed  companion 
of  happier  hours; — the  guardian  angel  by 
his  side,  as  honourable  age  stole  on  in 
peace  and   quiet  duties.    No;  all  this  was 
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gone! — and  now^  to  his  mistaken  imagina- 
tion, she  seemed  the  light  enamorata  of  a 
stranger,  whose  very  hideousness  had  quelled 
in  breast  more  chaste  all  sense  of  love. 

He  thought  again,  but  now  his  fancy, 
unrestrained  by  those  sweet  pleadings  of  the 
soul  that  give  to  woman's  love  the  grace 
and  majesty  of  '  virtue,'  ran  riot  on  the 
beauty  that  still  entrances  when  dearer  at* 
tributes  are  lost.  He  thought  upon  her  as 
the  Indian  maid,  deep  in  the  solemn  solitary 
forest,  first  gazes  on  the  charms  the  spark- 
ling lake  reveals  !»-or,  as  the  sculptor,  work- 
ing alone  at  midnight  by  an  untrimmed  lamp, 
grows  startled  at  the  plastic  form  his  skill 
has  moulded  into  a  loveliness,  that  steals 
into  the  heart  with  soft  contagious  sympa- 
thies, that  seem  as  they  would  realize  the 
warmth  and  thrill  of  life  ! 

Suddenly  the  foliage  rustled  as  with  the 
motion  of  a  green  tree-lizard^  running  per- 
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chance  along  the  nearest  bough;  and  as 
Montrano  raised  his  eyes  in  the  same  direc- 
tion, he  noticed  a  light  in  a  window  of  the 
lower  facade  of  the  Castello — it  was,  as  he 
lememberedy  the  chamber  of  Carema ;  and 
one,  af^  it  happened,  detached  from  any  other 
then  in  use.  The  idea  came  home  upon 
his  fancy,  with  emotions  vexing  fiust  on 
phrenzy; — his  very  breath  grew  hot  as  the 
flames  that  thrilled  his  heart  with  passion.  He 
gazed  again — and  while  his  eyes  were  thus 
intently  fixed — ^faintly  beautiful,  and  seen  but 
for  a  moment,  the  outlines  of  an  intervening 
female  form  were  shadowed  on  the  drapery 
of  that  wide  open  lattice ; — ^for,  as  the  night 
was  sultry,  Carema  had  so  left  it  to  admit 
the  cool  air,  loaded  with  the  rich  fragrance 
of  the  orange  flowers  that  bloomed  be- 
neath. 

Excited  too  far  with   wine  already,  and 
stung    with    a    tide    of    fierce     conflicting 
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thoughts,  —  and  that  the  strongest  and 
the  worst — the  fell  voluptuous  passion  that 
scoffs  at  love,  and  fealty,  and  pity,  as  it 
swoops  headlong  to  its  purpose,  regardless  of 
the  ruin  and  dismay,  the  pining  agony  and 
long  remorse  that  follow  in  its  train. 

Thus  might  an  amorous  Demon  triumph 
in  hopes  that  lead  to  ruin !  —  and  so  then 
felt  Montrano. 

The  window  open — Carema  sinking  into 
slumber, — for  now  the  stronger  light  had 
been  exchanged  for  the  feebler  watch-lamp 
of  the  night ; — ^the  balcony  too,  so  fatally 
easy  of  access — for  Montrano  remembered, 
that  the  window  of  an  adjoining  chamber, 
to  which  the  master-key  he  bore  would  give 
admittance,  opened  equally  upon  it  :^  these 
at  such  a  moment  were  fearful  facilities  for 
the  perpetration  of  all  that  lawless  passion 
in  its  worst  delirium  ever  dreamt — or  vio- 
lence can  dare. 

VOL.  iiu  o 
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Mfwtrano  paveed  not  for  a  aecood  glance  ( 
his  better  genius  slept — and  those  bright 
Seraphioos  that  gmrd  the  couch  of  alomber- 
ing  innocence,  where  were  they  then?— 

With  harried  eager  atepa  the  Count  had 
half  ascended  the  marble  staiicasoy  whea 
some  one  broke  through  the  garden,  and 
foshed  upon  him  with  a  desperate  haste : — 
it  was  the  page^  Fazzello. 

^  Thank  heayen  that  you  are  found,  my 
Lord  !-**chafed  into  madness,  — ^we  know  not 
how,  but  so  it  ia— Anselmo,  half  undressed 
and  aword  in  band,  is  seeking  you  on  e?ery 
side !  *• 

**  Let  him  oome  on,  FazeUo.  Ay,  boy, 
show  the  way ;  111  meet  him  in  the  garden 
down  below — and,  mark  my  wofds,  alone.** 

"  My  Lord,  there  is  a  rage  that  gives  no 
chance  for  combat: — who  would  go  wrestle 
with  a  famished  wolf! — or  think  to  stay  the 
yesty    billows  with  a  word?    The  Oapitano 
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holds  hid  own  existence  bat  as  the  fetters 
of  a  wearying  world,— the  very  plague  hath 
not*  a  keener  appetite  for  death  !— None  dare 
withstand  him  for  an  instant !  some  are 
wounded ;  all  are  fled  :-^  and  now,  with  ac- 
cusations horrible  and  strange,  he  searches 
round  the  dark  Castello, — ^for  all  the  lights 
are  quenched;  and  mocks  the  echoes  with 
muttered  imprecations  on-  the*  ^faUe  Mon- 
trano. '  '* 

"  Hah !  said  he,  so? — ^No  matter: — the  very 
effort'  to  explain  *the  truth,  would  seem  to 
him  a  confirmation  of  the  worst !  for  woman's 
'  treachery '  is  ever  deemed  a  weakness ;— and 
he  who  perishes  by  her  false  smile  is  twice 
condemned ;  for  her  deception  which  is  called 
his  own,  and  that  perdition  which  her  frailty 
has  led  him  into.  But,  as  I  said,  no  matter  ! 
My  infatuation  must  for  awhile  then  wear 
the  hue  of  guilt, — and  if  the  life-blood  of 
this  care-cankered  heart  will  wash  away  the 
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imaginary  stain,  why  let  the  chance  so  (all; 
Anselmo's  rage  can  hardly  match  with  the 
indifference  that  Montrano  feels: — the  pass- 
at-arms  be  seeks  from  vengeance^  will  be  to 
me  as  welcome  in  a  carelessness  of  its  re- 
suit,  as  were  the  sports  of  boyhood.  I  say 
again,  Fazzello,  that  I  await  him  here.  Nay,. 
boy,  no  hesitation ;  I  know  thy  thought, 
and  thank  thee : — hut  now  the  way  to  show 
thy  love,  is  prompt  obedience — I  will  await 
him  in  the  garden  and  alone/* 

Fiercely  gaunt,  in  the  paleness  of  extreme 
rage,  as  some  unblessed  and  wandering  spectre 
from  the  tomb,  Anselmo  answered  to  the 
summons  with  a  breathless  speed. 

**  That  naked  blade  speaks  for  your  pur* 
pose,  without  a  word,  Anselmo,  FU  sanction 
the  appeal, — and  this  or  that  shall  ratify." 

Even  on  the  moment  the    Count's  ready 
weapon    flashed    in    the  air;    and  both  had 
•   taken  their  distance. 
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''  Nay,  pause,  Montrano,  we'll  fight  anon ! 
— the  valour  of  the  '  sword/  is  but  the  bravery 
of  a  beast;  the  phrenzy  of  a  fool ; — jM7y,  but  a 
beggar,  and  he  will  fight  till  death  in  any 
cause  you  like  to  name ! — ^but  I  have  wordd 
shall  make  a  coward  of  thee  yet.  Was  there 
no  insult  left  but  such  a  wi/e^  for  the  long 
absent, — cozened  fool,  Anselmo?  Go  to, — IVe 
cast  her  to  the  winds! — She  holds  not  life, 
except  at  distance,  and  in  shame.  But  was 
this  my  recompence  from  thee,  Montrano  ? — 
^Tis  fit  the  world  should  know  the  debts  you 
owe,  Anselmo.  Who,  when  in  boyish  folly, 
-you  attacked  the  Venetian  galleys  under  the 
black  ensign  of  a  Picaroon^  and  were  both 
conquered  and  condemned ! — who  dared  the 
dungeon's  heavy  gates  to  set  you  free  ?  But 
softly,  yet,  my  Lord ! — ^there  is  another  point 
of  nearer  import.  When  your  first  love  the 
sweet  young  *  Rose,'  (as  we  then  termed  her) 
of  Palermo,  had    married    in    your   absence, 
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tad  3^oa  came  Immhc  a  disappcHiited  reckless 
man,  wi  A  passions  unsabdued,  and  with  the 
mountarin  bandits^  formed  a  plot  to  lay  her 
husband's  home  in  ashes,  and  steal  her  for 
a  lawless  bed: — did  not  Anselmo  save  thee 
from  half  the  guik,  and  all  the  infamy  ? — 
Ay,  answer  that  J  Too  late  to  stay  the  first 
assanlt — ^yet  still  my  gallant  followers  drove 
the  villains  off  in  time,  to  soatdi  you  from 
the  brink  of  that  enormity,  the  tribute  of 
whose  penitence,  us  you  felt  afierwardsy  had 
been  far  worse  than  death.  Besides^  she  never 
knew  her  enemy,  and  blessed  you  with  her 
dying  breath ;  while  the  fell  deed  that  fe- 
vered passion  prompted,  was  ever  kq>t  a 
secret  from  the  world.*— But^  no^  I  will  not 
boast  of  that, — that  latter  service^  which  has 
placed  the  beautiful  Carem^  under  this  danr 
ger-haunted  roof,  and  almost  in  your  anns ! — 
No;  this  I  name  unwillingly,  for  since  your 
honour  stands  self-tarnished,   and    that  even 
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now^  when  the  heats  and  Mlies  of  a  erossed 
and  desperate  youth  are  passed^  I  Jkold  you 
as  all  unworthy  soch.  a  pr izei-»«*«as  -  one  all 
sunk  and  lost, — incapable  of  love,  *iion  fit 
for  life-" 

The  time  had  been^  that  Montrano  would 
have  met  this  accusation  with  the  mild  pa- 
tience that  disarms  reproof  of  all  its  'bittei>- 
nesB.  He  might  have  sbown^  that  much  was 
founded  in  mistake^  and  -that  even  iii  the 
worsts  the  guilt  had  arisen. fiom.  the  treachery 
of  Madillena!  But,  no !  his  heated  brain  end 
swelling,  heart  gave  then  no  -time  for  thought 
or.  parley ; .  ind  the  proud  words  had  hardly 
left  Ansehno's  lips,  when  the  Jlonrish  of  Mon- 
trano'ft  blade  had  clashed  the  alanim  of  the 
coming  *fight  upon  his  weapon  i — a  moment 
more,  and  the  glittering  steel  had  flashed 
between  them  fierce,  indistinct,  and  rapid 
as  the  lurid  flame  of  heaven,  and  fatal  as 
its  bolt 
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There  had  been  hardly  time  to  breathe, 
when  all  was  over,  and  pallid  and  motionless 
Anselmo  stood  without  his  sword. 

Was  he  disarmed,  or  wounded  ?-^neither ! 
In  the  last  lunge,  the  Capitano  had  felt  his 
rapier  enter  the  chest  of  his  opponent,  and, 
certain  that  the  thrust  was  mortal, — he  had 
left  it  there,  to  stanch  the  blood  that  soon 
would  cease  to  flow. 

Montrano  had  staggered  towards  the 
marble  staircase  and  sunk  upon  its  steps. 
As  yet  he  had  felt  but  little  pain,  but  with 
the  sudden  shock  there  came  a  sense  of  all- 
pervading  faintness,  that  seemed  as  it  would 
quite  deny  the  utterance  of  words,  when 
most  he  wished  to  use  them. 

In  the  meanwhile,  the  watchful  Fazzello 
had  given  the  alarm,  and  soon  a  crowd  of 
the  domestics  and  retainers  with  torches  and 
with  weapons  were  hurrying  through  the 
garden.     The  faithful  page  flew  to  his  Lord, 
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who,  in  a  whisper,  told  him  to  keep  the 
circle  back  and  give  him  water.  The  foun- 
tain soon  supplied  the  last,  and  somewhat 
revived,  as  they  had  laved  his  temples,  Mon- 
trano  beckoned  to  Anselmo,  who  stood  ab- 
sorbed in  that  deep  grief,  which  is  still  the 
more  oppressive  as  we  know  it  vain. 

''Your  sword  has  proved  a  searching  re- 
medy at  last,  good  friend ;  for  all  the  fever 
of  my  blood,  has  passed  with  its  first  touch. 
Nor  grieve,  Anselmo,  that  this  last  and 
fatal  chance  has  fallen  from  the  hand  I 
love  :  —  my  hopes  were  dead  before, — and 
the  dark  curtains  of  the  dreamless  night, 
that  soon  shall  steep  my  senses  in  obli- 
vion, are  welcome  to  my  weary  eyes, 
grown  faint  with  watching  for  the  an- 
ticipated joy  that  dawned  so  long  and 
never  was  to  rise.  You  will  feel,  my  friend, 
that  I  am  speaking  of  Carema,  ever  held 
so  dear,  and  once   so  worthy  of  my  hopes; 

o  2 
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— and  now  the  thought  that  she   is  so  no 
longer^  is  far  the  greatest  pain  I  must  endure.** 

''  You  ave  deceived^'* — ^repbed  Ansehao, 
in  a  voioe  almost  a3  faint  as  that  of  the 
dying  Montrano-^'^yes,  and  stnngely  misled 
todouht  oflher!". 

''  FaEodloy"— -cried  the  C!ount,  and  with 
a  flush  of  momentary  excitement— >^  tell  aU 
that  I  disGOTSied  here  the  other  nightf-^ 
while  I  recover  yet  -a  Uttle  breathy  to  •speak 
again.*'  * 

The  page  obeyed^'  but  -as  he-  proceeded 
with  his  story,  Anselmo  soon  felt  comonced 
that  the  '  hunchback ' '  of  wham  he  spoke, 
was  not  in  reality  the  man  he  seemed,  or 
that  he  was  not  the  lover  of  Carema:-*<and, 
in  consequence  of  this  fresh  doubt,  orders 
were  given  to  fetch  the  gobbo  from  the  dun^ 
geon. 

It  so  happened,  that  the  messenger  to 
whom  this  matter  was  confided,  in  his  haste 
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imagined  diat  ioM  the  prisotievs  'Were  to 
beibronglitAurthi  •  AflSnghted  at  the  ftummonsi 
aad  fea(riul  of  the  evemt,  the  guilty  Kenricki 
with  k\i€f  usual  coiming,^  clung  to  the  cruel- 
fiX)  and  threatened  them  with  the  peoalties 
of  sacrilege,  if  they  attempted  to  remove  him ; 
but  in  vain:  in  spite  of  his  ahrieks'  and 
dtrugglesy  ihey  dragged.,  him  forward^  and 
scaiieely  had  he  passed  beyond  the  precincts 
of  the  prison^  so  <  ad  to  relieve  Bagolio  of 
the  oath  that  answered  for  his  safety  while 
within  tbern^  than  the  remorseless  jailer, 
seising  Kenrick  by  the  beard  and  shoulders, 
dashed  him  with  such  force  against  an>  angle 
of  the  wall,  as  to  fracture  his  skull  with 
the  blow*  The  wretch  heaved  one  deep  and 
heavy  groan ;  his  muscles  quivered,  and  in 
a  moment  more,  had  shrunk,  all  stiff  and 
rigid,  in  the  grasp  of  death. 

Absorbed  by  the  sudden   horror  of  this 
event,  the   messenger    had  not  heeded  that 


t:i€  p.r&K  .021. 


wv  k^  mit  was  noC  him- 

01  3e  coBsidani  a  proof  of 
oiri^ri :  ini  scll,  rs^ucjes  of  tbe  change, 
jtf  :xiic=eti  'sack  ai   tae  sinka  of  the  finiii- 


^M< 


S.iMi:ri,ri  az.1.  AaffriTO  had  bcea  one  of 
UL.  i^  ,>SMrr>  f :  !:^  nov,  the  pveaenoe  of 
rxe  iriLur  M  arra  absorbed  everr  other  idea: 
40fti  r  a  £bace  o^  lecasnitiaa  and  saqwiie  had 

T:  Ax«!«^L^c<^  au  vas  dov  srit^iident;  but 
BtrorisarT  espcaaatko  to  be  girea  to  the 
C^:a=.:.  vjb^  a  task  of  iacreastng  difficulty, 
a:^  Li«  Titjl  powers  of  the  latter  were  waning 
tA^?c  Eot>;.^  was  saidf  howerer,  to  render  it 
«vjcest,  ila:  Careaa  was  still  in  all  that  adds 
a  Bicral  d:,:aiitT  to  beaotr.  no  leas  than  what 
MontiaDO  in  happier  houis  had  deemed  her ; 
and  the  mooraliBd  smile  with  which  he 
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teaed  to  the  recital  under  the  present  awful 
circumstances  of  pain  and  weakness,  was  a 
touching  evidence  of  the  fidelity  of  his  former 
passion,  and  of  his  mental  capacity  for  those 
jiobler  sentiments  which  a  happier  destiny 
might  have  realized. 

An  offer  had  been  made  to  awake  Carema, 
and  bring  her  to  his  presence: — Montrano 
trembled;  perchance  a  thought  of  the  last 
half  hour's  daring  phrenzy,  and  a  thankfulness 
that  still  it  was  no  more,  had  mingled  with 
the  strong  temptation  of  the  offer;  for  that 
fond  glance  had  been  his  last ! — But,  no; 
a  noble  delicacy  forbade,  and  it  was  con- 
quered. 

The  Count  now  gave  such  directions  as 
were  likely  to  be  useful,  relative  to  the  pro- 
perty Carema  had  derived  from  her  mother, 
and  which  his  care  and  skill  had  much  aug- 
mented. There  were  matters  to  be  arranged 
with  the  worthy  Hagglestone  too,  that  were 
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not  forgotten : -i- the  last  of  sock  worldly 
cares,  were  those  cooseeted  with  Anaelmo, 
to  iriiom  the  Coont  bequeathed  the  Calabiiaii 
casteUo  and  estate  with  limitations  and  in- 
stractions  for  the  protection  of  his  dependents. 
There  was  also,  a  list  of  little  pensicftis  (which 
had  been  long  since  pvepared),  in  favonr  of  men 
in  hamUe  life,  who  in  past  years  had  served 
the  interests  of,  what  were  then,  '*  the  broken 
fortunes  of  the  Lord  Montrano; '' — and  amtng 
these,  even  Mat  Maiiin  was  not  forgotten. 

Fazsello  was  gone  to  arouse  the  holy 
Padre,  and  Montrano,  who  had  been  for 
some  minutes  silent,  and  was  nearly  exhausted 
with  the  past  effort,  again  attempted  to  speak, 
but  in  a  tone,  giown  deep  and  awful  m  its 
feebleness,  as  sinking  nature  heaved  the 
heavy  breath  that  soon  must  flutter  to  the 
last 

**  Yes,  Anselmo,  when  I  look  back  ou 
former  years,  my  struggles  of  ambition  seem 
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the  vainest: — ^for  then  I  deemed  the  poioer 
of  the  noble,  a  prize  above  the  '  virtues '  that 
should  adorn, — or  rather,  that  should  '  ex- 
cuse' his  station; — ^for  trees  that  grow  so 
loftily !  should  guard  from  storms,  and  shelter 
from  the  heat,  the«humbler  plants  of  '  useful- 
ness'  that  bloom  around,  and  are  more 
green,  if  not  so  tall,  in  beauty.  Thus  should 
the  noble,  step  boldly  forth  to  foster  the  arts 
and  literature; — to  champion  liberty!  and 
shelter  the  oppressed : — these,  to  men  of  high 
estate,  are  but  the  simple  duties  providence 
enjoins;  and  those  that  leave  them  undis- 
charged, impeach  their  own  prerogative  to 
power. 

''  Yes,  dear  Anselmo,  I  have  found  too 
late,  that  happiness  has  little  union  with 
the  skill  and  pride,  that  beats  down  oppo- 
sition, and  shapes  all  matters  into  what  may 
seem   our  own  exclusive  profit : — or,  in  the 
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wild  excitemeut  of  lawless  enterprize,  hoii^^ 
ever  circumstance  might  colour  or  excuse, 
though  this  indeed,  were  better  than  the 
hireling's  empty  boast  of  conquest  Ah,  no; 
the  pleasure  I  have  felt  in  building  up 
the  hopes  of  humble  men,  —  in  aiding  ge- 
nius in  its  heart-consuming  course  !  —  in 
cherishing  the  glow  of  comfort  around  the 
peasant's  hearth:  these  thoughts  come  on 
me  now  in  this  dissolving  hour, — as  whis- 
pering angels,  fraught  with  peace  and  joy. 

*'  Give  me  your  hand,  old  comrade,  and 
let  me  feel  you  while  I  live,— -for  sight  grows 
faint,  and  minutes  now  with  me  are  more 
than  years  were  yesterday." 

He  could  no  more;  and  that  fine  coun- 
tenance that  shadowed  forth  the  magic  of 
the  mind  in  silent  eloquence,  soon  changed, 
and  sunk  to  death's  pale  grey  abstraction. 

But    now    the    holy    Padre,  kneeling    at 
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his  side,  has  whispered  those  immortal  hopes 
that  brighten  as  earthly  shadows  darken 
round ! — Montrano's  lips  are  quivering  with 
an  inward  prayer;  and  now,  with  one  faint 
gasp,  they  have  settled  to  a  smile: — that 
smile  that  lingers  on  the  breathless  clay, 
and  gives  a  grace^  as  sorrow  sanctifies  the 
grave  with  hopes  that  bloom  beyond  it» 


And  now,  dear  Reader^  as  the  melan- 
choly Prince  of  Denmark  says, — "  I  hold 
it  fit,  that  we  shake  hands,  and  part;  you, 
as  your  business  and  desire  shall  point; — 
for  every  man  hath  business,  and  desire, 
such  as  it  is/' 
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But,  no; — I  could  fancy  that  there  are 
still  one  or  two  little  questions  that  might 
incline  yon  to  pull  me  by  the  button,  if 
but  for  a  moment. 

"Carema?" 

O  yes,  you  are  perfectly  right;  she  was 
very  soon  Mrs.  Blandford,  and  if  you  chance 
to  take  a  stroll  "  iar  out  on  the  breezy 
Downs''  at  Clifton,  you  may  probably  meet 
her  with  her  old  friend  Kate,  now  the  young 
and  charming  wife  of  Dr.  M'Mara.  And 
Carema  too,  is  as  gay,  and  smiling  as  sweetly, 
as  ever,  notwithstanding  that  her  wild  little 
urchin  of  a  son,  Montrano  Blandfordy  is  even 
more  obstreperous  than  the  wind  we  both 
remember.  Ah !  now  he  has  caught  her 
by  the  sleeve,  and  strives  to  lead  her  down 
the  lane  to  grandpapa's,  as  he  calls  the  cot- 
tage of  our  good  old  friend,  '  neighbour 
Hagglestone.' 


THE  PICAROON.  307 

But,  dear  Reader,  we  must  part  at  last; 
and,  with  a  deeper  sympathy  than  you  may 
well  imagine,  I  bid  you  that  farewell  which 
IS  warm  with  the  heart's  best  wishes. 


THE    END. 
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